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TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 


My  Dear  Sir, 

It  has  long  been  your  privilege  to  exercise  the  functions  of 
a  great  inteUectual  trust ;  to  extend  the  boundaries  of  knowl- 
edge— to  cultivate  that  province,  which  your  own  writings 
adorn — to  foster  those  liberal  arts,  without  which  no  people 
can  be  illustrious,  no  country  prosperous  and  secure.  It  has 
been  your  happiness  to  live  in  cordial  intimacy  with  the  master 
spirits  of  the  age ;  to  inculcate,  by  the  graces  of  refined  taste, 
the  lessons  of  sublime  philosophy ;  to  vindicate  the  lofty  mis- 
sion of  the  poet  in  language  worthy  of  the  name ;  to  make 
inspiration  the  advocate  of  public  virtue — the  handmaid  of 
religion — the  test  and  vehicle  of  immutable  Truth. 

When  the  tomb  had  closed  upon  Goldsmith — ^when,  for  a 
season,  the  oracles  of  poetry  were  almost  dumb,  it  was  your 
happy  destiny  to  break  the  silence,  to  revive  the  spirit,  and 
introduce  a  new  era  of  polished  song.  Your  *'  Pleasures  of 
Memory''  found  Thomas  Campbell  a  youthful  but  ardent 
votary  in  the  '*  lonely  Hebrides ;"  it  struck  his  heart  with  in- 
spiring impulse,  and  quickened  all  his  noblest  aspirations.  It 
was  the  magic  key  that  unlocked  the  fountain  of  his  genius  ; 
its  sparkling  waters  gushed  forth  in  the  "  Pleasures  of  Hope ;" 
and  from  that  hour — a  priest  and  brother  of  the  sacred  choir — 
a  child  of  precocious  but  permanent  fame,  he  found  an  hon« 
ored  station  beside  his  classic  prototype. 


/ 
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In  your  friendshipi  of  more  than  forty  years'  standing,  he 
found  the  **  decus  j^t  tutamen/'  which  only  kindred  minds 
know  how  to  express  and  how  to  appreciate.  In  your  expe- 
rience of  the  world,  in  the  maturity  of  your  fame,  he  found  a 
faithful  and  enlightened  monitor ;  in  your  approbation,  strong 
motives  for  exertion ;  in  your  sympathy,  a  *'  brotherly  kind- 
ness" that  soothed  him  in -affliction,  supported  him  in  diffi- 
culties, and  sweetened  the  intercourse  of  private  life. 

These  are  not  words  of  adulation ;  they  are  the  written 
testimony  of  that  gifled  spirit  whom  it  is  here  my  office  to 
represent ;  and  if  to  commemorate  the  fhendshipt  of  great  and 
good  men  be  an  important  duty  of  biography — an  example 
and  a  boon  to  posterity — to  whom  can  I  address  myself  with 
sach  manifest  propriety  as  to  him  who  is  at  once  an  accom- 
plished master  and  a  munificent  patron  of  the  British  lyre  ? 

By  connecting  the  names  of  Roge&s  and  Campbell  in  these 
posthumoos  records,  I  only  comply  with  what  duty  prescribes, 
what  private  taste  commends,  what  public  suffirage  approves 
and  confirms.  To  you,  therefore,  who  prized  his  worth,  ad- 
mired his  genius,  and  now  cherish  his  memory,  I  dedicate 
THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  of  our  departed  firiend. 
I  h&TB  the  honor  to  be,  my  dear  sir. 

Very  faithfully  yours, 

WILLIAM  BEATTIE. 

London,  December,  1948. 


PREFACE. 


Coming  before  the  public  as  the  biographer  of  Thomas 
Campbell,  I  feel  myself  in  a  position  of  great  weight  and  re- 
sponsibility.    With  many  of  his  old  friends  aromid  me,  much 
better  qualified  for  that  honorable  trust,  it  may  seem  that  I 
have  usurped  a  province  that  should  have  fallen  to  an  abler 
pen.     This,  however,  is  not  the  case.     It  is  many  years  since 
his  desire  on  this  point  was  first  expressed ;  it  was  repeated, 
until  a  conditional  promise  was  given  and  accepted;   and 
among  the  last  acts  of  his  life,  I  was  gently  reminded  of  our 
friendly  compact.     From  this  I  could  not  recede,  even  in 
deference  to  better  men.     By  yielding  to  the  partiality  of 
friendship,  he  may  have  committed  an  error  of  judgment ;  but 
if  so,  its  consequences  were  somewhat  obviated  by  his  placing 
in  my  hands  every  document  necessary  for  that  portion  of  his 
history  which  belongs  to  the  pubhc.     And  it  is  my  grateful 
duty  to  add,  that,  whatever  was  deficient  in  the  original  pa- 
pers, has  been  most  liberally  supplied  by  his  surviving  firiends. 
For  myself,  I  enjoyed,  during  many  years,  the  enviable  priv- 
ilege of  his  friendship  and  confidence — ^unreserved,  unbroken ; 
and  though  too  soon  called  upon  to  redeem  my  pledge — to 
impart  information  where  I  would  rather  have  received  it — 
to  write  for  those  to  whom  I  would  rather  have  listened — I 
enter  on  my  task  with  no  claims  or  recommendation  but  those 
of  an  honest  intention.     This  explanation  is  due  to  the  public, 
to  the  priyate  friends  of  the  poet,  and  to  myself 

In  this  labor  of  love,  as  I  may  justly  consider  it,  I  have 
been  studious  to  combine  the  truthfulness  of  history  with  the 
tenderness  of  friendship ;  tc  exercise  the  duties  of  my  office 
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with  vigilance  and  discretion.  Standing,  if  I  may  so  express 
it,  between  the  dead  and  the  living,  I  have  had  to  discharge 
a  double — often  a  delicate  duty  ;  to  omit  nothing  that  his  true 
friends  would  regret  to  lose  ;  to  revive  nothing  that  Campbell 
himself  would  have  wished  forgotten.  If  in  any  instance  I 
have  failed  to  carry  out  these  intentions  to  the  very  letter,  it 
has  been  where  allegation  had  to  be  met  by  fact ;  where  the 
balance  had  to  be  adjusted  between  the  partiality  of  friend- 
ship, the  prejudice  of  faction,  and  the  obligations  of  truth. 

It  has  been  my  aim  to  make  Campbell  the  historian  of  his 
own  life,  as  it  is  preserved  in  his  letters  and  other  documents, 
from  the  time  he  was  nine  years  old  until  the  year  of  his  death. 
It  has  been  my  aim  to  show  him  at  school,  at  college,  at  home, 
and  abroad  ;  in  his  private  study,  in  social  intercourse,  in  the 
exercise  of  his  pubUc  functions — such  as  he  appeared  among 
ourselves — a  genuine  example  of  the  mens  divinior,  but  sub- 
ject, withal,  to  some  of  those  common  failings  from  which  the 
favorites  of  genius  are  seldom  exempt.  Such,  I  humbly  re- 
peat, has  been  my  aim  ;  but  how  far  that  aim  has  been  re- 
alized is  a  delicate  question.  The  considerate  reader  is  aware 
how  easily  an  author's  plan  may  be  thwarted  by  his  inexpe- 
rience ;  how  often  retarded  by  the  very  earnestness  with  which 
he  desires  to  carry  it  out ;  how  liable,  in  cases  like  the  present, 
to  be  influenced  rather  by  afiection  than  judgment ;  how 
difficult  to  bring  longKsherished  prepossessions  to  the  severe 
test  of  biographical  history  and  criticism.  But,  whatever 
may  be  objected  to  the  editor  on  the  score  of  taste  and  judg- 
ment, it  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  his  errors  will  neither 
impair  the  freshness  nor  mar  the  beauty  of  Campbell's  letters, 
which,  like  true  gems,  can  lose  nothing  of  their  intrinsic  value 
by  a  plain  and  homely  setting.  It  is  earnestly  hoped  that 
what  was  good  in  the  original  manuscript  has  not  been  ob- 
scured by  superfluous  commentary,  nor,  by  a  false  notion  of 
refinement,  robbed  of  its  native  simplicity.  It  must  not  be 
inferred,  however,  from  what  has  been  said,  that  the  matter 
contained  in  these  letters  is  all  good— all  bearing  the  stamp 
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of  Campbell's  genius.  Composed  at  every  period  within  the 
last  half  century,  in  every  mood  of  mind,  under  every  change 
of  outward  circumstances — and  often  hastily — his  letters  rep- 
resent him  as  he  actually  thought,  felt,  and  wrote— always 
in  character,  and  how  often  in  a  most  amiable  light !  Of 
whom  may  so  much  be  told  with  so  little  cause  fi>r  apology  ? 

It  is  easy  to  foresee  that,  among  the  numerous  letters  quoted 
in  part  or  entire  in  these  volumes,  some  detached  portions 
may  strike  the  general  reader  as  presenting  nothing  very  char- 
acteristic. Taken  separately,  indeed,  they  may  not;  as  a 
whole,  most  likely  they  will ;  for  if  the  detached  paragraphs 
be  collected  hke  broken  pieces  of  mosaic  and  reset,  the  char- 
acter of  the  piece  will  be  restored,  the  features  identified  ;  and, 
examined  in  more  intimate  connection,  they  will  be  found  to 
exhibit  a  distinct  portrait  of  the  original :  so,  at  least,  I  have 
ventured  to  think.  It  is  not  the  fragments  of  a  head  or  a 
limb,  but  the  nice  adjustment  of  these,  that  discovers  the 
classic  statue,  whether  a  Minerva  or  an  Apollo. 

It  will  be  granted,  perhaps,  that  they  who  only  knew 
Campbell  as  he  appeared  in  society,  in  public  meetings,  or 
even  the  privacy  of  domestic  life,  had  but  a  one-sided  view 
of  his  character.  In  sickness,  solitude,  and  depression,  where 
I  had  occasion  during  many  years  to  watch,  advise,  and  con- 
verse with  him,  the  thoughts  of  his  heart  were  unreservedly 
thrown  open — the  nobler  qualities  of  his  mind  brought  into 
new  and  strong  light.  At  such  moments  his  words  had  a 
solemn  weight,  a  depth  of  meaning,  an  earnestness  of  expres- 
sion, which  contrasted  very  strongly  with  his  ordinary  con- 
versation, and  brought  to  mind  the  best  thoughts  of  his  best 
poems.  Before  the  world,  the  sparkling  graces  of  his  mind 
were  easily  discovered — ^they  played  lightly  on  the  surface. 
The  hidden  treasures  of  his  heart — ^the  fountain  of  his  poetry — 
lay  deeper ;  its  living  waters  were  only  drawn  forth  in  seasons 
of  trial,  sorrow,  sickness.  In  his  sober  estimate  of  life— in 
the  contemplation  of  a  future  existence — they  flowed  with  an 
inspired  and  refreshing  sound.     To  these  outpourings— often 
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leBeired  only  for  the  physieian — I  must  always  revert  when 
I  attempt  to  convey  a  just  irapreflsion  of  the  poet's  character. 

To  the  materiaJfl  here  hronght  together,  much  might  be 
added ;  Imt  the  recent  decease  of  the  poet  alone,  independ- 
ently of  eonsiderations  and  restrictions  which  the  editor  is 
bound  to  respect,  has  interposed  obstacles  to  a  lull  biography 
which  time  alone  can  remove ;  and  when  time,  like  distance, 
fhafl  have  lent  its  meUowing  influence  to  the  subject,  the 
outline  here  presented  to  the  reader  may  be  filled  up  with  the 
oompletenesi  of  a  finished  biography.  But  the  hour  has  not 
arrived  when  justice  can  be  done  to  Campbell  and  his  co- 
temporaries  :  it  seems  hot  yesterday  that  he  was  among  us 
bodily,  as  he  will  long  be  spiritually ;  l>is  figure,  voice,  man- 
ner, and  expression — his  talents  and  eccentricities,  are  still 
fiedi  in  the  mind's  eye.  To  paint  him,  therefore,  as  he  ac- 
tually appeared  in  his  daily  walk  and  conversation,  is  Attempt- 
ing a  portrait  which  every  man  who  knew  him  intimately 
can  test  by  his  own  experience.  If  I  have  been  so  fortunate 
as  to  preserve  a  life-like  resemblance  in  these  volumes,  it  will 
be  recognized  by  his  friends ;  vrith  this  pleasing  hope  I  have 
prosecuted  the  work ;  and  I  have  at  least  the  pleasing  con- 
viction that,  in  the  laborious  and  delicate  arrangement  of  these 
papers,  I  have  neither  yielded  to  the  solicitations  of  party,  nor 
transgressed  the  limits  of  private  confidence. 

In  taking  leave  of  the  subjeet,  I  have  one  cause  of  regret : 
I  have  not  been  permitted  to  advert,  in  the  terms  they  merited, 
to  some  ci  Campbell's  most  valuable  firiends  and  eotempo- 
nries.  I  have  been  fearful,  at  one  time,  of  ofiending  delicacy 
by  any  appearance  of  officiousness ;  at  another,  I  have  been 
deterred  by  reflecting  that  the  value  of  an  opinion  depends 
muoh  less  on  the  complimentary  turn  of  a  sentence  than  on 
ihe  social  and  literary  standing  of  the  writer.  These  consid- 
erations, which  I  notice  with  no  a^oted  humility,  have  oftea 
kept  me  silent  ^hen  I  would  yather  have  spoken,  and  will 
aocomit  for  the  absence  of  some  names  and  circumstances  that 
otherwise  would  have  shone  gracefully  in  a  Life  of  Camp- 


bell ;  but  tbe  day  will  arrive  wban  these  and  other  omisntnu 
vill  be  fully  supplied  and  rectified.  FioaUy :  I  hegBu  the 
duties  asugiied  to  me  under  much  discouiagemeut — oontinued 
them  under  very  painful  interruptions.  And  now,  like  the 
traveler  who  has  made  a  tour  through  some  clasuc  region, 
and  hears  at  the  end  of  his  Journey  that  he  has  missed  certain 
objects  by  the  way,  I  may  have  committed  a  similar  fault — 
but  not  intentionally,  I  have  kept  as  much  as  possible  to  the 
main  track,  seldom  diverging  unless  for  some  express  object, 
and  laying  no  distant  neighborhood  undet  contribution.  The 
result  now  lesta  with  the  public,  to  whose  decision  I  can  not 
pretend  to  be  indifierent. 

To  the  friends  and  admirers  of  Campbell,  whose  names  oo- 
cur  in  these  pages,  I  have  to  return  ray  grateful  thanks  fiH' 
the  prompt  and  liberal  manner  in  which  they  have  supplied 
me  with  many  original  manuscripts. 

To  the  family  of  the  late  WyneU  Mayow,  Esq.,  of  Syden- 
ham, I  am  indebted  tor  the  invariable  courtesy  with  which 
tbey  have  facilitated  and  encouraged  my  process  in  the  work, 
by  many  original  letters,  poetry,  and  other  documents,  with 
personal  reminiscences  of  Campbell  from  1S04  to  the  year  of 
his  death. 

To  the  family  of  the  late  ILev.  Archibald  AUson  ;  to  John 
Kioh&rdaon,  £sq.,  W.  S. ;  to  the  family  of  the  late  James 
Giabame,  Ksq. ;  to  James  Thomson,  Esq. ;  to  William  Gray, 
Esq.,  I  have  to  express  my  obligations  for  aumerous  letters 
and  other  records  horn  1795  to  1840. 

To  Prince  Czortoryski,  Lord  Minto,  Lord  Cuning^me, 
Lwd  Coekbuni,  Lord  Dudley  C.  Stuart,  Sir  John  Herschel, 
Bart.,  W.  C.  Townsend,  Esq.,  David  Irving,  Esq.,  LL.D., 
I  am  indebted  for  the  inspection  of  original  letters,  and  gen- 
eral infbimation  regarding  tbe  life  and  poems  of  Campbell. 

To  Dr.  R.  R.  Madden,  Di.  Sayer,  Dr.  Smith,  the  Rav. 
Dr.  Roscoe,  tbe  Rev.  Thomas  Wright,  the  Rev.  Hamilton 
Paul,  the  Rev.  James  Gibson,  tbe  Rev.  J.  G.  Lorimer,  tlie 
Rev,  Dr.  (  .  .  .  ),  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wardlaw.  of  Glasgow  ;  tbe 
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Rev.  Dr.  M* Arthur,  of  Mull ;  the  Rev. Campbell,  of 

Dunkeld ;  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Strahan,  Bishop  of  Toronto  ;  the 
late  Rev.  Dr.  Henry  Duncan,  of  Ruthwell,  my  grateful  ao 
knowledgments  are  due  for  original  letters,  poems,  remiais- 
cences,  and  diaries,  kindly  forwarded  for  my  inspection. 

To  the  family  of  the  late  Dr.  Currie,  of  Liverpool,  commu- 
nicated by  J.  G.  Duncan,  Esq.,  I  am  indebted  for  original 
letters  from  1802-5. 

To  Samuel  Rogers,  Esq.,  Thomas  Moore,  Esq.,  Horatio 
Smith,  Esq.,  William  Smith,  Esq.,  Francis  Place,  Esq., 
James  Carrick  Moore,  Esq.,  Alexander  Ireland,  Esq.,  Patrick 
Maxwell,  Esq.,  J.  T.  Wingate,  Esq.,  Robert  Williams,  Esq., 
I  am  indebted  for  letters,  poems,  criticisms,  and  anecdotes  of 
Campbell. 

To  J.  G.  Lockhart,  Esq.,  I  am  greatly  indebted  for  copies 
of  Campbell's  letters  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart.,  communi- 
cated by  G^oi^e  Huntly  Gordon,  Esq. 

To  Mrs.  Joanna  Baillie,  Mrs.  Fletcher,  Mrs.  Arkwright, 
Mrs.  Woodhouse,  Miss  Moore,  Mrs.  Roylance  Child,  Miss 
Anderson,  Mrs.  Johnston,  Mrs.  Ireland,  Mrs.  Allison  (widow 
of  the  poet's  first  master).  Miss  Wollaston  (translator  of  Pe- 
trarch), I  have  to  express  my  grateful  acknowledgments  for 
many  of  Campbell's  letters,  poems,  and  other  documents. 

To  William  Hamilton,  Esq.,  H.B.M.  Consul,  Boulogne ; 
WiUiam  Dacres  Adams,  of  Bowdon,  Esq. ;  Thomas  Roscoe, 
Esq. ;  James  Murray  M'Culloch,  of  Ardwell,  Esq. ;  William 
Moxon,  Esq.,  Ralph  Stevenson,  Esq.,  Robert  Carruthers,  Esq., 
Mr.  B.  B.  WifTen,  A.  A.  Watts,  Esq.,  William  Coulson,  Esq., 
£.  J.  Spry,  Esq.,  and  many  other  friends  of  the  poet,  I  am  in- 
debted for  letters,  reminiscences,  manuscripts,  and  personal  in- 
jformation.  I  have  also  to  acknowledge  various  communica- 
tions from  Mrs.  W.  A.  Hill,  Mr.  Alexander  Campbell,  and  Mr. 
Archibald  Campbell,  the  niece  and  nephews  of  the  poet. 

WILLIAM  BEATTIE. 
LoifDON,  December,  1846. 
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To  Washington  Irving,  Esq. 
Dear  Sir : — Thinking,  from  your  early  association  with  the 
reputation  of  Thomas  Campbell  in  this  country,  that  you  may 
be  gratified  at  this  day  in  assisting  in  the  amiable  work  of  his 
recent  biographer.  Dr.  Beattie,  of  presenting  his  memory  in 
its  better  aspects  to  the  world,  we  take  the  liberty  of  submit- 
ting the  London  proof-sheets  to  your  inspection ;  and  it  would 
give  us  pleasure  to  publish  any  letter  bearing  on  the  subject, 
as  an  introduction  of  the  work  to  the  American  people,  you 
may  find  the  leisure  and  inclination  to  write. 

Yonrs  very  respectfully, 

Harper  and  Brothers. 


Messrs.  Harper  and  Brothers. 
Gentlemen : — I  feel  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  perusal 
you  have  afiorded  me  of  the  biography  of  Campbell,  but  fear 
I  have  nothing  of  importance  to  add  to  the  copious  details 
which  it  furnishes.  My  acquaintance  with  Campbell  com- 
menced in,  I  think,  1810,  through  his  brother  Archibald,  a 
most  amiable,  modest,  and  intelligent  man,  but  more  of  a 
mathematician  than  a  poet.  He  resided  at  that  time  in 
New  York,  and  had  received  from  his  brother  a  manuscript 
copy  of"  O'Connor's  Child  ;  or,  the  Flower  of  Love  lies  bleed- 
ing," for  which  he  was  desirous  of  finding  a  purchaser  among 
the  American  publishers.  I  negotiated  the  matter  for  him 
with  a  publishing  house  in  Philadelphia,  which  offered  a  cer- 
tain sum  for  the  poem,  provided  I  would  write  a  biographical 
sketch  of  the  author  to  be  prefixed  to  a  volume  containing  all 
his  poetical  works.  To  secure  a  good  price  for  the  poet,  I 
wrote  the  sketch,  being  furnished  with  facts  by  his  brother ; 
\i  was  done,  however,  in  great  haste,  when  I  was  "  not  in  the 
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vein/'  and,  of  course,  wsus  very  slight  and  imperfect.  It 
served,  however,  to  put  me  at  once  on  a  friendly  footing  with 
Campbell,  so  that,  when  I  met  him  for  the  first  time  a  few 
years  subsequently  in  England,  he  received  me  as  an  old  friend. 
He  was  living  at  that  time  in  his  rural  retreat  at  Sydenham. 
His  modest  mansion  was  fitted  up  in  a  simple  style,  but  with 
a  tact  and  taste  characteristic  of  the  occupants. 

Campbell's  appearance  was  more  in  unison  with  his  writings 
than  is  generally  the  case  with  authors.  He  was  about  thirty- 
seven  years  of  age ;  of  the  middle  size,  lightly  and  genteelly 
made ;  evidently  of  a  delicate,  sensitive  organization,  with  a 
fine  intellectual  countenance  and  a  beaming  poetic  eye. 

He  had  now  been  about  twelve  years  married.  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell still  retained  much  of  that  personal  beauty  for  which  he 
praises  her  in  his  letters  written  in  the  early  days  of  matri- 
mony ;  and  her  mental  qualities  seemed  equally  to  justify  his 
eidogies :  a  rare  circimistance,  as  none  are  more  prone  to 
dupe  themselves  in  afiTairs  of  the  heart  than  men  of  lively  im- 
aginations. She  was,  in  fact,  a  more  suitable  wife  for  a  poet 
than  poet's  wives  are  apt  to  be ;  and  for  once  a  son  of  song 
had  married  a  reality  and  not  a  poetical  fiction. 

I  had  considered  the  early  productions  of  Campbell  as  brill- 
iant indications  of  a  genius  yet  to  be  developed,  and  trusted 
that,  during  the  long  interval  which  had  elapsed,  he  had  been 
preparing  something  to  fulfill  the  public  expectation ;  I  was 
greatly  disappointed,  therefore,  to  find  that,  as  yet,  he  had  con- 
templated no  great  and  sustained  efibrt.  My  disappointment 
in  this  respect  was  shared  by  others,  who  took  the  same  in- 
terest in  hifi  fame,  and  entertained  the  same  idea  of  his  ca- 
pacity. "  There  he  is,  cooped  up  in  Sydenham,"  said  a  great 
Edinburgh  critic*  to  me,  "  simmering  his  brains  to  serve  up 
a  little  dish  of  poetry,  instead  of  pouring  out  a  whole  caldron." 

Scott,  too,  who  took  a  cordial  delight  in  Campbell's  poetry, 

•  Jeffrey. 


1  himielf  to  the  ume  efiect,  "  What  a  phy  is  it," 
■aid  he  to  me,  "  that  Campbell  does  not  give  full  •weep  to  hii 
genius.  He  has  vingi  that  would  bear  him  up  to  the  ikiea, 
and  he  does  now  and  then  spread  them  grandly,  bat  folds 
them  up  again  and  reaumea  hia  perah,  a*  if  aliaid  to  laiinch 
away.  The  fact  ia,  he  is  a  bugbear  to  himself.  The  hright- 
nesa  of  hia  early  ancceu  ii  a  detriment  to  all  hia  fnture  efibrti. 
Hs  it  afraid  o^  the  ikadoto  that  hit  oum  fame  cattt  h^ore 
him." 

Little  wBi  Scott  aware  at  the  time  that  he,  in  truth,  was 
a  "bngbear"  to  Campbell.  Thia  I  infer  from  an  obaerra- 
tion  of  MiB.  Campbell's  in  reply  to  an  expreaaion  of  regrot 
Ml  my  part  that  her  husband  did  not  attempt  lomething  on  a 
grand  wale.  "It  i«  unfortunate  for  Campbell,"  aaid  ihe, 
"  that  he  livei  in  the  aame  ag«  with  Soott  and  Byron."  I 
asked  why.  "Oh,"  laid  she,  "they  write  ao  maeh  and  so 
lapidly.  Now  Campbell  writes  slowly,  and  it  takes  him  some 
time  to  get  under  way ;  and  just  at  he  has  fairly  begun,  out 
aomes  oae  of  their  poenu,  that  sets  the  world  agog  and  quite 
daunts  him,  so  that  he  throws  by  his  pen  in  deapair." 

I  pointed  out  the  eMential  difierence  in  their  kinds  trf' poe- 
try, and  the  qnalitiea  which  inaured  perpetni^  to  that  of  bar 
hnaband.  "  Yon  can't  penoade  Campbell  of  that,"  said  she. 
"  He  is  apt  to  Tuiderralne  hie  own  works,  and  to  consider  his 
own  little  lights  put  out  whenever  they  come  blazing  out  with 
their  gnat  torchea." 

X  repeated  the  oonvenation  to  Scsott  aome  time  afterward, 
and  it  drew  forth  a  ohancteristic  conunent. 

"Pooh!"  said  he,  good  humoredly,  "how  can  Campbell 
miitake  the  matter  so  much.  Poetry  goes  by  quality,  not  by 
Inlk.  My  poems  are  mere  oaimgonns,  wrought  up,  perhaps, 
with  a  cunnii^  hand,  and  may  pass  well  in  the  market  as  long 
as  caiingorms  are  the  fashion ;  but  they  are  mere  Scotch 
pebbles  after  all ;  now  Tom  Campbell's  are  real  diamonds, 
and  diamonds  of  tho  first  water." 
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I  have  not  time  at  present  to  furnish  personal  anecdotes  of 
my  intercourse  with  Campbell,  neither  does  it  afibrd  any  of 
a  striking  nature.  Though  extending  over  a  number  of  years, 
it  was  never  very  intimate.  His  residence  in  the  country,  and 
my  own  long  intervals  of  absence  on  the  Continent,  rendered 
our  meetings  few  and  far  between.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  was 
not  much  drawn  to  Campbell,  having  taken  up  a  wrong  no- 
tion concerning  him  from  seeing  him  at  times  when  his  mind 
was  ill  at  ease,  and  preyed  upon  by  secret  griefs.  I  thought 
him  disposed  to  be  querulous  and  captious,  and  had  heard  his 
apparent  discontent  attributed  to  jealous  repining  at  the  suc- 
cess of  his  poetical  contemporaries.  In  a  word,  I  knew  little 
of  him  but  what  might  be  learned  in  the  casual  intercourse  of 
general  society ;  whereas  it  required  the  close  communion  of 
confidential  friendship  to  sound  the  depths  of  his  character  and 
know  the  treasures  of  excellence  hidden  beneath  its  surface. 
Besides,  he  was  dogged  for  years  by  certain  malignant  scrib- 
blers, who  took  a  pleasure  in  misrepresenting  all  his  actions, 
and  holding  him  up  in  an  absurd  and  disparaging  point  of 
view.  In  what  this  hostility  originated  I  do  not  know,  but 
it  must  have  given  much  annoyance  to  his  sensitive  mind,  and 
may  have  afiected  his  popularity.  I  know  not  to  what  else 
to  attribute  a  circumstance  to  which  I  was  a  witness  during 
my  last  visit  to  England.  It  was  at  an  annual  dinner  of  the 
Literary  Fund,  at  which  Prince  Albert  presided,  and  where 
was  collected  much  of  the  prominent  talent  of  the  kingdom. 
In  the  course  of  the  evening  Campbell  rose  to  make  a  speech. 
I  had  not  seen  him  for  years,  and  his  appearance  showed  the 
efiect  of  age  and  ill  health ;  it  was  evident,  also,  that  his 
mind  was  obfuscated  by  the  wine  he  had  been  drinking.  He 
was  confused  and  tedious  in  his  remarks;  still,  there  was  noth- 
ing but  what  one  would  have  thought  would  be  received  with 
indulgence,  if  not  deference,  from  a  veteran  of  his  fame  and 
standing ;  a  living  classic.  On  the  contrary,  to  my  surprise, 
I  soon  observed  signs  of  impatience  in  the  company ;  the 
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poet  was  repvatcdiy  iaterrupted  by  coughs  and  diticonlant 
BoirndB,  snd  ai  olieu  endeavored  to  proceed ;  the  noise  at 
length  became  intolerable,  and  he  vat  abeotutely  clamoied 
down,  sinking  into  his  chair  overwhelmed  and  disconcerted. 
I  could  not  have  thought  such  treatment  possible  to  such  a 
person  at  such  a  meeting. 

Hallam,  author  of  the  Literary  History  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
who  sat  by  me  on  this  occaaion,  marked  the  mortificatioa 
of  the  poet,  and  it  excited  his  generous  sympathy.  Being 
■hortly  al^erward  on  the  floor  to  reply  to  a  toaet,  he  took  oc- 
casion to  advert  to  the  recent  remarks  of  Campbell,  and  in 
BO  doing  caltod  up  in  review  all  his  eminent  achievemeats  in 
the  world  of  letters,  and  drew  such  a  picture  of  his  claims 
upon  popular  gratitude  and  popular  admiration  as  to  convict 
the  assembly  of  the  glaring  impropriety  they  had  been  guilty 
rf— to  soothe  the  woundod  sensibility  of  the  poet,  and  send  him 
home  to,  I  tmst,  a  quiet  pillow. 

I  mention  these  things  to  illustrate  the  merit  of  the  piece 
of  biography  which  you  are  about  to  lay  before  the  Americau 
world.  It  i<  a  great  act  of  justice  to  the  memory  of  a  dis- 
tinguished man,  whose  character  has  not  been  sufficiently 
known.  It  gives  an  insight  into  his  doineaiic  as  well  as  hia 
literary  life,  and  lays  open  the  springs  of  all  his  actions  and 
the  causes  of  all  hisoontrariety  of  conduct.  We  now  see  the 
real  difficulties  he  had  to  contend  with  in  the  earlier  part  of 
his  Uterary  career  ;  the  worldly  cares  which  pulled  hia  spirit 
to  the  earth  whenever  it  would  wing  its  way  to  the  skies ; 
the  domestic  afflictions,  tugging  at  hts  heart-strings  even  in 
his  houra  of  genial  intercourse,  and  converting  his  very  smiles 
into  spasms ;  the  anxious  days  and  sleepless  nights  preying 
upon  his  delicate  organization,  producing  that  morbid  sensi- 
tiveness and  nervous  irritability  which  at  times  overlaid  the 
teal  sweetness  and  amenity  of  his  nature,  and  obscured  the 
unbounded  generosity  of  hts  heart. 

The  biography  docs  more  :  it  reveals  the  affectionate  con- 
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siderateness  of  his  conduct  in  all  the  domestic  relations  of  Ufa 
The  generosity  with  which  he  shared  his  narrow  means  with 
all  the  members  of  his  family,  and  tasked  his  precarious  re- 
sources to  add  to  their  relief;  his  deep-felt  tenderness  as  a 
husband  and  a  father,  the  source  of  exquisite  home-happiness 
for  a  time,  but  ultimately  of  unmitigated  wretchedness ;  his 
constant  and  devoted  friendships,  which  in  early  life  were  al- 
most romantic  passions,  and  which  remained  unwithered  by 
age ;  his  sympathies  with  the  distressed  of  every  nation,  class, 
and  condition ;  his  love  of  children,  that  infallible  sign  of  a 
gentle  and  amiable  nature ;  his  sensibility  to  beauty  of  every 
kind ;  his  cordial  feeling  toward  his  literary  contemporaries, 
so  opposite  to  the  narrow  and  despicable  jealousy  imputed  to 
him ;  above  all,  the  crowning  romance  of  his  life,  his  enthu- 
siasm  in  the  cause  of  sufienng  Poland,  a  devotion  carried  to 
the  height  of  his  poetic  temperaxnent,  and,  in  fact,  exhausting 
all  that  poetic  vein  which,  properly  applied,  might  have  pro- 
duced epics:  these  and  many  more  traits  set  forth  in  his 
biography  bring  Ibrth  his  character  in  its  true  light ;  dispd 
those  clouds  which  malice  and  detraction  may  at  times  have 
cast  over  it ;  and  leave  it  in  the  fiill  efiiilgenoe  of  its  poetio 
glory. 

This  is  all,  gentlemen,  that  the  hurried  nature  of  personal 
occupations  leaves  me  leisure  to  say  on  this  subject.  K  these 
brief  remarks  will  be  of  any  service  in  reconmiending  the  bi- 
ography to  the  attention  of  the  American  public,  you  are 
welceme  to  make  such  use  of  them  as  you  may  think  proper ; 
and  I  shall  feel  satisfaction  in  putting  on  record  my  own  re- 
cantation of  the  erroneous  opinion  I  once  entertained,  and  may 
have  oQcasionally  expressed,  of  the  private  character  of  an  il- 
lustrious poet,  whose  moral  worth  is  now  shown  to  have  been 
fiiUy  equal  to  hii  exalted  genius. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

WAsmNOTON  Irvinq. 
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OF 


THOMAS    CAMPBELL. 


CHAPTER  I. 

INTRODUCTORY  NOTICE  OP  THE  CAMPBELLS  OF  KIRNAN. 
GENEALOGICAL  HISTORY.* 

The  paternal  ancestors  of  Thomas  Campbell  appear  to  have 
been  long  settled  in  that  part  of  the  Argyll  frontier,  which  lies 
between  Lochawe  and  Lochfyne,  bordered  by  the  ducal  territory 
of  Inverary.  The  Poet  himself  had  Httle  or  no  taste  for  gene- 
alogy ;  but  his  uncle,  Robert  Campbell  of  Kiman,'who  wrote 
the  "  Life  of  John,  Duke  of  Argyll  and  Greenwich,"  was  deeply 
read  in  the  ancient  history  of  his  clan,  and  traced  the  origin  of 
his  own  branch  of  the  femily  to  Iver  of  Kirnan.  The  descent 
may  be  stated  in  a  few  words.  Archibald,  lord  and  knight  of 
Lochawe,  was  grandson  of  Sir  Neil,  chief  of  the  clan,  and  a 
celebrated  contemporary  of  king  Robert  Bruce.  Tliis  Archibald 
died  A.D.  1360,  leaving  issue  three  sons, — Colin,  who  succeeded 
to  the  family  honors ;  Tavis,  ancestor  of  Dunardrie ;  and  Iver, 

♦  On  the  genealogical  history,  to  which  the  first  Chapter  is  devoted,  it 
may  seem  that  I  have  dwelt  too  long;  but>  in  explanation,  it  may  be 
stated  thatf  since  Mr.  Campbell's  deam,  circumstances  have  occurred  to 
render  it  very  desirable  that,  in  his  biography,  the  subject  should  be  treated 
with  some  degree  of  minuteness.  Many  errors  and  mis-statements,  re- 
specting the  Poet  and  his  fSamily,  have  already  gone  abroad ;  and  to  rectify 
these  effectually,  the  only  course  left  was  to  investigate  the  family  papers. 
This  was  duly  accomplished ;  and  the  iacls  resulting  from  the  investigation, 
form  the  ground-work  of  the  introductory  Chapter.  The  accuracy  of  the 
details  has  been  confirmed  by  the  testimony  of  surviving  branches  of  the 
Poet's  fjEunily ;  and  the  particulars  now  brought  out  fca*  tJic  first  time,  will 
sufficiently  contradict  the  mis-statements  to  which  I  have  referred. 
Vol.  I. — 2 
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from  whom  sprang  the  Campbells  of  Kirnan — the  distinctive 
name  of  Iver's  descendants,  who,  during  the  lapse  of  many 
generations,  became  identified  with  the  place,  as  lairds  and 
heritors  of  Kirnan. 

The  vale  of  Glossary,  in  which  the  old  family  estate  was 
situated,  runs  transversely  through  the  parish  of  that  name. 
Like  all  the  surrounding  country,  it  is  of  a  pastoral  character ; 
watered  by  a  rapid  brook  called  the  Ad,  bounded  on  either  side 
by  picturesque  and  partly  wooded  acclivities,  and  ornamented 
by  Lochan  Leamhan,  a  small  L'lke  near  its  centre.  Tlie  whole 
parish,  which  is  of  great  extent,  presents  the  appearance  of  a 
vast  congeries  of  hills,  steep  and  rugged  in  many  places,  though 
not  lofty ;  abounding  in  excellent  pasture,  but  possessing  little 
that  can  be  applied  successfully  to  the  higher  purposes  of  agri- 
culture. Tlie  uplands  are  diversified  by  numerous  small  lakes ; 
the  height  of  the  valley  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  varies  from 
two  hundred  to  six  hundred  feet ;  the  soil  is  fertile,  in  many 
places  well  cultivated,  but  much  exposed  after  heavy  rains  to 
mundations  from  the  river.* 

In  the  parish  of  Glassary,  which  forms  part  of  the  southern 
frontier  of  the  West  Ilighlands,  Campbell  of  Achnabreck  and 
Campbell  of  Ederline,  two  powerful  famihes  of  the  olden  time, 
had  long  their  fixed  residence  ;  but,  like  that  of  the  poet's  an- 
cestors, the  house  that  once  knew  them  so  familiarly,  knows 
them  no  more.  The  number  of  landed  proprietors  in  the  parish 
is  now  reduced  to  four,  the  chief  of  whom  is  Sir  John  Powlett 
Orde,  of  Kilmory,  Bart.  Among  the  oldest  heritors  of  the 
parish,  as  already  stated,  were  the  Campbells  of  Kirnan,  who 
appear  by  the  records  of  the  presbytery  of  Inverary,  to  have 
been  from  one  generation  after  another,  supporters  of  the  Re- 
formation and  Elders  in  the  Church.  Their  valued  rental  in 
those  primitive  times,  was  thirty-seven  pounds  one  shilling 
sterling,  or  nearly  one-nineteenth  of  the  whole  parish. 

From  this  honorable  stock — the  Campbells  of  Kirnan,  who 
could  trace  their  origin  to  Gilespic-le-Camile,  first  Norman  lord 
of  Lochawe — the  poet  is  lineally  descended.  To  the  fortuitous 
circumstances  of  birth  or  family  connexion  he  rarely  alluded, 
and  never  attached  any  importance ;  but  he  has  feeUngly  ad- 
verted to  the  old  feudal  tradition,  and  to  his  own  personal  for- 
tunes in  the  following  hues,  "On  receiving  a  Seal  with  the 
Campbell  Crest": 


♦  Rev.  Colin  Smith,  Stat.  Ace.  of  "Olaaaary,"  1844. 
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**  So  speed  my  song,  marked  with  the  crest 

Tiiat  erst  the  adyentorous  Norman  wore. 
Who  won  the  Lady  of  the  West, 

The  Daughter  of  Macau'llan  Mor. 
Crest  of  my  Sires  I  whose  blood  it  sealed 

With  glory,  in  the  strile  of  swords, 
Ne*er  may  the  scroll  that  bears  it  yield 

Degenerate  thoughts,  or  futhless  words  I 
Tet,  little  might  I  prize  the  stone 

If  it  but  typed  the  Feudod-tree 
From  vfhencey  a  scaUered  leaf,  Fm  blown 

In  Fortune  9  mutability  r 

In  reference  to  this  subject,  and  the  remote  connexion  between 
the  Poet  and  the  great  '^  Macallumore,"  I  find  the  following 
lines  addressed  to  him  by  a  lady,  distinguished  by  her  high  birth 
and  cultivated  mind — the  Lady  Charlotte  Campbell,  daughter 
of  John,  Duke  of  Argyll : 

**  Bard  of  my  country — c1aa«ffnan  of  m^  race  1 
How  proudly  do  I  call  thee  one  of  mme  1 
Perchance  thou  wilt  not  deem  it  a  disgrace 
That  with  my  yerse  thy  name  I  should  entwine. 
It  is  not  writ  in  borirowed  wreath  to  shine 
Or  catch  reflected  ray  from  light  of  fiune ; 
But  a  strong  feeling,  I  may  not  define, 
Of  honest  pride,  in  friendship's  sacred  flame. 
Within  my  boscm  glows  while  writing  Oamfbkll's  name  V* 

In  the  vale  of  Glassary,  and  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the 
old  manse  of  Kilmichael,  stand  the  house  and  garden  of  Eiman, 
long  ruinous  and  deserted,  but  on  which  the  genius  of  the  Poet 
has  conferred  a  classic  immortality.  It  was  after  a  melancholy 
survey  of  this  ancestral  mansion,  and  in  a  room  of  the  manse, 
or  parsonage-house,  where  he  spent  the  following  night,  that 
the  Poet  gave  utterance  to  his  feelings  in  these  well-known 
**  Lines  on  visitinfr  a  Scene  in  Argyllshire"  : 

**  At  the  silence  of  Twilight's  oontemplatiye  hoar 
I  have  mused,  in  a  sorrowfrJ  mood, 
On  the  wind-diaken  weeds  that  embosom  the  bower 
Where  the  home  of  my  forefiithers  stood  I 
All  ruined  and  wild  is  their  rooJUu  abode  ; 
And  lonely  the  dark  raven's  sheltering  tree ; 
And  travelled  by  £ew  is  the  grass-covered  road. 
Where  the  hunter  of  deer  and  the  warrior  trode 
To  his  hills,  that  encircle  the  sea. 

*'  Yet  wandering,  I  found  on  my  ruinous  walk, 
By  the  dial-stone  aged  and  green, 
Oine  rose  of  the  wildemess  left  on  its  stalk, 
To  mark  where  a  garden  had  beea 
like  a  brotheriess  bennit,  the  last  of  its  race. 
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All  wild»  in  the  nknoe  of  Nature,  H  drew 
From  each  wandering  snnbeam  a  lonelT  embrace ; 
For  the  night-weed  and  thom  oyer-Bhaoowed  the  place 
Where  the  roee  of  mj  forefathers  grew." 

The  last  of  his  race,  who  resided  on  the  family  estate  of  Kir- 
nan,  was  Archibald  Campbell,  the  Poet's  grandfather.  He  was 
brought  up  to  the  law,  and  exemplified  in  his  character  much 
public  spirit  and  private  worth.  At  an  advanced  period  of  life  he 
married  Margaret  Stuart,  daughter  of  Stuart  of  Ascog  in  the 
island  of  Bute.  She  was  widow  of  John  MacArthur  of  Milton, 
and  lived  near  his  own  estate  of  Eiman.  By  this  marriage  he 
had  three  sons : — ^Robert,  Archibald,  and  Alexander.  At  the 
death  of  their  father,  which  took  place  in  the  Canongate  of 
Edinburgh,  Robert,  the  eldest,  appears  to  have  taken  possession 
of  the  hereditary  house  and  lands  of  Eiman.  But  owing  to 
mismanagement  or  misfortune,  the  exact  nature  of  which  has 
not  been  explained,  the  property  was  annexed  to  the  estate  of 
Milton,  the  proprietor  of  which  was  John  MacArthur,  his  half- 
brother,  son  of  Mrs.  Campbell  by  her  first  marriage,  to  whom 
it  was  probably  sold  to  discharge  the  debts  which  Kobert,  it  is 
said,  had  incurred  by  living  too  freely  among  the  more  wealthy 
retainers,  who  then  frequented  the  Ducal  Court  at  Inverary.  He 
was  not  bred  to  any  profession,  save  that  which  was  indispensa- 
ble to  every  Highland  gentleman — ^the  profession  of  arms  ;  but 
having  received  a  liberfli  education,  and  possessing  much  natural 
talent,  quickened  by  a  spirit  of  enterprise,  he  sought  a  wider 
field  of  exertion. 

With  the  hope,  therefore,  of  repairing  his  ruined  fortimes, 
he  left  the  Highlands,  and  following  in  the  train  of  his  feudal 
Chief^  settled  in  London.  Here  he  commenced  his  laborious 
career  as  a  political  writer,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Walpole 
administration  ;  and,  although  eclipsed  for  a  time  by  more  ex- 
perienced rivals,  he  succeeded  at  last  in  establishing  his  reputa- 
tion with  the  government,  as  one  of  the  most  able  and  zealous 
of  its  literary  partisans.  His  principal  work  was  a  "  life  of  the 
most  illustrious  Prince  John,  Duke  of  Argyll  and  Greenwich." 
As  a  genealogical  and  historical  work  it  is  creditable  to  the 
author ;  but  after  the  retirement  of  Walpole  in  1742,  and  the 
death  of  his  '*  fer-awa'  cousin,''  the  Duke,  in  the  year  following, 
Robert  Campbell  found  that  his  occupation  was  gone.  After 
lingering  two  years  in  the  fruitless  hope  of  obtaining  employ- 
ment, he  was  seized  with  a  fatal  illness  in  London,  and  there 
closed  his  checkered  career,  in  very  reduced  circumstances. 
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Archibald,  the  second  son,  having  taken  the  degree  of  D.D. 
at  the  Edinburgh  University,  went  out  to  Jamaica,  as  a  Presby- 
terian minister.  There  he  remained  several  years ;  but  other  and 
more  inviting  prospects  having  opened  upon  him,  he  proceeded 
to  Virginia,  in  the  United  States  of  America,  where  he  fixed 
his  abode.  By  his  exemplary  life  and  conversation  he  secured 
the  respect  and  confidence  of  all  who  knew  him ;  and  there  he 
resided  until  his  death,  which  took  place  at  an  advanced  age. 
"His  family,"  says  Washington  Irving,  "has  uniformly  main- 
tained a  highly  respectable  character.  One  of  his  sons  was  dis- 
trict attorney  under  the  administration  of  Washington,  and  died 
in  1795.  He  is  still  remembered  and  extolled  by  the  Vir- 
^nians,  as  a  man  of  talent  and  uncommon  eloquence.''  To  the 
landed  property  which  he  had  acquired  in  Virginia,  he  gave 
the  endearing  name  of  "  Kirnan" — thus  perpetuating  the  asso- 
ciation with  the  old  family  mansion  in  Argyllshire.  Many  years 
afterwards,  when  all  the  intermediate  heirs  had  died  off,  his 
grandson,  "  Frederick  Campbell  of  Eirnan,  in  the  county  of 
Westmoreland,  and  state  of  Virginia,"  succeeded,  under  an  en- 
tail executed  in  1763,  to  the  estates  of  Whitebarony  in  Peebles- 
shire, Ascog  in  Bute,  and  Kilfinnan  and  Eirnan  in  Argyllshire. 
This  Frederick  Oampbell  was  grandson  of  the  Poet's  uncle,  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Campbell ;  and  on  taking  possession  of  these  estates, 
in  1815,  added  Stuart  to  his  name.  At  the  same  time,  as  will 
hereafter  appear,  the  Poet  himself  became  entitled  to  a  consid- 
erable legacy,  which  is  now  enjoyed  by  his  son,  Thomas  Telford 
Campbell. 

Alexander,  the  youngest  of  the  three  sons  of  Archibald  Camp- 
bell, and  father  of  the  Poet,  was  born  in  1710.  He  was  edu- 
cated with  a  view  to  mercantile  pursuits ;  and  early  in  life  went 
to  America,  where  he  entered  into  business,  and  resided  many 
years  at  Falmouth,  in  Virginia.  There  he  had  the  pleasure  of 
receiving  his  brother  Archibald,  on  his  first  quitting  Jamaica  to 
settle  in  the  United  States :  and  there  also,  some  ten  years  after- 
wards, while  he  was  making  his  way  in  business  very  satisfac- 
torily, he  formed  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  Daniel  Camp- 
bell, a  clansman,  but  no  blood  relation  of  the  "  Campbells  of 
Kiman."  He  was  the  son  of  John  Campbell,  and  his  wife  Mary, 
daughter  of  Robert  Simpson.  John  Campbell  was  a  merchant 
in  Glasgow,  nearly  related  to  the  Campbells  of  Craignish,  an 
old  Argyllshire  family.  The  Simpsons  had  been  for  many  gen- 
erations residents  in  the  city,  or  immediate  neighborhood  of 
Glasgow,  where  they  possessed  several  small  estates.    An  old 
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tradition,  still  current  among  the  collateral  descendants — ^for 
Robert  Simpson  died  without  male  issue — states,  that  the  pro- 
genitor of  the  Simpsons  was  a  "  celebrated  royal  armorer"  to 
the  King  of  Scotland.  In  that  capacity,  it  is  said,  he  fashioned 
two  broad-swords,  of  exquisite  temper  and  workmanship ;  one 
of  which  he  presented,  on  the  first  centenary  anniversary  of  the 
battle  of  Bannockbum,  to  the  Duke  of  Albany,  Regent  of  Scot- 
land: the  other  he  retained  as  an  heir-loom  in  his  own  family, 
where  it  is  still  preserved.  It  is  a  plain  but  handsome  blade, 
with  the  date  1414  stamped  upon  it* 

Shortly  after  making  the  acquaintance  of  Daniel  Campbell  at 
Falmouth  in  Virginia,  Alexander  Campbell  took  final  leave  of  the 
United  States ;  and,  in  the  company  of  his  friend,  returned  to 
Glasgow,  where  they  entered  into  co-partnership  as  Virginian 
traders,  under  the  firm  of  Alexander  and  Daniel  Campbell. 
This  connexion  proved  very  satisfactory.  The  partners  became 
more  and  more  kIlow^  and  respected  as  men  of  probity  and 
experience ;  every  way  deserving  the  success  which,  for  several 
years,  rewarded  their  industry,  and  gained  for  them  unlimited 
confidence  in  the  trade.  Daniel  Campbell,  the  junior  partner, 
had  a  sister  named  Margaret,  bom  in  1736,  and  at  this  time 
about  the  age  of  twenty.  To  her,  Alexander  Campbell,  though 
by  repute  a  confirmed  bachelor,  and  then  at  the  mature  age  of 
forty-five,  paid  his  addresses ;  and  before  another  year  had  ex- 
pired, the  mercantile  connexion  between  the  two  friends  was 
cemented  by  a  family  tie.  Alexander  Campbell  and  Margaret 
Campbell  were  married  in  the  Cathedral  Church  of  Glasgow, 
on  the  12th  of  January,  1756,  in  presence  of  their  respective 
families.  They  began  their  domestic  cares  in  a  large  house  in 
the  High-street,  which  has  long  since  disappeared  under  the 
march  of  civic  improvement.     In  this  house  the  Poet  was  bom. 

From  the  date  of  his  marriage,  in  1756,  to  the  first  outbreak 
of  war  with  America,  in  1776,  Mr.  Campbell  continued  at  the 
head  of  the  firm,  and  every  successive  year  added  something  to 
the  joint  prosperity  of  himself  and  his  partner.  But  at  the  dis- 
astrous period,  when  the  flag  of  war  was  unfurled  between  kin- 
dred people,  the  tide  of  prosperity  began  to  flow  with  less 

*  The  present  custodier  of  this  fSeunily  relic  is  the  Rev.  James  Oibson, 
to  whom  it  descended,  in  right  of  marriage,  at  the  death  of  the  late  Rev. 
John  Campbell,  DJ).,  one  of  the  ministers  of  Edinburgh,  and  maternal 
cousin  of  tne  Poet  The  twin-blade  was  recognised  by  the  brother  of  Dr. 
Gampbdl,  among  the  ancient  armor  in  the  Tower,  some  years  ago,  and 
found  to  bear  a  atrict  resemblance  to  the  other,  in  £uhion,  size,  and  date. 
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vigor  into  the  Clyde.  The  Virginia  trade,  heretofore  so  profit- 
able, immediately  changed  its  current;  and  among  the  first  who 
felt,  and  were  nearly  ruined  by  the  change,  was  the  now  old  and 
respectable  finn  of  Alexander  and  l)aniel  Campbell.  Their 
united  losses,  arising  from  the  failure  of  other  houses  with  w^hich 
they  were  connected,  swopt  away  the  whole,  or  very  nearly  the 
whole,  amount  of  forty  years'  successful  indiLstry ;  in  fact  the 
savings  of  a  long  life,  spent  in  this  branch  of  mercantile  pur- 
suits. Our  Poet's  father,  at  this  time,  was  in  the  sixty-fifth 
year  of  his  age.  His  daughter  Mary,  eldest  of  his  ten  surviving 
children,  had  not  completed  her  nineteenth  year ;  and  the  diffi- 
culties of  his  present  position,  greatly  increased  by  the  sad  pros- 
pects as  to  their  future  establishment  in  life,  may  be  more  easily 
imagined  than  described.  The  actual  loss  sustained  by  the 
senior  partner,  Mr.  Alexander  Campbell,  in  this  unforeseen  dis- 
aster, has  been  variously  estimated.  After  a  careful  examination 
of  the  accounts  with  which  I  have  been  furnished  by  living  re- 
presentatives of  the  two  families,  I  find  it  cannot  have  been 
much  less  than  twenty  thousand  pounds — equivalent  in  those 
days  to  what  was  considered  an  ample  independence — particu- 
larly in  the  west  of  Scotland,  where  industry  and  frugality  were 
leading  features  in  the  domestic  life  of  a  Glasgow  merchant;  and 
when  luxury  and  ostentation  were  very  httle  known  or  prac- 
tised, even  by  the  wealthiest  of  her  citizens. 

Daniel  Campbell,  the  junior  partner  in  the  firm,  always  esti- 
mated his  own  individual  loss  at  "  eleven  or  twelve  thousand 
g)unds  ;"  which  might  also  be  considered  as  a  liberal  provision, 
ut  being  a  younger  man,  with  a  smaller  family  to  provide  for 
than  his  brother-in-law,  he  could  look  to  the  future  with  more 
confidence,  and  take  more  decisive  measures  for  repairing  his 
ruined  fortune.  To  Alexander  Campbell,  now  well  stricken  in 
years,  and  the  father  of  a  very  numerous  family,  the  test  by 
which  his  moral  character  was  to  be  tried,  was  not  more  sudden 
than  it  was  severe.  Yet  he  submitted  to  it  with  equanimity,  or 
even  cheerfulness ;  and  made  such  efibrts  as  his  age  and  circum- 
stances allowed,  for  impro\'ing  the  very  scanty  residue  which 
had  been  saved  from  the  wreck  of  his  former  affluence.  In 
these  eflforts  he  was  ably  seconded  by  his  wife,  whose  natural 
strength  and  energy  of  character  were  strikingly  developed  by 
the  new  cares  and  anxieties  in  which  she  was  now  involved.  Of 
the  prudence  with  which,  as  a  wife  and  a  mother,  she  conducted 
her  domestic  affairs  during  the  long  struggle  that  ensued,  there 
18  the  most  pleasing  and  authentic  testimony.      To  her,  indeed, 
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much  of  the  high  merit  of  havmg  supported  and  educated  her 
fiunily  upon  an  income,  that  in  the  present  day  would  barely 
suffice  to  purchase  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  is  unques- 
tionably due.  Among  her  contemporary  relatives,  she  had 
always  been  considered  as  ''  a  person  of  much  taste  and  refine- 
ment'' She  was  well  educated  for  the  age  and  sphere  in  which 
she  moved,*  with  considerable  family  pride,  as  the  daughter  and 
wife  of  a  Campbell,  and  with  much  of  a  fond  mother^s  ambition, 
to  see  her  young  family  make  their  way  in  that  respectable  sta- 
tion of  life  to  which  they  were  bom.  She  was  passionately  fond 
of  music,  particularly  sacred  music,  and  sang  many  of  the  popu- 
lar melodies  of  Scotland  with  taste  and  effect.  With  the  tradi- 
tional songs  of  tlie  Highlands,  particularly  Argyllshire,  she  was 
intimately  acquainted ;  and  from  her  example,  it  seems  probable, 
the  love  of  song  was  early  imbibed  and  cultivated  by  her  children. 

From  the  moment  that  the  aspect  of  domestic  concerns  had 
changed,  all  the  better  features  of  Mrs.  CampbclVs  character 
appeared  in  strong  reUef.  Every  indulgence  which  previous 
affluence  had  rendered  habitual  and  graceful  in  the  station  she 
then  occupied,  was  firmly  and  conscientiously  abandoned.  In 
her  family  arrangements  a  system  of  rigid  economy  was  so 
established,  that  no  unreasonable  expense  on  one  occasion  might 
increase  the  difl^culties  of  the  next  "  She  was,'*  to  use  the 
words  applied  to  her  by  all  who  knew  her  intimately  during 
these  years  of  trial,  "  an  admirable  manager,  a  clever  woman." 
It  is  pleasing  to  add,  that  her  unwearied  exertions  to  prepare  her 
children,  by  a  good  solid  education,  for  a  respectable  entrance 
on  the  duties  of  life,  were  crowned  with  success ;  and  during 
the  last  years  of  her  long  life,  afforded  her  matter  for  great 
thankfulness  and  procured  for  her  many  comforts. 

It  is  frankly  acknowledged,  however,  that,  among  the  amiable 
weaknesses  so  generally  ascribed  to  fond  mothers,  over-indul- 
gence entered  into  no  part  of  Mrs.  CampbclFs  system.  She  is 
said  to  have  been  at  times  "  unnecessarily  severe,  or  even 
harsh,"  in  the  exercise  of  her  authority  ;  and  that  the  maternal 
castigation  was  not  always  proportioned  to  the  offence.     But  if 

*  It  is  well  known,  however,  that  until  the  middle  of  the  last  centuiy, 
female  education  was  very  deficient  in  some  parts  of  Scotland :  and  in  sudi 
uncouth  spelling  were  their  thoughts  expressed,  so  late  as  1746,  that  ladies 
of  rank,  even  **  an  aocomptished  countess,"  could  write  of  **  beautya  and 
gentil  pritty  wimen  and  many  bows  who  sies  them,"  Ac^  and  date  fWxn 
the  modem  Athens. — Specimens  of  **  Old  Hiij^hland  Letters"  in  the  IfUfer- 
n0U  Covrifr,  Deo^l846. 
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severe,  her  severity  was  not  misplaced,  as  a  safeguard  against 
the  eflPects  of  that  paternal  indulgence  with  which  her  worthy 
husband,  **  good  easy  man,'*  regarded  every  individual  of  his 
fiunily ;  and  to  which  the  Poet  himself  has  borne  grateful  testi- 
mony in  his  Letters.  But  it  was  thus  that  the  father's  indul- 
gence and  the  mother's  severity  mutually  checked  and  tempered 
each  other,  and  produced  those  salutary  effects  in  the  discipline 
of  their  children,  which  nothing  but  tiie  happy  union  of  such 
opposite  qualities  could  have  accomplished.  The  ^irritability" 
of  the  one  was  softened  or  subdued  by  the  habitual  ^*  equanim- 
ity^' of  the  other ;  and  where  the  mother  passed  sentence  upon 
any  of  her  young  culprits  for  breach  of  privilege,  or  neglect  of 
tasks,  it  was  never  reversed  by  the  father.  Thus,  in  their  do- 
mestic affidn,  paidocrcun/  was  kept  under,  and  the  parental  au- 
thority supported  in  all  its  force.  ''  Grave  counseF'  from  the 
fiither,  and  sharp  **  reproofs  from  the  mother,"  were  always 
made  to  co-operate  in  such  a  manner  as  to  effect  one  important 
end — ^an  increase  of  application  to  school  eierdses,  which  was 
generally  followed  by  some  fresh  distinction  in  the  class. 

Mrs.  Campbell  has  been  described  to  me  by  a  lady  who  knew 
her,  as  a  woman  of  great  mental  energy ;  fond  of  literary  society; 
sprightly  in  conversation  ;  and  spending  most  of  her  leisure  in 
the  perusal  of  those  books  which  the  previous  generation  had 
pronounced  to  be  the  ^  only  standard  authorities."  But  although 
she  preferred  the  '^  old  authors"  as  her  daily  companions,  she 
had  a  very  just  notion  of  their  merits,  with  considerable  relish 
fi>r  the  popular  authors  of  the  day,  which  she  felt  much  plea- 
sure in  having  read  to  her,  long  after  she  had  completea  her 
seventieth  year.  I  have  aJready  mentioned  that  she  had  a 
natural  taste  for  music ;  and  having  had  a  good  voice  in  her 
younger  days — ^but  which  owed  little  to  the  artificial  cultivation 
of  that  talent — she  often  sang,  even  in  the  very  wane  of  life,  to 
the  few  familiar  guests  who  occasionally  met  at  her  hearth,  such 
snatches  of  old  songs  as  the  hour  or  circumstance  happened  to 
call  forth.  Among  these  were  two  especial  &vorites,  sweetened, 
no  doubt,  by  many  proud  associations — "  My  Poor  Dog  Tray," 
and  "  The  Blind  Boy."  It  was  to  the  air  of  the  former,  so  often 
song  to  him  by  his  mother,  in  in£uicy,  that  Campbell  wrote  the 
"BGirper."  It  is  one  of  the  few  I  ever  heard  him  sing  in  the 
evening  of  life  when,  for  an  instant,  the  morning  sun  seemed 
again  to  rest  upon  it ;  and  it  was,  probably,  the  first  that  soothed 
the  infant  poet  in  his  cradle,  long  before  he  had  attempted  to 
lisp  in  rhyme. 

2* 
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In  person,  the  Poet's  mother  was  of  slight  but  shapely  figure, 
with  piercing  black  ejes,  dark  hair,  well-chiselled  features,  which, 
in  after-life,  became  round  and  full — losing  much  of  their  origi- 
nal expression.  With  natural  vivacity  of  spirit  and  cordiality  of 
manner,  she  was  a  shrewd  observer  of  character ;  warm-hearted ; 
strongly  attached  to  her  friends,  and  always  ready  to  sympa- 
thize in  their  misfortunes.  With  this  disposition,  she  was  often 
the  author  of  unostentatious  but  substantial  charity ;  and  it  is 
pleasing  to  think,  that,  when  overtaken  by  adversity,  her  good 
deeds  were  not  entirely  forgotten.  By  her  own  sex  her  society 
was  much  courted.  She  had  a  ^^  considerable  fund  of  anecdote, 
and  the  talent  of  saying  wise  or  witty  things  in  a  way  that 
"  drew  all  the  young  people  about  her." 

She  was,  of  course,  very  proud  of  her  youngest  son,  whose 
precocious  talent  for  song  was  not  a  little  indebted  to  her  taste 
and  cultivation.  As  one  illustration  of  this  amiable  and  very 
excusable  weakness,  I  am  informed  by  the  relation  above  men- 
tioned, that,  having  occasion  to  go  shopping  with  her,  they 
halted  at  a  silk-mercer's,  where,  after  the  usual  scrutiny  and  re- 
jection of  articles  shown  to  them,  the  old  lady  was  at  last  ^^  struck 
with  a  very  nice  pattern  of  a  shawl,"  which  she  immediately 
purchased  and  paid  for.  The  parcel  was  folded  up,  and  when 
the  mercer  inquired  the  name,  and  where  she  would  have  it  sent 
to, — "  Send  it,"  she  said,  "  to  Mrs.  Campbell — Mrs.  Campbell 
of  Eiman ;" — then  added,  "  mother  of  the  author  of  the  *  Plea- 
sures of  Hope.' "  Eiman,  it  is  true,  had  long  ceased  to  be  the 
family  mansion ;  but,  in  her  mind,  '^  Kiman"  and  the  '^  Plea- 
sures of  Hope"  were  like  two  gems  appended  to  the  name  of 
Campbell,  never  to  be  separated. 

"  A  few  years  previous  to  her  death,"  say^  a  correspondent, 
^  my  mother  took  me  to  Edinburgh,  on  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell. I  was  very  young  at  the  time ;  but  I  have  a  distinct  re- 
collection of  the  old  lady,  and  it  is  of  a  pleasing  kind.  She  was 
evidently  a  person  of  strong  mind,  of  great  good  sense,  and  much 
kindliness  of  disposition.  In  her  manner,  there  was  an  uncom- 
mon mixture  of  innate  dignity  and  liveliness.  It  might  be 
difficult  to  convey  to  you  a  distinctive  notion  of  the  former 
quality  ;  but  the  following  slight  incident  exemplifies,  I  think, 
both  mn.  Campbell's  liveliness  and  kindness.  Shortly  after  I 
arrived  she  bought  a  cane  for  me ;  but,  before  presenting  it,  she 
said  it  would  be  proper  to  show  me  how  the  young  gentlemen, 
students  of  Edinburgh,  managed  their  canes.  For  this  purpose 
she  walked  several  times  across  the  room,  all  the  while  twirling 
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the  oane  in  her  hand.  The  imitation  was  certainly  amusing  ; 
but  the  beauty  of  the  trait  was,  the  condescension  of  the  old 
lady  in  attempting  it,  purely  to  please  and  divert  a  boy. 

"  During  the  same  visit  she  spoke  in  terms  of  high  praise  of 
her  son  Thomas.  *  Nothing,'  she  said,  *  could  be  conceived 
more  kind  and  respectful  than  the  tenor  of  his  letters  to  her- 
selfl' "  Mr.  Campbell's  kindness,  however,  went  far  beyond 
profession ;  for,  out  of  his  own  narrow  income,  he  allowed  a 
handsome  annuity  to  his  mother  and  his  sisters. 

This  much-respected  lady — who  resembled,  in  some  of  her 
early  characteristic  traits,  the  *  mother  of  the  Gracchi' — survived 
her  husband ;  and  after  a  widowhood  of  eleven  years,  died  in 
Edinburgh,  on  the  24th  February,  1812,  at  the  age  of  seventy- 
six. 

Mr.  Alexander  Campbell,  the  Poet's  father,  was  naturally  a 
man  of  superior  abilities,  which,  both  at  homo  and  abroad,  he 
had  much  improved  by  reading  and  reflection.  He  was  held  in 
esteem  by  several  members  of  the  University,  at  a  time  when  it 
could  muster  some  of  the  first  men  of  the  day  ;  and  when  its 
chairs  were  filled  by  teachers,  not  only  of  profound  learning 
themselves,  but  endowed  with  the  rare  and  happy  faculty  of 
communicating  their  learning  to  others.  Of  these,  frequent 
notice  will  be  found  in  the  Poet's  Letters,  in  which  he  always 
speaks  with  grateful  admiration  of  his  Glasgow  instructors — men 
not  merely  of  English  but  European  celebrity.  But  it  may  serve 
to  show  the  character  of  his  father's  mind  simply  to  state,  that 
he  was  on  terms  of  intimacy  with  Adam  Smith,  and  the  confi- 
dential friend  of  his  successor.  Dr.  Thomas  Reid,  from  whom  the 
Poet  received  his  name  in  baptism.  On  publishing  his  celebra- 
ted "  Inquiry  into  the  Human  Mind,"  Dr.  Reid  gave  a  copy  of 
it  to  his  friend  Mr.  Campbell,  who,  after  reading  it  attentively, 
called  upon  the  author,  and  thanked  him  for  the  great  pleasure 
and  edification  which  his  new  work  had  afforded  him.  '^  I  am 
glad  to  hear  you  are  pleased  with  it,"  said  Dr.  Reid ;  "  there 
are  now,  at  least,  two  men  in  Glasgow  who  understand  my 
work,  and  these  are  Alexander  Campbell  and  myself." 

In  matters  of  business,  Mr.  Campbell  is  said  to  have  been  in- 
dolent rather  than  active,  and  to  have  expressed  infinitely  less 
solicitude  to  become  a  wealthy  merchant  than  to  maintain  the 
character  of  an  upright  man  and  a  patriotic  citizen.  It  was  the 
proud,  but  honest  boast  of  his  family,  that,  in  the  course  of  a 
life,  in  which  he  had  mixed  with  all  classes  of  society,  and 
which  was  extended  far  beyond  the  ordinary  limits  of  human 
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existence,  his  honor  and  integrity  had  never  been  questioned. 
In  his  political  creed  he  was  liberal,  in  the  true  sense  of  the 
term  ;  and  in  all  his  actions  maintained  a  strict  consistency  with 
his  profession.  He  was  happily  spared,  however,  the  necessi^ 
of  making  any  display  in  the  party  politics  of  his  day.  BTe 
limited  h^  social  intercourse  to  that  of  a  few  old  friends,  and 
the  enjojrments  of  his  own  family  circle,  where  he  was  looked 
up  to  with  love  and  veneration. 

He  lived  in  strict  observance  of  his  religious  duties,  both  in 
public  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  where  every  precept  was 
enforced  by  example.  To  the  doctrines  of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland, 
which  his  ancestors  had  done  and  endured  so  much  to  establish ; 
and  in  support  of  which  two  Chiefs  of  his  clan  had  suffered  mar- 
tyrdom, he  was  zealously  and  conscientiously  attached ;  but  he 
never  permitted  ecclesiastical  questions  to  disturb  the  tranquillity 
of  his  own  fixed  persuasion,  nor  to  diminish  the  spirit  of  charity 
and  good  will  with  which  he  regarded  all  those  who  happened 
to  dSer  from  him  in  their  religious  views. 

In  this  house,  the  practice  of  family-worship — almost  univer- 
sal in  Scotland  at  that  time — was  regularly  kept  up.  On  those 
occasions,  the  force  and  fervor  of  his  extempore  prayers  were 
such,  that  they  were  never  effaced  in  after  life  from  the  minds 
of  his  children.  The  Poet  himself  mentioned,  only  a  short  time 
before  his  death,  that  in  his  addresses  to  Heaven,  the  expres- 
sions used  by  his  father  were  still  fresh  in  his  mind ;  and  that  he 
had  never  heard  language — ^the  English  Liturgy  excepted — 
more  sublime  than  that  in  which  his  devotional  feehngs  at  such 
moments  found  utterance.  "His  were  the  only  extemporal 
prayers  I  ever  heard,"  said  his  son,  "  which  might  have  been 
printed  as  they  dropped  from  his  lips."  This  must  be  taken, 
perhaps,  with  some  abatement  on  the  score  of  filial  admiration ; 
yet  it  could  have  been  no  ordinary  gift  of  eloquence  that  so  im- 
printed itself  on  the  Poet's  mind,  as  to  retain  its  freshness  for 
more  than  half  a  century. 

In  the  course  of  his  reading,  Mr.  Campbell  included  little  po- 
etry ;  but,  hke  his  wife,  he  had  a  taste  for  music,  and  could  sing 
a  good  naval  song.  Ptis  favorite  authors  were  writers  on  theo- 
logy, history,  and  the  abstract  sciences ;  and  when  his  son  Thomas 
showed  the  first  symptoms  of  a  poetical  vein,  they  were  not 
ooimtenanced  but  checked.  "  Many  a  sheet  of  nonsense  have  I 
beside  be,"  says  the  Poet,  writing  in  1794;  "insomuch  that 
when  my  father  comes  into  my  room,  he  tells  me  I  would  be 
much  b^ter  reading  Locke  than  scribbling  so."     He  answered 
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his  father's  objections,  long  afterwards,  by  the  following  lines — 
the  best  apology  he  ever  made  for  his  "  poetical  scribbling" : 

**  O  deem  not,  in  this  worldly  sirife, 

An  idle  art  the  Poet  brings : 
Let  hiffh  Philooophy  control 

And  saffes  calm  the  stream  of  life, 
Tis  he  rennea  its  fountain-springs, 

The  nobler  passions  of  the  souL" 

After  the  loss  of  his  fortune,  Mr.  Campbell  withdrew  from  all 
ftirther  connexion  in  trade.  With  that  fortitude  which  never 
left  him,  even  imder  the  first  pressure  of  the  crisis,  he  set  him- 
self down  in  the  midst  of  his  young  family,  and  there,  while  pre- 
paring their  minds  for  successful  resistance  to  the  evils  whidi 
a  sudden  change  of  fortune  had  rendered  inevitable,  he  exhorted 
them  to  redouble  their  exertions.  Of  the  zeal  with  which  Mrs. 
Campbell  entered  into  the  views  of  her  husband,  enough  has 
been  said  to  show  the  unanimity  which  subsisted  between  them ; 
and,  from  that  day  forward,  the  education  of  their  younger  chil- 
dren became  the  almost  exclusive  object  of  their  existence. 

In  additaon  to  the  surplus,  which  remained  to  Mr.  Campbell, 
after  the  payment  of  all  debts  due  by  the  firm,  he  derived  a  small 
annual  income  from  the  Merchants'  Society,  and  from  a  Provi- 
dent Institution,  of  which  he  had  long  been  a  member ;  so  that, 
although  greatly  reduced  in  circumstances,  he  was  by  no  means 
destitute,  as  some  Memoirs  have  stated,  but  enabled  to  give  his 
children  an  education  which  was  to  supply  the  want  of  patri- 
mony, and  restore  them  to  that  position  in  society,  which  they 
had  not  forfeited,  but  lost  through  unavoidable  misfortunes. 

Another,  though  less  certain  means  of  increasing  his  income, 
was  by  receiving  into  his  family  one  or  two  gentlemen  as  board- 
ers— young  men,  who,  for  six  months  of  the  year  at  least, 
attended  the  college  lectures,  and  during  that  time  enjoyed,  at 
Mr.  Campbell's  hearth,  the  advantages  of  a  parental  home. 
Among  these  were  several  who  eminently  distinguished  them- 
selves at  the  university,  and  subsequently  attained  the  highest 
honors  in  their  respective  professions. 

In  aggravation  of  the  great  loss  of  property  sustained  by  Mr. 
Campbell  at  the  declaration  of  war  with  America,  he  became 
involved,  through  others,  in  a  series  of  vexatious  lawsuits ;  one 
of  which,  a  suit  in  chancery,  continued  to  embitter  the  remainder 
of  his  patriarchal  life.  It  did  not,  indeed,  undermine  his  health 
nor  diminish  his  habitual  cheerfulness,  but  it  was  often  adverted 
to  in  his  conversation,  as  a  bitter  drop  in  the  cup  of  adversity. 
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"  The  first  time,"  says  an  intimate  and  still  surviving  friend 
of  the  Poet,  "  that  I  drank  tea  in  the  house  of  Mr.  Campbell, 
was  in  the  winter  of  1790.  The  old  gentleman,  who  had  been 
a  great  foreign  merchant,  was  seated  in  his  arm-chair,  and  dressed 
in  a  suit  of  snuff-brown  cloth,  all  from  the  same  web.  There 
were  present,  besides  Thomas,  his  brother  and  two  sisters, — 
Daniel,  Elizabeth,  and  Isabella.  The  fiather,  then  at  the  age  of 
fourscore,  spoke  only  once  to  us.  It  was  when  one  of  his  sons 
and  I — Thomas,  I  think,  who  was  then  about  thirteen,  and  of 
my  own  age — were  speaking  about  getting  new  clothes,  and 
descanting  in  grave  earnest  as  to  the  most  fashionable  colors. 
Tom  was  partial  to  green ;  I  preferred  blue. — *  Lads !'  said  the 
senior,  in  a  voice  which  fixed  our  attention ;  *  if  you  wish  to  have 
a  lasting  suit^  get  one  Uke  mine.'  We  thought  he  meant  one 
of  a  snuff-brown  color ;  but  he  added,  *  I  have  a  suit  in  the  Court 
of  Chancery,  which  has  lasted  thirty  years,  and  I  think  it  will 
never  wear  out'  " 

In  person,  Mr.  Campbell  was  like  his  son,  rather  under  the 
middle  size,  with  handsome  features,  of  a  spare  figure,  compactly 
built,  and  in  his  youth  hardy,  and  capable  of  enduring  much 
fatigue.  '^  Mr.  Campbell,"  says  a  lady,  speaking  of  him  in  1794, 
'*  was  a  reverend  and  interesting-looking  old  gentleman.  I  have 
a  distinct  scene  now  before  me  of  my  mother  leading  him,  then 
in  his  eighty-fourth  year,  mto  the  summer-house.  His  favorite 
topic  of  conversation  was  his  ^  son  Thomas,'  whose  advancement 
at  college  was  the  pride  and  solace  of  his  life."  Of  similar 
import  is  the  testimony  of  a  gentleman  who  resided  under  Mr. 
Campbell's  roof,  and,  in  reference  to  that  period,  says,  'Hhe 
Poet  s  father  was  a  man  of  great  benevolence  of  disposition,  and 
of  pecuUar  mildness  and  courtesy  in  his  manners."  And  to 
this  may  be  added  the  following  portrait  drawn  by  the  Poet 
himself: 

"  His  soul's  proud  instinct  sought  not  to  enjoy 
Romantic  fictions,  like  a  minstrel  boy ; 
Truth,  standing  on  her  solid  square,  from  youth 
He  worshipped — stern,  uncompromising  truth  T 

Having  retired  to  Edinburgh  in  1798,  he  resided  there  until 
his  death,  which  took  place  in  the  month  of  March,  1801,  at  the 
patriarchal  age  of  ninety-one. 

Mr.  Campbell's  two  elder  sons,  Archibald  and  Alexander,  after 
receiving  a  good  commercial  education,  partly  under  the  paternal 
roof^  and  partly  in  one  of  the  Glasgow  houses,  were  sent  out  in 
the  same  ship  to  Berbioe,  and  engaged  as  clerks  in  one  of  the 
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principal  houses  of  that  settlement  At  the  time  they  first  left 
home,  they  were  too  young,  perhaps,  to  be  thrown  upon  the 
world,  without  fixed  principles,  and  the  benefit  of  paternal  coun- 
sel But  the  prospect  was  too  encouraging  to  be  overlooked ; 
at  home  symptoms  of  a  great  political  change  were  already  visi- 
ble ;  and  as  these  might  seriously  affect  Mr.  CampbelFs  interest, 
it  was  very  desirable  that  the  elder  should  make  way  for  the 
younger ;  and  thus  become  the  architects  of  their  own  fortune. 

To  this  early  expatriation  of  his  sons,  Mr.  Campbell,  it  appears, 
long  hesitated  before  he  would  give  his  consent.  But  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell, on  the  contrary,  with  her  usual  energy  of  character,  was  a 
zealous  advocate  for  the  measure ;  the  moment  situations  were 
ofiered,  she  urged  it  upon  her  sons,  as  a  duty  which  they  owed 
to  their  father,  to  accept  them  without  delay.  It  was  said  at 
the  time,  and  has  been  repeated  since,  that  in  this  and  other 
instances,  Mrs.  Campbell  acted  with  more  harshness  than  became 
an .  affectionate  mother.  But,  if  she  expressed  anything  like 
harshness,  it  was  only  assumed  as  a  corrector  of  the  paternal 
indulgence  already  mentioned.  She  had  a  painful  duty  to  per- 
form ;  and,  when  she  felt  her  own  personal  health  declining,  and 
looked  at  her  venerable  husband,  almost  helpless  under  the  bur- 
den of  years,  she  might  well  say  to  those  who  thought  her 
"  harsh  and  cruel" — ^There  is  my  apology. 


I  now  turn  to  the  younger  members  of  Mr.  Campbell's  family, 
a  brief  notice  of  whom,  individually,  will  enable  the  reader,  per- 
hap,  to  enter  with  more  interest  upon  the  work  before  him. 

Mary,  the  eldest  daughter,  of  whose  worth  and  amiable  quali- 
ties frequent  mention  is  made  in  the  following  Letters,  was  hter- 
ally  a  blessing  to  her  parents,  and  the  idol  of  her  family.  She 
had  received  her  education  with  the  single  view  of  turning  it 
to  the  benefit  of  her  sisters ;  but,  soon  after  her  father^s  reverses, 
she  quitted  the  parental  hearth,  and  obtained  a  situation  as 
governess  in  a  family  of  distinction,  where  she  resided  many 
years,  honored  for  her  virtues,  and  respected  for  her  talents. 

Isabella,  the  second  daughter,  received  her  education  at  the 
same  school  with  Mary,  who  was  only  two  years  her  senior, 
and  whom  she  much  resembled  in  mind  and  person.  A  simi- 
larity of  tastes  led  to  similar  accomplishments,  and  laid  the 
foundation  of  an  affection  which,  independently  of  the  closest 
ties  of  kindred,  continued  to  unite  these  sisters  until  the  union 
was  broken  by  the  death  of  Isabella,  in  1837,  at  the  mature  age 
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of  seventy-nine.  Like  her  elder  sister,  slie  had  lived  many  years 
as  resident  governess  in  an  opulent  Scotch  family,  whose  gener- 
ous conduct  towards  her,  when  she  retired  from  active  Ufe,  is 
highly  honorable  to  both  parties.  Mary  was  equally  fortunate 
in  this  respect.  She  lived  in  a  &mily  who  had  sense  to  appre- 
ciate her  value,  as  the  intellectual  companion  of  their  daughters ; 
and  when  her  task  was  completed,  they  felt  that,  in  making  a 
permanent  addition  to  her  income,  they  were  not  so  much  pre- 
senting her  with  a  gift,  as  discharging  a  debt  of  gratitude.  Her 
attachment  to  this  family  appeared  to  gather  strength  in  retire- 
ment. Her  letters  are  rarely  without  some  affectionate  reminis- 
cence of  the  dear  M 's.     By  the  Poet  himself,  their  generous 

treatment  of  his  favorite  *  poetical '  sister  was  always  warmly 
felt,  and,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  eloquently  acknowledged. 

Elizabeth,  the  third  daughter,  was  the  very  counterpart  of 
her  mother  in  temper  and  disposition ;  and,  hke  her,  she  was 
'^  an  admirable  manager."  She  did  not  follow  the  precise  course 
adopted  by  her  sisters,  but  entered  upon  duties  for  which  she 
was  well  qualified,  namely,  those  of  a  boarding-school ;  in  which, 
although  she  never  realized  lin  independence,  she  gained  at  least 
the  reputation  of  having  deserved  it.  She  had  little  besides  the 
annual  allowance  made  to  her  by  her  brother,  whose  liberality 
to  his  mother  and  sisters,  during  a  period  of  at  least  thirty  years, 
and  under  many  personal  difficulties,  almost  exceeds  belief.* 
Elizabeth  resided  during  the  latter  part  of  her  life  in  Edinburgh, 
where,  after  a  protracted  course  of  ill  health,  she  expired  on 
the  26th  of  June,  1829,  having  nearly  completed  her  sixty-fifth 
year. 

Mary,  the  eldest,  and  last  surviving  sister  of  the  Poet,  con- 
tinued to  reside  in  Edinburgh  until  her  death,  which  preceded 
that  of  her  beloved  brother  by  a  space  of  little  more  than  four- 
teen months.  She  had  been  long  an  invalid — a  severe  but  pa- 
tient sufferer  imder  repeated  shocks  of  paralysis,  from  the  effects 
of  which  she  gradually  sunk,  and  expired,  with  her  brother's 
last  letter  in  her  hands,  in  the  month  of  April,  1843,  at  the 
advanced  age  of  eighty-six.     Some  interesting  particulars  in 

*  "  Oenerodity  to  bis  relations,"  says  a  gentleman  related  to  the  Poet, 
**  was  at  all  times  a  marked  feature  in  Mr.  CampbeU's  character ;  in  proof 
of  which  I  may  adduce  his  behavior  to  three  unmarried  sisters.  These 
ladies^  from  legacies  and  other  sourcea,  possessed  a  competency,  though 
moderate ;  and  when  I  state  the  aggregate  amount  of  tneir  incomes  at 
£800,  and  the  annual  assistance  which  t^ir  brother  afforded  them  at  £100, 
I  am  convinced  that  1  underrate  the  sum." — Letter  to  the  Editor. 
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reference  to  this  event,  and  its  effects  upon  the  Poet's  sensitiTO 
mind,  will  be  found  related  under  another  head. 

Of  the  two  brothers — wbo  had  settled  in  Berbioe — Archibald, 
the  elder,  resided  there  during  the  space  of  twenty  years,  with 
various  success,  as  a  merchant  and  planter.  At  the  expiration 
of  that  period  he  returned  to  Scotland,  and  spent  some  time 
with  his  brothers  and  sisters,  who  were  all  much  attached  to 
him ;  for,  in  mind  and  person,  he  bore  a  striking  resemblance 
to  their  revered  father,  and  possessed  many  qualities  of  head 
and  heart — to  which  the  Poet  has  done  justice  in  his  letters. 
Having  completed  his  visit,  he  again  took  leave  of  his  family, 
for  the  last  time,  embarked  at  Oreenock,  and  sailing  for  the 
United  States  of  America,  took  up  his  residence  in  Virginia, 
There  he  continued  for  several  years ;  and,  after  having  enjoyed 
various  testimonies  of  the  general  respect  in  which  his  character 
was  held  by  the  great  body  of  hb  fellow-citizens,  he  died  at 
Richmond,  in  the  same  state,  in  the  month  of  November,  1830, 
at  the  age  of  seventy — ^fifty-three  of  which  he  had  spent  abroad. 
The  property  he  had  acqmred,  which  was  far  from  considerable, 
he  left  by  will  to  his  surviving  brothers  and  sisters,  in  equal 
shares ;  but,  as  it  afterwards  appeared,  the  good  intentions  of 
the  testator  were  frustrated  by  the  insolvency  of  a  principal 
debtor,  and  the  heavy  legal  expenses  which  attended  the  ad- 
ministration. 

Alexander,  the  second  son,  who  for  twenty  years  had  shared 
the  fortunes  of  his  elder  brother  in  Berbice,  continued  to  reside 
in  that  settlement  eleven  years  aft^r  his  brother  had  removed 
to  Virginia.  He  was  for  some  time  prosperous  in  business,  and 
realized  considerable  property,  but  lost  it  by  a  series  of  commer- 
cial disasters.  He  succeeded  in  amassing  a  second  fund,  amount- 
ing, however,  to  little  more  than  a  very  moderate  competence, 
and  with  this  he  prudently  returned  home,  with  the  laudable 
intention  of  spending  it  among  his  surviving  firiends  in  Glasgow. 
There,  after  completing  the  purchase  of  some  property  of  an 
improvable  nature,  he  concluded,  by  a  judicious  marriage,  every 
arrangement  for  passing  the  evening  oi.  his  days  in  comfort  and 
tranquillity.  He  did  not  live  many  years,  however,  in  the  en- 
joyment of  his  well-earned  competence.  Thirty  years'  residence 
in  a  hot  climate  had  left  him  ill  fitted  to  brave  the  rigors  of  a 
Scottish  winter.  Afl»r  a  short  illness,  he  was  gathered  to  his 
fathers,  on  the  2dd  of  August,  1826,  in  the  sixty-fifth  year  of 
his  age.  He  left  behind  him  a  widow,  and  a  family  of  eight 
children ;  to  the  yoimgest  of  whom,  Mary  Campbell,  the  Poet 
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has  bequeathed  all  his  literary  and  disposable  property.  Alex- 
ander Campbell  was  a  great  reader ;  had  acquired  much  practi- 
cal knowledge  of  the  world,  and  had  the  reputation  of  strict 
probity  in  all  his  transactions.  In  a  word,  he  possessed  much 
of  the  mind  and  disposition  of  his  parents,  who  were  singularly 
happy  in  seeing  so  many  of  their  own  estimable  qualities  revived 
in  their  ofl&pring. 

John,  the  third  son,  embraced  a  seafaring  life ;  but  of  his 
person^  history  I  have  ascertained  very  few  particulars.  He 
appears  to  have  had  little  correspondence  or  personal  intercourse 
with  his  brothers  and  sisters.  Like  his  elder  brothers,  he  was 
sent  forth  early  into  the  world ;  and,  after  a  variety  of  fortunes, 
prosperous  and  adverse,  he  settled  in  Demerara — where,  in  1806, 
he  was  carried  off,  it  is  believed  by  fever,  in  the  forty-third  year 
of  his  age. 

Daniel,  the  fourth  son,  died  in  infancy. 

Robert,  the  fifth  son,  had  no  sooner  left  school,  in  Glasgow, 
than  he  was  sent  off  to  the  Colonies — where  the  influence  of  his 
two  elder  brothers  had  provided  him  with  a  comfortable  asylum, 
"When  their  elder  sons  went  first  abroad,  the  old  Mends,  both 
of  Mr.  Campbell  and  Mrs.  Campbell's  brother,  were  still  there, 
and  ready  to  bid  them  welcome ;  and,  as  the  younger  followed 
in  the  same  track,  the  elder  brothers  were  generally  in  a  con- 
dition to  assist  them,  both  by  their  example  and  influence. 
Thus,  what  gradually  lightened  the  burden  at  home,  promoted 
in  an  equal  measure  their  own  individual  interests.  The  only 
facts  which  I  collect  from  the  family  record,  respecting  Robert, 
are,  that  ha  was  "bom  at  Glasgow  on  the  11th  of  October, 
1768 ;  became  a  merchant,  married  a  daughter  of  the  celebrated 
Patri<i  Henry,  and  died  in  Virginia,  in  1807."*  Patrick  Hen- 
ry, a  man  of  great  eloquence,  was  the  first  governor  of  that 
state ;  and  I  remember  seeing  an  old  letter  of  his  some  years 
since,  in  the  hands  of  the  Poet. 

James,  the  sixth  son,  was  considered  a  boy  of  great  promise 
at  school ;  but  had  only  reached  his  thirteenth  year,  when,  to 
the  unspeakable  grief  of  his  parents,  he  was  drowned  while 
bathing  in  the  Clyde,  on  the  28th  of  July,  1783.  An  hour  or 
two  afterwards,  while  Thomas,  then  a  child  six  years  old,  and 
his  sister  Isabella,  were  walking  along  the  banks  of  the  river — 

♦ "  Robert  Campbollf  also  a  brother  of  the  Poet,  settled  in  Virginia, 
where  he  married  a  daughter  of  the  celebrated  Patrick  Henry.  He  died 
abont  two  years  ago." — WMhingion  Irving. 
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unconscious  of  what  had  happened — they  were  horror-struck  at 
seeing  in  their  very  path,  first  the  clothes,  and  then  the  lifeless 
body  of  their  unfortunate  brother,  as  it  had  been  left  by  the 
ebbing  tide.  The  scene  that  followed  made  an  impression  on 
his  infant  mind  never  to  be  effaced ;  and  it  is  to  this  playfellow 
— "  the  brother  of  his  childhood,"  that  the  Poet  alludes  in  these 
beautiful  lines,  in  the  "  Pleasures  of  Hope" : 

"  Inspiring  thought  of  rapture  yet  to  be, 
The  tears  of  love  were  nopeless  but  for  thee  1 
If  in  that  frame  no  deathless  spirit  dwell — 
If  that  faint  murmur  be  the  last  forewell — 
If  Fate  unite  the  &ithful  but  to  part — 
Why  is  their  memory  sacred  to  tne  heart  ? 
Why  does  the  brotJter  of  my  childhood  teem 
Restored  a  while  in  every  pleasing  dream  f  Ac. 

Daniel,  the  seventh  son,  was  placed  in  one  of  the  Glasgow 
manufactories,  where  the  branches  of  weaving  and  cotton  spin- 
ning were  extensively  carried  on.  There  he  continued  several 
years,  and  acquired  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  trade,  which 
was  now  becoming  one  of  the  most  lucrative  in  the  kingdom. 

Daniel  understood  the  power  and  managemeht  of  the  loom, 
but  he  had  either  too  much  genius,  or  too  little  perseverance,  to 
keep  to  his  business.  He  gave  more  attention  to  politics,  and 
less  attention  to  the  spindles,  than  a  steady  and  aspiring  trades- 
man should  have  done.  The  result  was  soon  apparent ;  after  a 
few  unavailing  attempts  to  retrieve  his  credit,  he  entered  upon 
a  new  field  of  enterprise ;  but  found  the  blind  goddess  as  coy 
and  illusive  as  ever. 

He  was  a  man  of  "  infinite  humor ;"  but  his  wit  and  accom- 
plishments as  a  boon  companion,  did  not  advance  his  private 
interests.  He  entered  wiUi  great  warmth  into  the  political 
questions  of  the  day.  The  march  of  revolution  had  begun  in 
France ;  and,  like  many  of  the  "  fine  spirits  of  the  times,"  he 
was  soon  enlisted  under  the  splendid  illusion  of  "  Liberty  and 
Equality."  His  support,  however,  was  confined  to  expressions 
of  approbation.  He  never  committed  himself  at  any  of  the 
public  or  private  meetings  to  which  the  popular  feelings  of  the 
times  gave  rise.  But  the  general  excitement  that  prevailed,  and 
in  which  he  strongly  sympatiiized,  unhinged  all  his  better  reso- 
lutions ;  and,  at  length,  quite  unfitted  for  the  sober  duties  of  his 
calling,  he  repaired  to  the  Continent — first  to  Germany,  then  to 
France.  The  Poet,  many  years  afterwards,  met  him  at  Rouen, 
where  he  had  undertaken  the  management  of  a  large  manufac- 
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tory.  He  had  an  only  child — a  son,  who,  through  the  Poet*8 
interest,  obtained  a  commission  in  the  Army  many  years  ago, 
but  died  soon  after  he  had  joined  his  regiment  in  India.  It  is 
proper  to  mention,  however,  in  concluding  this  brief  notice,  that 
no  certain  intimation  of  Daniel  Campbell's  death  has  ever  reached 
any  of  his  family  in  Scotland.  He  had  loug  ceased  to  correspond 
with  his  brothers  and  sisters,  and  became  at  last,  it  is  said,  a 
naturalized  Frenchman. 

All  this  talented  family — parents,  brothers,  and  sisters,  it  was 
the  Poet's  destiny  to  survive  ;  and  to  find  himself  at  last  in  the 
very  position  which  he  has  so  feelingly  described — 

**  A  brotherleas  hermit — ^the  last  of  his  race." 


This  concludes  the  brief  introductory  notice  I  had  proposed 
of  Mr.  Campbell's  family,  and  brings  me  to  the  immediate  sub- 
ject of  these  memoirs — itiQ  life  of  the  Poet.  The  annexed  Table 
exhibits  at  one  view  a  correct  list  of  the  children  by  the  mar- 
riage of  Alexander  and  Margaret  Campbell — born  between  1756 
and  1777.  The  dates  are  carefully  extracted  from  the  "  House- 
hold Bible,"  in  which  they  are  successively  recorded  in  the 
beautiful  hand-writing  of  the  Poet's  father,  and  furnished  to  mo 
by  his  grandson,  Mr.  Archibald  Campbell. 


Mart,  bom  in 

IfABBLLA* 
AROniBALD, 

Albzamdbr, 

JOHIf, 

euzabbth, 
Danikl, 
Robert, 
Jambi, 

Thomai, 


Glasgow,  19  Jan., 

"  30  Aiu, 

t(  —  - 

» 

u 
«( 
II 
II 
II 
tl 


8  Feb, 

9  Oct, 
96Dec^ 
30  May, 
16  Jan^ 
II  Oct., 
10  Ang.,  1770. 
16  April,  1773. 
S7Jal]r,  1777. 


1757. 
1758. 
1700. 
1761. 
1783. 
1765. 
1767. 
1768. 


Died  in  Edlnbnigh, 
Died  in  Edlnboif  h, 
Died  in  Virginia, 
Died  in  Glasgow, 
Died  in  Demerara, 
Died  in  Edinburgh, 
Died  in  Oiaagow, 
In  Viiglnia, 
Dfowiwd, 
In  Prance, 
Died  at  Boulogne, 


April,  1843,  aged  86. 
Aug.,  1837,     "    79. 

1830, 
S3  Aug.,  1896, 

1806, 
96  June,  1899, 
12  Nov.,  1767, 

1807, 
88  July,  1783, 
Not  recorded. 
15  June,  1844, 


at 
« 
It 
II 
II 
tl 
«i 
11 

11 


70. 
65. 
43. 
64. 
1. 
35. 
13. 


67. 


Trb  Parbhtb. 


Mr.  Albxahdbr  CAwnBLL,  born  1710.  Died  in  Edinburgh,  March,  1801,  aged  91. 
Mri.  Maroarbt  CA]frBBL^     *•    1736.       ••  •«  Ftob.,  1818,     "    76. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

INFANCY  AND  SCHOOLBOY  DAY& 

Thomas  Camfbbll,  the  eighth  son  of  Alexander  and  Margaret 
CSampbell,  the  youngest  of  eleven  children,  hj  the  same  parents, 
was  bom  in  his  Other's  house  in  Glasgow,  on  the  27th  of  July, 
1777,  and  baptized  the  week  following  in  presence  of  his  fEunily, 
by  the  celebrated  Dr.  Eeid,  then  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy 
in  the  University.  This  happy  event  had  been  preceded  by  sad 
reverses  of  fortune ;  the  worldly  circumstances  of  the  family  had 
completely  changed ;  but  drying  their  tears,  the  parents  wel- 
comed the  inspired  boy  as  a  ^^  pledge  of  returning  happiness, 
and  were  comforted.*^ 

He  was  a  lively,  well-favored  child,  rather  of  a  delicate  than 
of  a  robust  constitution,  with  beautifiiil  expressive  features,  and 
a  precocity  of  intellect,  which  soon  arrested  the  attention  of  his 
parents,  and  filled  their  hearts  with  many  cheering  hopes ;  the 
only  hopes,  probably,  which  they  had  ever  the  happiness  to  see 
realized.  No  prodigies,  indeed,  appeared  at  his  birth ;  but  his 
&ther,  it  is  said,  had  a  strong  presentiment,  that  the  son  of  his 
old  age  would  do  honor  to  his  name  and  country.  He  was  a 
remarkably  affectionate  child,  very  sensitive,  keenly  alive  to 
praise,  easily  encouraged,  and  as  easily  disconcerted  by  a  word 
or  look  of  imkindness ;  the  latter,  however,  was  of  rare  occur- 
rence. Ttie  indulgence  of  the  father  had  long  been  proverbial ; 
and  now  that  the  child  grew  up,  and  the  elder  branches  were 
widely  scattered  over  the  world,  his  affection  became  centred 
in  the  youngest.  Even  his  mother,  I  am  told,  lost  much  of  her 
^  natural  asperity,''  in  the  treatment  of  this  darling  son ;  and 
very  seldom  reproached  her  husband  with  "  over-indulgence  to 
the  boy."  His  eldest  sister  Mary,  had  already  left  the  paternal 
hearth ;  but  in  his  younger  sister  Isabella  he  had  the  most  affec- 
tionate companion  and  nurse.  She  was  indefatigable  in  all  those 
little  arts  by  which  the  infant  mind  is  captivated,  and  gradually 
drawn  out  to  the  free  development  of  its  inherent  powers.  The 
trivial  amusements  of  childhood  with  which  he  was  induleed, 
had  an  object  beyond  the  passing  hour.    His  parents,  too,  liad 
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tact  and  discernment  enough  to  perceive  the  rich  intellectual  ore 
which  soon  began  to  discover  itself  in  their  son,  and  made  it 
their  study  to  improve  the  discovery,  by  early  and  assiduous 
cultivation,  a  process  that  was  best  calculated  to  extract  the 
pure  gold.  He  was  of  a  playful  disposition,  easily  amused  by 
others,  and  a  child  of  so  inquisitive  a  mind,  that  he  found 
amusement  and  information  in  everything  that  fell  in  his  way. 
Among  other  relicts  of  this  date,  the  chair  in  which  he  was 
nursed — "  his  mother's  chair" — is  still  preserved  in  the  fiamily. 
In  this  chair,  it  may  be  imagined,  he  first  learned  to  "  recognise 
his  mother  by  her  smile,"  and  felt  the  influence  of  those  native 
melodies,  of  which,  from  his  very  cradle,  he  was  so  passionately 
fond,  and  to  which  she  well  knew  how  to  give  eflfect  Profiting 
by  the  first  indications  of  a  gifted  mind,  she  had  no  difificulty  in 
directing  the  future  poet  in  that  flowery  path,  which  Nature 
herself  had  so  clearly  pointed  out  The  ballad  poetry  of  Scot- 
land was  familiar  to  his  ear,  long  before  he  could  comprehend 
its  meaning ;  and  when  at  length  it  came  to  be  understood,  the 
charm  was  complete.  Thus,  in  his  opening  mind,  the  genius 
of  the  poet  and  the  love  of  poetry  grew  up  together,  and  became 
identified  with  his  very  being. 

From  the  hands  of  this  amiable  and  affectionate  circle,  Thomas, 
now  in  his  eighth  year,  was  transferred  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Alli- 
son, Master  of  the  Grammar-school,  whose  reputation  as  a 
scholar,  and,  above  all,  as  an  able  and  successful  teacher,  stood 
most  deservedly  high.  He  was  a  man  of  the  Ruddiman  class, 
whose  zeal  did  not  relax  with  his  experience,  but  kept  pace  with 
it ;  and  whose  pride,  if  he  had  any  quality  that  might  be  so 
named,  was  the  pride  of  seeing  his  own  qualifications  eclipsed 
by  those  of  his  pupils.  This  worthy  man  soon  discovered  in 
the  interesting  boy  the  rich  quality  of  the  materials  he  had  to 
work  upon ;  and  employed  every  means  to  give  them  a  classical 
shape  and  polish.  The  fruit  of  this  cultivation  soon  began  to 
show  itself.  The  kindness  and  approbation  of  his  master  were 
not  thrown  away  upon  a  mind  naturally  fond  of  praise,  and  am- 
bitious to  excel ;  young  Campbell  was  soon  at  the  head  of  his 
class — a  position  which  he  invariably  maintained — and  became 
a  general  &vorite  with  his  schoolfellows.  At  home,  during  the 
short  interv^  between  school  hours,  he  was  materially  assisted 
in  the  preparation  of  his  tasks  by  his  fiather,  a  fact  which  he  has 
commemorated  in  one  of  his  earliest  attempts  in  verse. 

At  this  period  the  ^*  decayed  merchant,"  who  was  sixty-seven 
at  the  birth  of  his  son,  had  long  since  completed  his  '^  threescore- 
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and-ten ;"  but,  thus  occupied,  he  seemed  to  forget  his  years, 
assisted  the  boy  in  all  his  tasks,  shared  in  all  his  little  triumphs, 
and,  like  the  Ritter  Bann, — 

**  saw  himBelf  restored 
To  childhood  in  his  child.'' 

I 

It  must  have  been  a  picture  in  iteelf,  of  no  little  beauty  and 
interest,  to  see  the  venerable  Nestor  stooping  over  the  versions, 
and  directing  the  studies  of  the  future  Tyrtseus. 

Thus  month  after  month  passed  away  ;  every  little  distinction 
at  school  imparted  cheerfulaess  to  the  family  circle,  where  a 
prize-book  given  by  the  master  had  all  the  importance  of  a  great 
event.  Commended  by  his  father,  caressed  by  his  mother  and 
sisters,  the  "  Dux  "  returned  every  morning  to  his  class  with  re- 
newed ardor  for  knowledge  ;  and  every  evening  brought  home, 
in  one  shape  or  other,  some  new  title  to  their  approbation.  His 
constitution,  however,  was  originally  delicate.  Close  application, 
aided  by  natural  excitability  of  temperament,  had  begun  to 
show  its  bad  effects  on  his  health ;  and  after  a  httle  time,  the 
boy  was  taken  seriously  ill.  Country  air  was  immediately 
recommended,  and  he  was  removed  to  a  cottage  on  the  banks 
of  the  Cart,  a  few  miles  out  of  town,  and  placed  under  the  care 
of  a  worthy  old  couple — ^an  aged  "webster  and  his  wife** — 
who,  having  no  family  of  their  own,  could  pay  undivided  at- 
tention to  the  health  of  the  interesting  charge  thus  confided  to 
them.  Ilere  he  was  left  to  run  wild  for  a  season  among  the 
fields,  chasing  butterflies,  gathering  flowers,  or  gazing  on  the 
blue  hills,  and  "minnowy  brooks  that  flowed  through  the 
pastures.  Every  object  around  him  wore,  to  a  mind  like  his, 
an  Elysian  aspect.  In  the  course  of  six  weeks  his  health  was 
quite  restored ;  and  when  his  mother  came  to  fetch  him  home, 
he  had  so  ingratiated  himself  with  the  old  people,  that  it  was 
almost  a  contest  between  "  right  and  might "  who  should  keep 
and  who  should  take  away  the  fevorite  stripling.  During  this 
**  recess,*'  the  scenery  of  that  classic  river  seems  to  have  been 
80  imprinted  upon  his  mind,  that  it  often  returned  to  him  in 
the  poetry  of  his  later  days.  With  the  mere  exception  of  an 
occasional  day  in  the  country,  it  was  the  first  visit — and  the 
only  one  that  comprised  weeks — which  he  had  ever  made  among 
the  luxuriant  natural  scenery  by  which  the  banks  of  the  Cart 
are  so  richly  diversified.  His  rambles  among  the  green  fields, 
the  woods,  and  "  echoing  streams,**  often  rose  up  and  shone 
brightly  in  the  glass  of  ]m  memory  ;  and  it  was  probably  while 
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musing  on  these  "summers  of  old,"  and  when  carried  back  in 
foncy  to  the  flowery  borders  of  the  Cart  and  Leven,  that  he 
wrote: — 

"  Ye  field-flowers !  the  gBrdens  ecHpfle  you,  'tia  true ; 
Yet,  wildings  of  Nature,  I  dote  upon  vou, 

For  ye  waft  me  to  summen  of  old, 
When  the  earth  teemed  around  me  with  fkiiy  delight. 
And  when  daisies  and  buttercups  gUuldened  my  sights 
Like  treasures  of  sUyer  and  gcdd !  .  .  ." 

"  £arth*s  cultureless  buds,  to  my  heart  ye  were  dear, 
Ere  the  feyer  of  passion  or  ague  of  fear 

Had  scathed  my  existence's  bloom ; 
Once  I  weloome  you  more,  in  life's  passionless  stage, 
With  the  Tisions  of  youth  to  revisit  my  age, 

And  I  wish  you  to  grow  on  my  tomb  T 

Again,  so  late  as  1841,  he  draws  from  the  same  hoarded 
recollections  of  his  own  infant  days,  when  painting  the  little 
hero  of  the  "  Child  and  Hind  "  :— 


**  But  Wilhelm  loved  the  field-flowers  bright^ 
With  love  beyond  all  measure ; 
And  culled  them  with  as  keen  delight 
As  misers  gather  treasure." 

His  return  home  to  the  family  ciide,  in  Charlotte-street,  about 
the  end  of  September,  was  marked  by  a  sort  oi  flte^  which 
showed  the  young  poet  that  he  had  been  sadly  missed.  The 
welcome  he  met  with  firom  his  sisters,  and  their  congratulations 
on  his  improved  looks,  were  the  only  topics  of  the  evening. 
But  his  father  having  reminded  him  Uiat  the  holidays  were  just 
ended,  and  that  Mr.  Allison's  class  would  reassemble  on  the  fol- 
lowing Monday,  he  returned  at  once  to  his  books,  never  to  quit 
them  again  until  he  should  retire,  bearing  ^'  his  blushing  honors 
thick  upon  him." 

From  this  time  forward,  the  feeling  of  poesy  within  his  heart 
seemed  to  be  struggling  for  utterance.  He  had  returned  from 
a  world  teeming  with  natural  beauties,  on  which  he  had  been 
gazing  with  insatiable  delight  for  several  weeks,  and  these  at  a 
period  of  the  year  when  the  fisu^  of  the  country  was  radiant  with 
loveliness.  His  mind  was  filled  with  the  recollection  of  all  he 
had  seen,  and  heard,  and  fancied ;  and  again  and  again  he  tried 
to  communicate  to  paper  the  impressions  they  had  left  upon  his 
memory.  The  seeds  of  genius,  that  had  hitherto  lain  dormant, 
were  now  awakening  into  power :  the  first  glorious  view  of 
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Ibreflt,  lake,  and  mountain  had  boond  him  as  with  a  spelL  It 
was  now  that,  in  his  own  words, 

**  Hie  magic  of  Nature  first  breathed  od  his  mind ;" 

the  faint  dawn  of  inspiration  was  gathering  strength  ;  and  one 
of  his  very  first  attempts  in  poetry,  was  to  establish  that  fact  by 
celebrating  the  beauties  of  JNature  in  what  he  calls  a  ^^  Poem  on 
the  Seasons:" — 

**  Ob,  Joyful  Spring,  thy  cheerful  days  prolong, 
(The  feathered  songsters  thus  begin  tne  song) 
Lo,  smiling  May  doth  now  return  at  last. 
But  ah  1  she  runs,  she  runs  along  too  fast. 
The  sultry  June  arrives.  May's  pleasure's  short, 
Tet  July  yields  some  fruit  for  cool  resort : 
Blest  Autumn  comes,  arrayed  in  golden  grain. 
And  bounteously  rewards  the  laboring  swain,"  Ac    T.  C. 

One  of  the  usual  exercises  prescribed  by  Mr.  Allison,  was  the 
translation  of  a  passage  from  some  classic  author  into  English, 
which  he  left  to  the  option  of  his  pupils  to  render  in  prose  or 
poetry.  In  these  tasks  young  Campbell  was  eminently  success- 
ful; and  his  success  rapidly  increased,  until  it  reached  that  de- 
gree of  excellence  so  remarkably  shown  in  his  first  translations 
from  the  Medea — 

Tiovt  irpicOi  fiporo^,  ovk  Sv  iitdproif. 

The  following  "  Poem"  appears  to  have  been  composed  when 
the  immediate  prospect  of  the  holidays  acted  with  inspiring  in- 
fluence*  This  interesting  relic,  with  several  others  written  about 
the  same  time,  was  treasured  up  by  his  eldest  sister  Mary,  until 
her  death  in  1843,  when  the  originals  were  placed  in  my  hands. 

POEM  ON  FINISHING  THE  VERSIONS. 

Now  farewell  my  books  and  also  my  Versions 

I  hope  now  I  wul  have  [some]  time  for  diversions 

The  labor  and  pains  you  have  cost  me*s  not  small 

But  DOW  by  good  ludc  I've  got  free  of  you  all. 

When  the  pen  was  not  good  I  blotted  the  paper 

And  then  my  father  cri^  Tom  what's  the  matter  f 

Consider  but  once  what  items  you  need 

My  purse  it  must  suffer  or  you  must  take  heed 

So  adieu  to  rebukes  and  also  to  Versions 

I  hope  I'll  DOW  have  some  time  for  diversions. 

Thomas  Campbxll,  cet,  10. 
Qhugimi,  May  12,  1788. 

Vol.  I. — 8 
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Under  the  care  of  Mr.  Allison,  young  Campbell  continued 
nearly  two  years  after  this  effusion,  and  became,  comparatively 
speaking,  a  proficient  both  in  Latin  and  Greek.  He  was  already 
80  familiar  with  the  usual  school  editions  of  Horace  and  Virgil, 
that  his  memory  was  stored  with  their  finest  passages.  He 
oould  declaim  with  great  fluency,  at  the  evening  fireside,  in  the 
languages  of  Greece  and  Rome;  and  although  his  audience^ 
generally  his  mother  and  sisters,  were  not  the  most  attentive 
listeners  on  those  occasions,  his  relish  for  the  ancient  masters 
of  the  art  was  so  keen,  that  he  never  imagined  their  sublime 
sentiments  could  be  heard  with  indifference  by  any  human 
being. 

Among  the  poetical  pieces  of  this  year,  I  find  one  that  has 
lately  been  named  and  quoted  as  the  earliest  of  aU  CampbelPs 
attempts  in  rhyme.  But  certainly  it  is  not  the  first  The  "quo- 
tation" fi'om  it,  which  I  have  seen  published  as  such,  differs 
materially  from  the  original  manuscript;  and  as  it  contains  evi- 
dence of  progressive  ease  in  the  balance  of  the  rhythm,  and  im- 
proved taste  in  the  choice  of  expression,  the  reader  will  not  be 
displeased  to  have  an  opportunity  of  judging  for  himself. 

POEM  ON  THE  DEATH  OP  A  FAVORITE  PARROT. 


In  Caledonia  llTes  a  yoath 

Orgenios  and  of  fame 
Whose  company  yields  me  delight 

Win  Irvine  it  his  name. 
9 
A  chattering  parrot  he  possess^ 

Whose  each  diverting  jest 
Fof  weary  lessons  cheered  him  ap 

And  soothed  his  anxious  breast 
S 
Poll's  chattering  lars  and  curious  Jokes 

And  rhymes  well  got  by  rote 
Were  sweeter  ftr  to  him  than  lark's 

Or  Philomela's  note. 

3 

When  from  the  Grammar  school  he  came 

With  Poll  he  oft  made  sport 
The  parrot  mimicked  all  he  said— 

With  fun  the  nights  seemed  short 

4 

Short  were  they  then  but  now  the3r're  loag 

P<^*s  dead  he's  left  to  mourn 
And  weep  without  a  comf<»ler 

That  Poll  can  ne'er  return 

OUigotD,  June  13,  1788. 


For  Poll  was  but  an  hourly  Joy 

A  gift  s(X)n  to  decay 
Emblem  of  all  oar  earthly  bliss 

That  only  lasts  a  day 
5 
Once  in  December's  cloomy  month 

This  same  youth  cud  sit  down 
With  aching  heart  Ibr  to  rdate 

Of  Death's  dart  lately  thrown. 

6 
That  dart  which  thrown  at  poor  Poll's  heart 

Caused  him  to  weep  and  cry 
*  Oh  may  that  day  of  the  year  be  dark 

On  which  my  PoU  did  die.' 

7 
'  But  let  me  moralize'  he  said 

*  Death  overtakes  us  all 
The  haughtiest  tyrant  ever  lived 

Did  by  nls  arrows  All. 

8» 
None  ean  escape  his  povnsetal  arm 
Or  shun  the  fatal  blow 
Thus  powerful  kings  as  well  as  PoU 
Bis  victims  are  laid  low.' 

THOl.  CAMPBELL. 


*  The  Btanzas,  it  may  be  obseryed,  are  carelessly  numbered — ^this  be- 
ing 10  instead  of  8.  Like  the  original  MS. "  poem  on  finishing  the  yer- 
sions,"  this  **  *  poem*  b  also  written  with  as  little  attention  to  the  '  mys- 
tery of  punctuation' "  as  any  of  the  old  Greek  inscriptions. 
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With  hk  fourtli  year  at  the  grammar-school  commenced  that 
enthasiastic  admiration  of  Greek,  which  accompanied  him 
tlirough  Ufe.  Of  his  traiislations  from  Anacreon,  performed 
this  summer,  the  following  are  specimens : — 

OAfa)  Xiy<ir  Arpetiaf. 

In  sooth,  I'd  withpleasure  rehearse 

The  Atiid»  and  Cadmus's  fame, 

If  my  lute  would  accord  to  my  verM, 

And  sound  aught  but  Venus's  name  I 

'Twas  in  yain  that  I  changdd  each  string, 

To  alter  its  amorous  tone ; 

And  began  of  Alddes  to  sing, 

But  my  lute  warbled  Venus  alone  1 

I  therefore  my  strains  must  renew 

And  accord  to  the  lays  of  my  lute-^ 

So  ye  heroes,  for  erer  adieu  f 

Lore  alone  is  the  theme  that  can  suit        T.  C^  esL  12. 

Yl  ytl  fi  Xaifa  whtu 

The  saUe  earth  imbibes  the  rain ; 

The  trees  and  shrubs  drink  it  again ; 

The  sea  into  his  spacious  breast. 

Imbibes  the  gales  of  air  compressed : 

The  sun,  in  his  prodigious  cup. 

Drinks  aU  the  seas  and  rivers  up; 

The  silver  light  the  moon  displays. 

Is  but  a  draught  from  Phoebus*  rays. 

Why  then,  companions,  chide  my  choice 

Who  wish  to  dnnk,  and  still  rejoicel        T.  0.,  at,  12. 


Campbell  was  early  of  opinion  that  certain  remarkable  pas- 
sages in  Homer,  and  other  ancient  poets,  carried  their  interpre- 
tation in  the  very  sound, — that  the  sense  was  thus  rendered 
intelligible  to  any  one  who  had  a  good  ear  and  would  listen 
attentively,  whilst  another  was  reading  it,  rotundo  ore^  although 
the  former  had  no  acquaintance  with  the  original  text.* 

*  Virg]],  as  every  one  knows,  ftmiishes  many  instances  in  which  the 
sound  is  so  remarkably  accommodated  to  the  sense,  that  it  seems  to  bring 
the  veiT  scene  beibre  the  eyes  of  the  reader.  As  fiuiiliar  examples  we 
may  take— 

"Qnadrupedanie  putrem  sonitu  quatit  ungula  campum.** — viil  696,  and 
"Quadrupedum^titf  putrem  ettrsu  quatit  ui^ula  campum.** — zL  876, 

in  which  the  rapid  tramp  of  war-steeds — *  the  dang  of  hoofe' — seem  to 
riiig  in  the  ear.    So  also  m  Homer,  the  well-known  Imes — 

Bif  idKStav  irofi  $tm  vo\v^X»(c0oto  OaXaavin — A  84,  and 
'HroMf  fl^S^iif,  'cpcvyo/iiirijf  Mf  1^.— P.  266 ; 
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One  evening,  many  years  ago,  an  accomplished  laay  and  be 
happened  to  be  watching  the  coming  in  of  the  tide.  It  was 
autumn,  and  sunset ;  when  suddenly  the  surf  became  a  vivid 
lilac  ^  How  beautiful  and  singular  that  color  is  T'  said  she  ; 
**  I  never  saw  an3rthing  like  it  before.  Is  it  not  very  uncom- 
mon ?''  Campbell  started  up  and  said :  "  Homer  knew  every- 
thing— he  has  described  it ;" — ^and  he  repeated  the  line  with 
great  enthusiasm,  never  thinking  but  that  his  fiur  auditor  must^ 
of  necessity,  be  captivated  with  the  description.  "  Don't  the 
words  carry  the  meaning  to  your  ear  ?"  but  she  only  shook  her 
head.  "  Well,  then,"  said  Campbell,  "  I  will  repeat  a  few  lines 
where  the  sense  of  the  passage  is  so  completely  echoed  by  the 
90und,  that  you  must  understand  it"  The  lady  paused.  "  Yes," 
he  added,  "  I  thought  I  should  convince  you  at  last !  You 
know  what  it  is  all  about  t"  "  No !  not  a  syllable.  I  hear 
the  sound,  indeed — and  very  fine  it  is — but  it  conveys  no  dis- 
tinct ideas  to  my  mind."  He  seemed  quite  disappointed,  and 
tried  many  passages  of  other  Greek  poets,  with  as  little  success 
— but  with  the  most  persevering  desire  to  convince  her.  I  had 
the  above  anecdote  from  the  lady  herself,  one  of  the  Poet's 
most  valued  friends,  and  to  whom  many  of  his  best  letters 
were  addressed. 

Examples  of  what  he  tried  to  demonstrate,  and  little,  if  at 
all  inferior  to  the  models  above  quoted,  may  be  found  in  his 
.own  poems. 

This  early  enthusiasm  which  the  study  of  the  Greek  poets 
had  kindled  in  the  mind  of  Campbell,  while  a  boy  at  school  and 
college,  appeared  to  strengthen  with  his  growth,  and  literally 
became  part  of  himself,  long  before  he  had  reached  the  full 
measure  of  his  intellectual  maturity.  Even  in  the  lat^r  stage 
of  life,  when  the  fever  of  politics  had  subsided,  and  original 
composition  was  almost  abandoned,  the  gigantic  structures  of 
the  Greek  drama  were  still  floating  in  airy  vision  before  his 
eyes.  And  I  then  remarked,  in  his  case,  the  truth  of  the  ob- 
servation, that,  as  age  advances,  the  predilections  of  youth  often 
return  with  peculiar  force.  His  Greek,  indeed,  was  his  pride 
and  solace  at  every  period  of  life ;  yet  never  so  much,  I  think, 
as  when  the  expiration  of  the  lease  was  but  too  evidently  ap- 

the  first  of  which  is  thought  to  express  the  very  sound  and  action  of  the 
sea-wave,  as  its  slowly  gathers  its  strength,  bursts  on  the  shore,  recoila, 
and  sinks  into  a  faint  murmur  as  it  retreats.  The  second  line  is  that  which 
so  wonderfully  expresses  the  roaring  of  the  sea,  that  the  divine  Plato,  it  is 
said,  **  was  discouraged  from  the  etodj  of  poetiy  by  perusing  it** 
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proacbing.  The  last  occasion  on  which  he  ever  spoke  to  me  of 
"  the  blind  old  man  of  Scio's  rocky  isle,"  was  during  a  morning 
drive  which  we  took  together  to  visit  an  invalid  friend,  and  only 
a  short  time  before  his  final  departure  from  London.  The  con- 
versation was  all  "about  Greek — nothing  but  Greek" — ^and 
concluded  with  an  ode,  which,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  was 
set  to  a  popular  Scotch  air,  and  chanted  much  to  his  own  satis- 
faction. He  was  in  excellent  spirits.  But  when  I  look  back, 
the  circumstance  seems  like  a  partial  sunbeam,  brightening  one 
or  two  features  of  a  picture,  and  leaving  all  the  rest  in  shadow. 

I  will  merely  add,  in  further  proof  of  this  "nejuvenescence" 
of  youthful  taste,  that  Mr.  St.  John,  Her  Majesty's  Consul- 
General  at  Algiers — in  whose  house  the  Poet  lived  during  a 
part  of  his  residence  in  Africa — often  remarked,  that,  in  the 
conversation  at  his  table,  Campbell  never  seemed  to  be  aware 
that  he  had  any  particular  claim  to  the  merit  of  a  poet.  His 
great  ambition — ^and  he  made  no  effort  to  conceal  it — was  to  be 
considered  a  Gfreek  scholar ;  a  distinction  to  which,  however,  as 
the  Consul  observes,  it  was  idle  in  "  him  to  lay  claim,  unless 
*  Gertrude'  and  *  Hohenlinden '  could  be  forgotten,"  and  there 
was  little  danger  of  that,  even  in  Africa.  It  is  an  interesting 
fact — and  a  still  more  touching  illustration  of  this  strong  pre- 
dilection— that,  among  the  last  solitary  pleasures  of  his  life, 
was  that  of  carefully  instilling  into  the  mind  of  his  niece,  a 
knowledge  of  the  ancient  Greek  language,  which  he  taught  her 
in  a  series  of  daily  lessons,  all  in  the  Greek  character  and  writ- 
ten with  his  own  hand. 

Thus,  as  it  has  been  remarked  of  an  illustrious  predecessor, 
^  the  first  beginning  of  his  studies  was  a  familiarity  with  the 
most  solid  and  unaffected  authors  of  antiquity,  which  he  fully 
digested,  not  only  in  his  memory  but  his  judgment.  By  this 
method  he  learnt  nothing  while  a  boy  that  he  needed  to  forget 
or  forsake  when  he  came  to  be  a  man."     His  motto  was  : — 

Vofl  exemplaria  Gneca 


Nocturnft  veraate  manu,  versatc  diumA." 

Having  made  this  digression  merely  to  show  the  influence 
which  his  youthful  studies  exerted,  even  at  the  close  of  life,  I 
return  to  that  portion  of  his  school-boy  days  which  immediately 
preceded  his  entrance  at  the  University.  lie  had  completed  his 
twelfth  year,  in  the  course  of  which  he  wrote  many  "  Versions," 
gained  a  prize  at  the  public  examination  of  the  school,  com- 
posed seTml  '^ Poems,"  and  fell  into  various  ^temptations,** 
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personal  dangere,  and  "spiritual  backslidings,"  which,  as  a 
warning  to  others,  shall  be  duly  told  in  his  own  words  and  in 
their  proper  order. 

The  "Versions"  alluded  to,  consisted  of  the  ordinary  school 
exercises,  prescribed  by  the  Master,  two  or  three  times  a  week, 
being  subjects  of  competition  for  the  class.  But  that  which 
was  given  out  on  the  Saturday,  and  to  be  returned  on  the  Mon- 
day following,  was  at  least  double  the  length  of  the  others,  and 
of  a  higher  branch  of  classic  literature  ;  so  that  a  wider  scope 
was  given  to  the  pupils  for  a  display  of  critical  skill  in  trans- 
fusing the  elegance  or  force  of  the  original  into  the  vernacular 
idiom.  It  was  left  to  the  pupiPs  option,  as  already  mentioned, 
to  dress  his  subject  either  in  prose  or  verse  ;  and  it  was  generally 
in  English  hexameters  that  young  Campbell  performed  these 
portions  of  his  daily  or  weekly  tasks.  His  father,  as  we  have 
said,  did  not  approve  of  this :  he  would  rather  have  seen  the 
classic  original  transferred  into  the  language  of  Addison  and 
Locke ;  but  he  who  was  bom  a  poet  coukl  not  stoop  to  prose : 

Saepe  pater  dixit,  studiom  ^uid  inutile  tentas ! 

MsBonides  nullks  ipse  reliqtiit  opes 

Spontc  8iiA  carmen  numcroa  venicbat  ad  aptot» 

Kt  quod  oooabar  scribere  versus  erat 

By  this  practice,  and  by  the  frequent  recurrence  of  "  transla- 
tions," several  of  which  were  highly  commended  by  the  Master, 
the  young  Poet  acquired  a  facility  in  verse-making  which  made 
him  looked  up  to  by  his  prosaic  schoolfellows  as  a  very  prodigy 
in  the  flow  of  numbers,  and  certainly  laid  the  foundation  of  Us 
future  excellence  as  a  poet  Alluding  to  these  school  hexame- 
ters, in  a  letter  written  forty  years  afterwards,  he  says,  with 
affected  gravity,  "I  wrote  a  poem,  in  those  days,  with  this 
splendid  opening — 

*  Summer  is  come  T  * 

One  of  the  first  prizes  he  ever  received  for  proficiency  in  Latin 
was  a  copy  of  Lucan*s  Pharsalia,  inscribed  with  his  name,  and 
coupled  with  a  high  compliment  to  his  classical  attainments  at 
80  juvenile  a  period.  It  was  presented  to  him  at  the  annual  ex- 
amination of  the  school  by  the  Chief  Magistrate ;  and  there  can 
be  no  doubt  that  it  had  a  sensible  effect  in  stimulating  him  to 
more  successful  efforts  in  **  building  the  lofty  rhyme."  It  is 
evident,  from  the  care  with  which  it  has  been  preserved,  that  he 
attached  very  particular  value  to  this  school-prize.  lie  gave  it 
as  a  '^  keepsake*^  to  one  of  his  earliest  and  most  valued  friends, 


jnr.  12.]  STRAWBEKKY   TEMPTATION.  55 

and  considered  it  as  the  only  relic  he  possessed  of  his  first  tri- 
umph at  school.* 

As  some  compensation  for  the  *^  doleful  thoughts'*  that  must 
have  weighed  heavily  on  the  youthful  Poet's  mind,  while  com- 
posing his  ^  poem  on  the  deaUi  of  a  fisivorite  Parrot,"  he  appears 
to  have  run  to  a  very  opposite  extreme  in  quest  of  exhilarating 
occupations.  It  was  the  rosy  month  of  June ;  strawberries  were 
coming  into  season,  or  at  least,  looking  out  very  temptingly  from 
under  their  own  green  leaves  in  the  garden  of  a  near  and  dear 
neighbor,  Mrs.  Hamilton,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  you  like 
strawberries  ?"  A  voice  within  seemed  to  answer,  "  Yes,  very 
much !"  So  "  I  went  out  one  fine  morning,"  says  the  culprit, 
^  and  sinfully  regaled  myself  with  strawberries."  But  at  whose 
instigation  we  are  not  to  ask ;  for  the  feast  was  no  sooner  ended 
than  he  was  seized  with  alternate  qualms  of  conscience  and  fiti 
of  indigestion.  ^^  After  eating  the  forbidden  fruit,"  he  continues, 
^'  I  felt  ashamed  to  look  at  Doddridge  and  Sherlock  ;f  although 
I  had  frequently  sat  down  to  them  before,  with  a  voluntary 
interest,  wnich  has  often  seemed  to  myself  the  most  precocious 
trait  of  my  boyhood." 

How  long  this  compunctious  feeling  lasted,  remains  uncertain. 
He  was  then,  as  usual,  at  the  head  of  his  class ;  a  *^  boy  of  spi- 
rit," as  well  as  of  poetry ;  and  when  a  holiday  came,  and  some 
very  enticing  ploy  suggested  itself  to  the  elder  boys,  he  was 
generally  coosuited  as  to  the  plan  of  operations.     Not  long  after 

*  The  priie  la  a  handsomely  bound  copy  of  the  Lucani  Pharsalia,  printed 
by  Foulifl,  and  bearing  testiinony  to  his  proficieDcy  in  the  following  terms : 

**  IngennuA,  et  optimsB  spei  puer  Thomas  Campbell,  in  classe  prima  (a) 
ScbolsB  Ghammatmomm  Glasgucnsis  auditor,  hunc  librum,  diligentisB  et 
▼iitutit  pneminm — in  scdenni  diseipulorum,  coram  magistratibus  hooora- 
tissimis,  JoAX  Campbell,  Consule;  Joan.  Dunlop,  Joan.  Alston,  Noc 
Glen,  pnetoribus ;  Alex.  Low,  JSdile,  Joan.  Tennant,  Collegii  Opificum 
Magistro,  et  Jaq  Brodik,  Questore — ^merito  consecutns  est  In  cujus  rei 
fidm  coBscripait  Olasguas  KaL  Oct  ildxxxlzzxix. 

(Signed)  Dav,  AUitonT 

c  fPrima  daase,  means  here,  the  oldest  and  most  advanoed] — Noie  bjf 
the  Poet 

I  The  works  set  apart  and  recommended  by  the  Poet's  father  as  proper 
Sunday  reading  for  his  son,  who,  by  the  evidence  of  his  own  confession,  had 
veiy  early  and  very  serious  impressions  of  religion.  The  precepts  of  youth- 
ful piety,  instilled  into  his  mind  from  his  yery  cradle,  were  confirmed  by 
the  daily  example  of  his  parents,  whose  lives  were  the  best  commentary 
upon  their  relij^oo.    See  allusioo  to  this  drcumstanoe,  page  87. 
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the  strawberry  season,  one  of  these  ploys  was  got  up  under  very 
alluring  colors : — "  And  now/'  sajrs  Campbell,  "  my  former  trans- 
gression, as  usually  happens,  led  to  the  commission  of  others ; 
for  the  tempter,  unable  to  forgive  me  for  my  former  partiahty  to 
these  worthy  Divines — Sherlock  and  Doddridge — drew  me  into 
a  fresh  backsliding. 

"  I  had  always  deemed  it  a  heinous  sin  to  engage  in  stone- 
battles,  although  they  were  favorite  diversions  among  the  Glas- 
gow urchins.  But  one  day  there  was  an  expedition  fitted  out, 
with  slings  and  round  stones,  against  the  boys  of  Shettlestone, 
an  adjoining  village.  A  spirit  of  evil  seduced  me  to  join  in  it ; 
although  the  grounds  of  hostility,  it  must  be  confessed,  were 
scarcely  more  rational  than  those  of  most  international  wars.  I 
paid  dearly,  however,  for  my  folly.  We  were  soundly  licked, 
and  from  the  shortness  of  my  limbs,  being  one  of  the  last  in 
retreat,  I  got  so  sorely  pelted  that  I  could  not  walk  home. 
Some  of  the  bigger  Glasgow  boys  brought  me  to  my  father's 
house ;  there  they  gravely  stated  that  we  had  been  walking  qui- 
etly in  the  Shettlestone  road,  when  a  parcel  of  blackguards  came 
suddenly  out  and  attacked  us^  without  the  least  provocation ! 
A  carter,  however,  who  had  let  me  be  put  into  his  empty  cart, 
gave  a  totally  different  statement  of  the  affair ;  namely,  that  the 
weavers  of  Shettlestone  had  only  come  out  to  protect  their  ten- 
der ofisiMring  from  our  slings  and  stones  \  Nor  was  this  enough ; 
the  arch-fiend  had  another  victory  over  me,  which  I  felt  more 
than  my  bruised  bones, — namely,  in  my  being  exposed  before 
my  venerable  father,  who  had  always  prided  himself  on  my  love 
of  truth,  for  a  deviation  from  it  in  the  present  instance,  or  at 
least  for  a  tacit  admission  of  what  my  Glasgow  seniors  in  the 
combat  had  alleged  as  the  true  statement" 

The  fate  of  this  expedition  was  what  his  companions  called  a 
"  settler ;"  a  long  armistice  succeeded ;  and  the  Poet  was  not 
^ain  "  summoned  to  witness  any  fray,"  for  at  least  six  weeks, 
^e  scars  and  bruises  which,  as  it  afterwards  appeared  he  had 
received  in  this  inglorious  retreat,  were  so  severe  as  to  occasion 
his  being  laid  up  for  some  time  in  his  own  room.  But,  like 
some  other  and  older  poets,  he  contrived  to  soothe  the  rigors 
of  imprisonment  by  a  little  flirtation  with  the  Muse,  the  conse- 
quence of  which  was  the  following  compliment  to — 

SUMMER.— A    POEM. 

A  strain  sublime,  that  now  my  breast  iospirefl^ 
Te  nymphs  of  Sicily  1  yonr  aid  requires. 
Tlie  goldeo  •eascQ  crowned  wiHi  joy  appears ; 


JBft.  12.]  FOBM.  57 

The  grand  dispeller  of  our  winter  cares ! 

No  more  the  student,  ut  the  glimmering  light. 

Shall  pore  his  senses,  moping  day  and  night ; 

For  now  the  tasks  and  exercises  stale, 

Shall  cease  the  Muse's  pinions  down  to  nail 

From  toil  and  college  Hardships  free,  no  more 

Ttnrru  shall  tease  you — that  vile  monster's  o'er  I    .    .    .    . 

The  iron  a^e  of  winter,  stem  and  dread, 
At  length  has  hid  his  grisly  baneful  head ; 
The  golden  age  appears  that  Virgil  sung — 
An  age  that  well  might  claim  his  tuneful  tongue- 
Unbidden  flowers  with  bloom  spobtaneous  grow ; 
Wide  spreads  the  ivy  for  the  poet's  brow ; 
TTie  modest  lily  and  the  full-blown  rose, 
And  grander  tulip,  all  their  sweets  disclose ; 
The  feather'd  choir,  that  tune  the  song  of  love. 
Invite  the  Muse's  fancy  forth  to  rove. 
Now,  now,  ye  bards,  let  every  lyre  be  strung, 
Nor  let  the  flower  its  sweets  disclose,  unsung. 


Tis  true  some  poets  that  unguarded  sing, 
The  golden  age  would  torn  ascribe  to  Spring ; 
For  me,  I  see  not  how  wits  e'er  so  stardi 
Could  prove  the  beauties  of  the  bleak-eyed  March, 
Nor  FelMTiary,  clad  in  horrid  snow, 
Nor  April,  wnen  the  winds  relentless  blow ; 
These  chilly  months,  it  sure  alone  belongs 
To  those  who  sing,  to  frame  unmeaning  songs.    .    .    . 
Oct  4, 1790.  T.  0. 


Under  the  able  and  vigilant  tuition  of  Mr.  Allison,  young 
Campbell  had  advanced,  with  rapid  but  steady  pace,  through 
the  minor  school-classics ;  and  having  now  the  prospect  of  enter- 
ing his  name  at  College,  he  was  anxiously  employed  in  revising 
the  various  authors,  Greek  and  Latin,  so  that,  by  the  time  the 
next  Session  opened,  he  might  be  fully  prepared  to  take  an 
honorable  position  among  his  fellow-students.  He  knew  that 
"  great  things"  were  expected  of  him  by  his  own  family,  as  well 
as  by  his  master,  who  confidently  predicted  the  high  honors  that 
awaited  his  pupil ;  and  the  pupil  resolved  that  they  should  not 
be  disappointed.  He  possessed,  even  at  this  early  stage  of  his 
career,  a  modest  confidence  in  his  own  abilities,  an  ardor  which 
had  never  been  daunted  by  one  instance  of  defeat,  and  he  was 
"determined  to  excel."  How  far  these  predictions  tended  to 
achieve  their  own  confirmation,  it  is  impossible  to  say ;  but  it  is 
certain  that  the  influence  they  exerted  over  the  mind  of  the 
young  aspirant  at  this  t^me,  was  highly  conducive  to  their  ulti- 
mate fulfilment. 

3* 
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The  first  symptoms  of  that  playful  satire,  which,  aipong  his 
companions,  soon  procured  for  him  the  much  envied  title  of  a 
^  wit,"  may  be  traced  to  a  poem  of  this  date,  which  he  calls 
^  the  birth  and  character  of  the  Muse/'  It  consists  of  about 
fifty  lines,  in  which  he  describes  her  various  qualifications,  and 
then,  after  a  saucy  estimate  of  her  character,  dismisses  her  in 
the  following  terms  : — 

Smit  with  Anacreontic  fire, 

She  strikes  th'  Anacreoiitic  lyre ; 

She  drones,  she  hums,  she  strikes  the  striiig, 

Unable  or  to  play  or  sing.  .  . 

Her  name  b  Chaos  Leth^anis, 

Bom  of  Jactatis  and  Inania. 

Bred  at  the  school  of  Impudentia 

Her  Mistress,  Lady  Pettuantia — 

Tho*  all  along  IVe  styled  her  "  Muse," 

(The  empty  title  you  11  excuse) 

Sbe*8  only — strictly  to  define — 

A  cousin-german  to  the  Nine.  .  T.  C. 

The  next  specimens  of  translation,  forming  part  of  this  year's 
school  exercises,  are  taken  from  a  small  volume  of  the  poet's 
manuscripts,  on  the  cover  of  which  is  a  memorandum,  in  the 
hand-writing  of  his  sister  Mary,  that  "  this  little  book  was  writ- 
ten at  twelve  years  of  age."  It  contains  thirteen  translations 
from  the  Greek,  very  neatly  executed,  and  is  now  in  the  posses- 
sion of  Mr.  Alexander  Campbell. 

L»yov9iv  al  yv^arxcf .— Ajiac;  Ode  zL 

Anacreon,  the  ladies  say 

Tour  pate  is  bald,  your  beard  is  gray  1 

Take  you  a  lookii^-glass ;  forsooth 

Tou  11  find  that  what  they  say  is  truth. 

But  whether  this  be  truth  or  not, 

As  little  do  I  care  as  wot ; 

But  this  I  know — ^'tis  best  to  rhyme 

Thus  o*er  my  jokes  while  suits  &e  time.         T.  C,  o^  12. 

On  perusal  of  these  extracts  it  may  strike  the  reader,  perhaps, 
that  the  verse  translations  of  the  young  poet,  at  tJiis  period, 
possess  more  fluency  than  his  original  attempts  of  the  same,  or 
even  of  a  later  date.  But  this  superiority  may  be  easily  ac- 
counted for.  In  the  public  class  he  had  the  advantage  of  hear- 
ing the  master's  translation  of  eveiy  difficult  passage,  before 
making  the  attempt  in  his  own  words ;  and  some  of  his  early 
instructors,  it  is  well  known,  were  poets  aa  well  aa  teachers  of 
poetry. 
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Among  the  Latin  exercises,  under  the  same,  or  shortly  after 
this  date,  are  various  translations  from  Virgil  and  Horace.  Hm 
^  Contest  of  the  Ships,''  in  the  fifth  .^Eneid,  and  a  passage  from 
the  ^*  Art  of  Poetry,"  amounting  altogether  to  sixty  lines,  are 
rendered  with  much  spirit  and  fidelity.  His  translations  from 
the  Greek  alone  include  about  sixteen  poetical  versions,  similar, 
or  perhaps  superior,  to  those  already  quoted.  But  I  have  not 
found  any  of  his  Greek  or  Latin  verses,  of  this  early  period. 


The  preceding  ^  Poems"  are  here  printed  Uteratim^  without 
any  ^^  emendation  whatever,"  except  pointing.  They  may  not 
possess  "  the  elegance,  facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poesy  ;^ 
but  they  are  remarkable  as  first  efibrts,  or,  at  least,  among  the 
first  efforts  of  his  unfledged  Muse,  just  preparing  to  take  her  up- 
ward flight  The  imperfect  measure  and  quantity  in  some  of 
the  lines,  and  the  absence  of  punctuation  in  all,  are  rather  the 
effects  of  ne^igenoe  than  of  ignorance,  for  in  transcribing  even 
his  finished  poems,  Campbell  often  omitted  words  essential  to  the 
measurt.  As  to  punctuation^  he  jocularly  observed,  that  it  was 
one  of  the  "  mysteries"  which,  in  the  course  of  his  whole  life- 
time, he  had  never  been  able  to  master.  I  find,  indeed,  but  few 
successful  attempts  in  his  early,  or  even  in  his  later  manuscripts, 
to  improve  in  this  respect  The  thought  and  expression,  in  such 
cases,  were  nearly  all  that  he  attended  to ;  but  in  -  passing 
through  the  press,  the  absence  of  punctuation  in  his  manuscript 
gave,  on  two  or  three  occasions,  a  very  ludicrous  turn  to  the 
sense.  To  such  trivial  considerations  it  may  appear  superfluous 
or  idle  to  advert ;  and  yet  I  am  unwilling  to  admit  anything 
which  has  a  tendency  to  illustrate,  however  faintly,  the  early 
habits  and  peculiarities  of  a  man,  who  with  so  much  geniua 
united  so  little  eccentricity.  Out  of  this  seeming  carelessness, 
of  smaU  importance  in  itself,  other  instances  occurred  in  compo- 
sition, which  led  to  more  serious  results  than  any  that  could 
arise  from  the  mere  neglect  of  punctuation — a  neglect,  however, 
which  gave  a  sort  of  identity  to  his  manuscripts.  Judging  from 
his  letters  now  before  me,  it  was  not  until  after  the  publication 
of  "  Gertrude,"  that  he  paid  any  serious  attention  to  the  subject ; 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  inconvenience  felt  by  the  printer,  he 
would  have  persevered,  I  think,  in  keeping  to  the  practice  of  his 
**  Greek  and  Latin  Models." 

I  trust  the  reader  will  excuse  me  if,  in  the  course  of  this  work, 
I  attach  more  importance  to  these  minutiaB,  than  at  first  sight 
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they  appear  to  deserye.  But  as  I  agree  with  t}ie  painter  in 
thinking,  that  the  addition  of  a  mere  **"  wart''  in  its  natural  place, 
may  give  force  to  the  general  likeness,  although  it  contribute 
notiung  to  its  beautj,  I  shall  consider  nothing  unimportant,  which 
may  appear  calculated,  even  in  a  moderate  degree,  to  bring  into 
diatinct  relief  the  various  features,  physical  and  intellectual,  which 
entered  into  the  living  portrait  of  Campbell ;  and  with  which, 
man  and  poet,  he  is  so  closely  identified  in  the  affectionate  mem- 
ory of  all  his  intimate  friends. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  say  that,  in  estimating  these  poeti- 
cal trifles,  we  must  strictly  keep  in  view  that  they  are  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  mere  child,  who  had  only  completed  his  twelfth 
year ;  and  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that  they  aiford  indications  of 
poetical  talent,  that  will  bear  comparison  with  the  best  things 
ever  produced  at  so  tender  an  age.  It  may  be  observed  that  in 
the  latter  specimens  there  is  considerable  improvement  in  the 
strength,  as  well  as  in  the  harmony  of  the  lines  ;  and  that  there 
are  only  one  or  two  imperfect  rhymes  in  the  whole.  But  it 
must  be  remembered,  that  most  of  these  lines  were  written  fifty- 
eight  years  ago,  when  criticism  in  this  respect  was  less  fastidious 
than  at  present ;  and  when  the  examples  of  Dryden  and  Pope 
might  be  quoted  in  extenuation.  It  will  be  seen,  however,  with 
what  care  and  precision  all  the  rhymes  were  adjusted  in  his  suc- 
ceeding pieces ;  and  how  the  flow  of  his  poetry,  like  a  stream 
gradually  increasing  in  volume,  acquired  a  delicacy  and  depth  of 
harmony,  to  which  few,  if  any,  of  his  illustrious  predecessors  had 
ever  attained. 


In  the  midst  of  all  his  preparations  for  the  College  campaign, 
young  Campbell  did  not  confine  himself  so  closely  to  his  books 
as  not  to  take  his  full  share  in  all  the  plays — ^good,  bad,  or  in- 
different— in  which  the  other  spirited  boys  of  the  school  were 
but  too  diligently  engaged.  He  appears  indeed  to  have  ee- 
chewed  all  further  intercourse  with  the  *'  Shettlestone  weavers, 
or  their  tender  oflbpring,"  and  to  have  taken  no  further  interest, 
personally  at  least,  in  any  of  the  ^*  stone  battles*'  that  were  sub- 
sequently fought,  in  the  vain  hope  of  retrieving  their  late  disas- 
ters. In  this  '*  non-intervention"  his  father's  commands  were 
peremptory.  But  he  had  also  reasoned  coolly,  no  doubt,  when 
laid  up  with  his  wounds,  on  the  evil  consequences  of  such  inter 
national  warfare,  and  resolved  in  future  to  confine  himself  to  th 
theory.    He  therefore  contented  himself  with  Homer's  descri| 
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tions,  where  there  was  certainly  all  the  sublimity  of  battles, 
without  any  risk  from  the  Shettlestone  infantry,  whose  sudden 
irmption  had  given  so  unexpected  a  turn  to  the  fortunes  of  his 
daas.  They  were  a  formidable  tribe  :  for,  although  worsted  and 
routed,  their  retreat — Hke  that  of  young  Parthians — was  quite 
as  dangerous  as  their  advance  ;  and  besides,  there  might  not  be 
always,  as  in  the  recent  engagement,  an  ^*  empty  cart*'  for  the 
benefit  of  the  wounded. 

But,  while  the  young  philosopher  cautiously  avoided  all  fur- 
ther skirmishing,  he  was  unhappily  not  proof  against  tempta- 
tioiia  at  home,  which  convinced  him  in  the  end  that  poHtical 
intrigue  is  sometimes  even  worse  than  open  warfare.  The  trap 
was  set  by  a  wily  hand ;  and,  as  that  hand  was  a  brother's, 
Thomas  never  suspected  that  the  well-known  waggery  of  Daniel 
was  to  be  played  off  upon  himself. 

"My  mother,"  says  he,  "had  a  cousin,  an  old  bedrid  lady,  of 
the  name  of  Simpson,*  about  whose  frail  life  she  felt  great 
anxiety ;  but,  being  herself  a  martyr  to  rheumatism,  she  was 
unable  to  visit  her  personally ;  she  therefore  sent,  every  day, 
either  my  brother  or  myself,  a  distance  of  Ujearly  two  miles,  to 
inquire — *  How  Mrs.  Simpson  had  rested  last  night  ?  and  how 
she  felt  herself  this  morning  V  One  day,"  he  continues,  "  that 
I  was  sent  to  fetch  the  bulletin  which  would  have  kept  me  from 
a  nice  party,  that  was  to  go  out  for  the  gathering  of  blackber- 
ries, I  complained,  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  to  my  brother  Daniel, 
about  this  de'il  of  an  auld  wife  that  would  neither  die  nor  get 
better.  *  Tut !  man,'  said  my  crafty  brother,  *  Can't  i/ou  iust 
do  as  I  do  ?'  *  And  what's  that  ?'  *  Why,  just  say  that  she's 
better  or  worse,  without  taking  the  trouble  of  going  so  far  to 
inquire.' " — ^This  seemed  a  piece  of  excellent  advice ;  but  a  phi- 
losopher under  thirteen  could  see  clearly  that  some  untoward 
event  might  throw  discredit  upon  the  bulletin.  Daniel,  how- 
ever, with  his  usual  gravity,  proved  to  demonstration  that  there 
was  no  risk  whatever  in  the  plan,  or  why  should  he  have  carried 
it  on  so  long  ?  "  Well,'*  thought  I,  "  there  was  something  in 
that ;  it  would  certainly  be  a  great  saving  of  time.  *  Can't  you 
iust  try  it,  then  V  said  Daniel.  I  said  I  thought  I  could ;  so, 
having  adopted  the  plan  as  a  great  means  of  saving  time,  we 
continued  to  report  in  this  manner  for  weeks  and  months  ;  and, 
finding  that  a  bad  bulletin  only  sent  us  back  earlier  next  morn- 


*  Hie  ftinily  name  of  Mrs.  Campbell's  mother.    See  previoos  account 
of  the  GHmptona,  page  29. 
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ing,  we  agreed  that  the  old  lady  should  get  better  T  These  &r 
TQrable  reports  of  her  dear  cousin's  healm  were  very  gratifyhig 
to  Mrs,  CampbelL  No  suspicion  whatever  attached  to  the  bul- 
letins, as  they  were  reported  every  morning : — "  Mrs.  Simpson's 
kind  compliments  to  mamma,  has  had  a  better  night,  and  is 
going  on  very  nicely."  And  thus  the  Poet  and  hiB  brother 
took  advantage  of  every  "  nice  party  "  that  was  made  up,  either 
for  picking  ^*  blackberries,"  or  any  other  ploy  of  equal  interest 
and  importance.  But  the  pleasing  deception  could  not  last 
much  longer ;  truth,  that  had  been  so  ingeniously  defrauded, 
was  about  to  make  reprisals  upon  the  young  culprits.  This, 
too,  was  at  the  very  moment  when  they  were  starting  to  spend 
a  long  day  in  the  country.  '^  But  wo  's  me,"  says  Campbell, 
*'  on  Uiat  very  morning  on  which  we  had  had  the  audacity  to 
announce  that  ^  Mrs.  Simpson  was  quite  recovered,'  there  comes 
to  our  &ther  a  letter,  as  broad  and  long  as  a  brick,  with  cross- 
bones  and  a  grinning  death's-head  upon  its  seal,  and  indited 
thus: — 

"  *  Sir, — Whereas  Mrs.  Jane  Simpson,  relict  of  the  late  Mr. 
Andrew  Simpson,  merchant,  in  Glasgow,  died  on  Wednesday, 
the  4th  instant,  you  are  hereby  requested  to  attend  her  funeral, 
on  Monday  next,  at  ten  o'clock,  a.  m.^  " 

Never  was  evidence  more  conclusive.  Both  the  culprits 
would  have  gladlv  confessed  the  trick,  and  implored  pardon,  but 
they  were  speechless ;  and  in  as  much  consternation  as  if  the 
grimly  ghost  of  Mrs.  Simpson  herself  had  delivered  the  &tal 
message.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Campbell  looked  at  the  letter,  then  at 
their  two  hopeful  sons,  and  tnen  at  one  another.  But  such 
were  their  grief  and  astonishment  that  neither  of  them,  for 
some  minutes,  could  utter  a  word.  *'  At  last^"  says  the  Poet^ 
'*  my  mother's  grief  for  the  death  of  her  respected  cousin,  vented 
itseif  in  cuffing  our  ears.  But  I  was  far  less  pained  by  her 
blows  than  by  a  few  words  from  my  &ther.  He  never  raised  s 
hand  to  us ;  and  I  would  advise  idl  fathers  who  would  have 
their  children  to  love  their  memory,  to  follow  his  example." 


The  school-boy  da^  of  Thomas  Campbell  were  now  drawing 
to  a  close,  but  not  without  much  pleasing  augury  of  the  future. 
In  the  good  opinion  of  Mr.  Allison*  he  had  very  early  ingrati- 

*  This  estimable  insn  died  in  the  Spring  of  1809.  The  foUawing  is  an 
extract  from  the  **  tribute  tmanimously  agreed  to  by  the  directors  aodineni- 
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ated  himself,  no  less  by  the  excellent  qualities  of  his  heart  than 
by  his  industry,  genius,  and  vivacity  of  intellect  Of  these, 
during  the  four  years  spent  under  the  eye  of  that  worthy  gram- 
marian, he  had  given  frequent  and  incontestable  proo&«  No 
boy  of  his  age,  it  was  observed,  had  ever  left  the  Gnunmar 
Sd^ool  more  beloved  by  his  class-fellows,  or  with  better  pros- 
pects at  the  University.  For,  notwithstanding  the  ^  tempta- 
tions," "  battles,"  and  "  backslidings,"  which  he  has  recorded 
with  so  much  ffood  nature,  he  had  been,  upon  the  whole,  la- 
borious and  inae&tigable. 

''Multa  tulit  fecitqae/mer;  sudavit  et  alsit" 

Amongst  his  favorite  comrades  were  several  who  afterwards 
distinguished  themselves  as  men  of  science  and  commercial  en- 
terprise. One  of  the  latter  was  Ralph  Stevenson,  a  sworn  as^ 
sooiate,  and  now,  probably,  the  only  survivor  of  that  juvenile 
narW  of  which  the  young  Poet  was  the  acknowledged  leader. 
In  the  school,  at  that  time,  as  Mr.  Stevenson  informs  me,  there 
was  a  good  deal  of  skirmishing  among  the  tyros  of  the  different 
forms ;  and,  being  an  English  boy,  he  had  now  and  then  to 
vindicate  the  honor  of  his  country  by  personal  conflicts  with 
the  •*  Scotch  callants,*'  who  could  not  forgive  "  the  murder  of 
Sir  William  Wallace !''  But,  whenever  there  appeared  any- 
thing like  unfairness,  Campbell  was  always  at  hand  to  take  his 
part,  telling  the  **  boy-belligerents  "  that  generosity  to  strangers 
was  a  Scotch  virtue,  practised  by  Wallace  himself;  "  besides,'' 
he  added,  rather  haughtily,  *^  it  was  a  shame  in  them  to  speak 
of  his  English  friend  as  if  "  he  were  no  better  than  one  of 
themselves.'  "  If  this  remonstrance  failed  to  restore  peace,  or 
to  establish  the  war  on  an  equal  footing,  Campbell's  arm  was 
at  the  service  of  his  friend.  He  was  no  cool  spectator  of  these 
bickerings  ;  whenever  there  was  apparent  wrong,  he  insisted 

bers  of  the  Ayrshire  Society,  as  due  to  the  memoiT  of  their  late  colleague, 
David  AUiflOD,  Esq^  of  Calumuck,  in  the  county  of  Perth,  and  one  of  tho 
masters  of  the  Grammar  School  of  the  city  of  Glasgow.**  It  is  dated  the 
2d  of  May,  1809,  and  signed  by  the  Preudent  and  Secretary.  **  Mr.  Al- 
lison's constant  and  indefatigable  attention,  during  upwards  of  forty  years, 
to  the  highly  important  duties  of  his  profession,  has,  in  an  eminent  degree, 
oootributed  to  the  forming  the  minds  of  many  thousands  of  pupils  who 
have  been  placed  under  his  care ;  to  the  preparing  them  for  future  useful- 
ness, and  some  of  them  for  that  high  degree  of  eminence  in  /t/e  which  they 
have  since  attained ;  while  his  excellent  quahties  as  a  man,  and  most  social 
and  fascinating  manners  as  a  friend  and  gentleman,  have  endeared  his 
memory  to  all  who  had  the  pleMore  of  his  sequaintaDoe." 
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upon  redress ;  and  in  all  such  cases  of  petty  aggression,  he  took 
part  with  the  injured.  May  we  not  consider  these  Uttle  traits 
as  the  marked  indications  of  that  generoiis  spirit,  which,  after 
the  lapse  of  a  few  years,  was  to  awaken  public  sympathy  in  be- 
half of  Poland,  and  to  associate  the  name  of  Campbell  with 
the  friends  of  the  oppressed  in  every  country  ?  His  high-souled 
independence  had  not  yet  given  utterance  to  the  prediction — 

"  Truth  8haU  restore  the  li^ht  by  Nature  given, 
And,  like  Prometheus,  bnng  the  fire  from  Heaven  I 
Down  to  the  dust  Oppression  shall  be  hurled. 
Her  name,  her  nature,  withered  from  the  world  T 

but,  in  the  familiar  words  and  actions  of  the  school-boy,  there 
might  clearly  be  seen  the  first  secret  workings  of  that  ardent 
spirit,  by  which  he  became  so  eminently  distinguished  as  a 
patriot  and  a  poet  His  philanthropy  was  already  an  active  prin- 
ciple ;  its  daily  exercise,  under  the  endearing  name  of  '*  kind- 
heartedness,"  was  felt  and  acknowledged  by  every  boy  of  his 
class.  There,  indeed,  the  field  was  narrow,  but  the  principle, 
by  which  he  was  actuated  in  all  his  future  commerce  with  the 
world,  was  the  same  ;  it  endeared  him  to  his  school-fellows  in 
the  first  dawn  of  his  genius,  brightened  his  whole  career,  and 
left  its  color  and  impression  upon  the  last  acts  of  his  life. 

The  only  poem — translations  excepted — which  I  find  under 
this  date,  is  addressed  to  his  sister  Mary,  who  was  always  a  warm 
advocate  of  his  poetical  talent  On  her  recent  visit  to  the  pater- 
nal mansion,  she  had  been  gravely  lecturing  him  on  the  bad 
taste  he  had  shown  in  celebrating  "  favorite  parrots,"  but  never 
making  his  *^  darling  sister"  the  theme  of  his  poetrv.  Ws  reply 
was  as  follows :- — 

ON  MISS  MART  CAMPBELL. 

Bt  many  a  strange  neglect  diverted. 
The  Muse  and  I  had  long  been  parted ; 
At  length  by  chance  we  met  at  last 
At  eve,  when  every  toil  was  past 

The  Muse,  insinuating  maid. 
Soon  set  me  to  my  ancient  trade — 
Says  she — **  Since  I  my  service  profifer, 
Tib  hard  that  you  should  spurn  the  o^ ; 
Believe  me,  fho*  unkind  you  be, 
Youll  not  find  every  ooe  like  me.*. . . . 

I  ahnmk  to  hear  my  Muse  thus  scold, 
And  aoRow  made  my  heart  grow  odd ; 
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At  length  I  trembling  scarce  could  saj — 
"  I  fear  I  shall  not  know  the  way ; 
Tm  at  a  dreadful  loss,  dear  Ma£^ 
To  know  how  I  may  find  a  theme  t" 

"  Lives  there  not  now,  in  Scotia's  land, 
The  fairest  of  the  female  band  ? 
A  maid  adorned  with  every  grace 
E'er  known  amon^  the  fetnale  race  I 
Use  all  my  aid — if  that  can  tell 
Her  praise,  and  virtues  that  excel 
No  nction  here  you  will  require 
The  swelling  note  of  praise  to  fire  ; 
But  ah  I  her  virtues  to  rehearse 
Is  sure  imequal  for  thy  verse ; 
Then  cease — but  let  resounding  fame 
Tell  that  Maria  is  the  name  I', 


Thohas  Caicpbell,  ceL12. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

COLLEGE  DAYS.  , 

During  his  first  College  session,  whicli  commenced  in  Octo- 
ber 1791,  Campbell  did  not  belie  the  character  which  he  had 
taken  with  him  from  the  Grammar-school.  In  each  of  the 
classes,  Latin,  Greek,  and  Logic,  ho  more  or  less  distinguished 
himself  as  an  expert  linguist ;  and,  for  his  years,  a  ready  and 
acute  reasoner — facts  which  are  fiilly  supported  by  various 
themes  and  exercises  given  in  by  him  to  the  professors,  in  the 
course  of  that  session.  He  was,  nevertheless,  according  to  his 
own  testimony,  much  more  inclined  to  sport  than  study.  What 
he  accomplished  was  not  the  result  of  close  and  continuous  ap- 
.plication  to  books,  but  rather  of  that  natural  facility  which  ena- 
bled him  to  see  clearer  and  further  into  his  subject  than  others 
of  his  class-fellows,  who  trusted  solely  to  the  good  old  habit  of 
drudgery,  for  the  chances  of  literary  distinction.  But,  while  a 
mere  boy,  Campbell  appears  to  have  had  the  enviable  tact  of 
looking  into  a  book,  and  extracting  from  it  whatever  was  valua- 
ble. He  took  the  cream  and  left  what  remained  for  the  perusal 
of  less  fastidious  readers. 

During  this  session,  though  under  fourteen  years  of  age,  he 
received  from  the  hands  of  the  professors  one  prize  for  his  Latin, 
and*a  second  for  some  English  verses.  In  the  same  year  he 
gained  a  third  prize — a  bursary,  or  exhibition,  on  Archbishop 
Leigh  ton's  foundation — after  a  hard  struggle,  and  fair  competi- 
tion before  the  whole  Faculty,  in  construing  and  writing  Latin 
with  a  student  several  years  his  senior,  "  who,  far  from  being 
reckoned  stupid,  was  looked  upon  as  a  respectable  scholar." 
The  prize  volume  presented  to  him  on  the  first  of  May  by  the 
amiable  and  learned  Professor  Richardson,  bore  a  flattering 
inscription.* 

Whatever,  on  the  score  of  successful  application  to  his  studies, 

3 

^  *  Thomas  Campbell,  puer  mazimas  spei  et  sapientiffi  et  prudentiae,  di^ 
cipulus  in  daaee  Latina,  booce  pnemium  merito  conscquutus  est 

(Signed)  Oul.  Richarimon. 
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applies  to  Campbell  during  his  first  session  at  the  University, 
may  with  equal  justioe  be  applied  to  him  in  every  other  that 
followed.  Nothing  is  further  firom  my  intention  than  to  substi- 
tute panegyrics  for  plain  substantia]  facts ;  but  not  to  be  liberal 
in  praise,  where  praise  is  so  well  merited,  were  an  act  of  injus- 
tice to  the  living,  as  well  as  to  the  dead.  His  success  at  Col- 
lide forms  an  interesting  page  in  its  history.  An  example  of 
such  brilliant  success  under  so  many  adverse  circumstances, 
must  not  be  lost  sight  of.  To  others  who,  like  Campbell,  have 
felt,  or  have  yet  to  feel — 

** How  hard  it  is  to  climb 


The  steep  where  tame*8  proud  temple  shines  afv  " — 

his  example  will  be  a  source  of  comfort  and  encouragement. 
To  all  who,  by  the  same  rugged  path,  may  hereafter  aspire  to 
similar  distinction,  his  perseverance — that  knew  no  abatement 
and  feared  no  discomfiture,  will  serve  as  a  watch-word  to  cheer 
them  on,  in  their  literary  career. 

In  addition  to  the  Greek  and  Roman  classics,  which  occupied 
the  first  place  in  his  small  library,  his  favorite  authors  were  Mil- 
ton, Pope,  Thomson^  Gray,  Goldsmith,  and  some  of  the  elder 
dramatists,  whom  he  introduced  many  years  afterwards  to  the 
world  in  his  *^ Specimens  of  the  British  Poets."  "Milton's 
Paradise  Lost,"  however,  appears  to  have  been  oftener  in  his 
hands  at  this  time  than  any  other  book  in  his  possession.  The 
copy  is  a  pocket-edition,  and  shows  the  frequent  iiandling  it 
must  have  had.  The  "  dilapidated*'  state  of  the  binding,  the 
blotted  leaves  and  ragged  edges,  afiford  clear  proof  of  the  severe 
ordeal  to  which  '*  Mister*  John  Milton"  must  have  been  sub- 
jected by  his  future  commentator,  who  was  destined,  as  will  be 
seen  hereafter,  to  occupy  the  very  chamber  in  which  Milton 
wrote  his  "  Defence  of  the  People  of  England."  Among  the 
authors  of  a  very  different  class  who  shared  in  his  admiration, 
was  Smollett,  whose  grotesque  characters,  as  he  afterwards  de- 
clares, used  to  throw  him  into  paroxysms  of  laughter.  Fielding 
he  also  read,  or  attempted  to  read,  but  it  was  not  until  late  in 
life  that  he  did  so  with  any  degree  of  relish — "  I  had  not  then 
mind  enough,"  he  says,  "  to  grasp  and  appreciate  the  thoughts 

*  This  hoDorable  preifiz  stands  in  the  title-page,  tnused  by  Campbell's 
pea  Notes  and  hieroglyphics — men,  animals,  and  hybrids,  are  liberally 
sprinkled  over  his  early  favorites  by  the  same  lively  "  critic."  He  after- 
wards gave  the  **  Milton,"  as  a  keeptidce,  to  his  Inend  John  Richardson, 
Esq^W.a 
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of  that  admirable  writer."  Locke,  as  already  mentioned,  was 
one  of  the  authors  most  strongly  recommended  by  his  father  as 
an  intellectual  study ;  the  Sermons  of  the  younger  Sherlock,  so 
remarkable  for  their  ingenuity  and  elegance,  Doddridge's  "  Fam- 
ily Expositor,'*  and  the  "  Life  of  Colonel  Gardiner,"  were  often 
resorted  to  **  in  his  precocioiis  boyhood,  with  an  interest  and 
relish  for  which  he  could  never  account**  To  the  poets  above 
mentioned  it  is  superfluous  to  add  the  name  of  Bums,  whose 
poems  were  now  in  everybody's  hands,  and  to  whose  consum- 
mate genius — as  the  "  high  chief  of  Scottish  song** — no  brother 
poet  has  ever  paid  more  hearty  homage  than  Campbell. 

The  flattering  auspices  under  which  this  curriculum  at  the 
University  had  commenced,  exerted  a  marked  and  favorable 
influence  upon  the  whole  course  of  the  Poet's  studies.  But 
with  that  modesty  which  marks  every  expression  when  he  speaks 
of  himself  or  his  attainments,  he  disclaims  all  title  to  that  ex- 
treme praise  which  has  been  so  liberally  bestowed  upon  him 
during  his  academical  career.  "  Some  of  my  biographers,*'  he 
observes,  "  have  in  their  friendly  zeal  exaggerated  my  triumphs 
at  the  University.  It  is  not  true  that  I  carried  away  all  the 
prizes ;  for  I  was  idle  in  some  of  the  classes,  and  being  obliged 
by  my  necessities  to  give  elementary  instruction  to  younger 
lads,  my  powers  of  attention  were  exhausted  in  teaching  when 
I  ought  to  have  been  learning.*'  This  fact,  so  ingenuously  sta- 
ted by  Campbell,  may  naturally  awaken  feelings  of  regret  in 
the  reader's  mind.  He  may  wish,  in  the  generosity  of  his  heart, 
that  a  youth,  endowed  with  so  many  excellent  qualities,  had 
himself  enjoyed  the  advantages  of  a  private  tutor,  instead  of 
ofliciating  as  one — that  his  time  had  been  exclusively  employed 
in  cultivating  the  riches  of  his  own  mind,  instead  of  wasting  its 
strength  in  improving  the  barrenness  of  others.  But  the  "  ne- 
cessities" to  which  he  alludes,  as  the  cause  of  "exhaustion," 
were  not  without  some  alleviating  circumstances — circumstances, 
too,  whioh  were  flattering  to  his  attaintnents  and  capabilities ; 
for  it  was  in  compliment  to  these,  that  the  professors  recom- 
mended him  so  early  to  the  responsible  office  of  a  College  tutor. 
Had  the  state  of  his  finances  been  less  urgent — ^had  he  even 
enjoyed  all  the  benefit  which  ample  means,  with  a  full  and  free 
command  of  his  time,  might  be  supposed  to  confer — still  I  can 
hardly  believe  that  the  result  would  have  been  more  favorable 
to  his  own  personal  advancement.  While  instructing  "  younger 
lads,"  he  was  laying  a  more  solid  foundation  for  his  own  fame ; 
the  responsibility  in  which  he  thus  engaged,  became  a  powerful 
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stimulus  to  his  exertion,  that  he  might  fully  justify  the  confi- 
dence reposed  in  him  by  the  professors.  Had  the  disposal  of 
his  time,  and  the  free  indulgence  in  ^^  recreations/'  been  left  to 
himself,  it  may  be  fairly  doubted  whether  they  would  have  been 
turned  to  a  better,  or  even  to  so  good  an  account  What  he 
now  read  thrice,  for  the  sake  of  his  pupil,  he  would  then  pro- 
bably have  read  only  once,  for  his  own.  Possessing,  as  he  did, 
from  nature,  the  elements  of  a  great  mind,  he  would  have  given 
proofe  of  greatness  under  any  circumstances,  prosperous  or  ad- 
verse ;  but  it  is  very  questionable  whether  any  influence,  save 
that  under  which  he  was  actually  placed — the  force  of  neces- 
sity— would  have  conducted  him  to  that  degree  of  excellence 
to  which,  as  a  classic  poet,  he  so  speedily  and  so  permanently 
attained.  He  frankly  admits,  indeed,  that  he  was  ^*  idle  in  some 
of  the  classes" — ^in  which  classes  he  does  not  say;  but  as  he 
was  successful  in  all,  it  is  difficult  to  believe — and  under  such 
teachers  we  know  it  was  impossible — that  so  many  occasional 
premiums,  and  so  many  annual  prizes,  could  have  been  awarded 
to  "  idleness."  But  the  truth  seems  to  be  this ;  Campbell  placed 
his  standard  of  "  diligence"  so  high,  that  every  degree  of  appli- 
cation falling  abort  of  that  standard,  was  to  be  stigmatized  as 
"  idleness.'' 

That  he  had  "  fits  of  indolence,"  however,  is  not  to  be  denied ; 
but  his  attainments — almost  unparalleled  for  a  boy  of  his  years — 
clearly  prove  that  these  "fits''  must  have  been  very  short,  and 
that  the  intervals  were  filled  up  with  great  and  continued  indus- 
try. In  the  preparation  of  his  school  and  college  exercises, 
he  uniformly  outstripped  his  competitors ;  and  then,  probably, 
"  idled  away "  the  superfluous  time,  until  he  was  overtaken ; 
when  he  again  shot  ahead,  finished  his  task,  and  relapsed  into 
what  he  calls  "  indolence,"  as  before ;  while  the  others,  by  stead- 
ily plodding  on  in  the  rear,  seemed  to  be  the  very  personifica- 
tions of  patient  industry.  They  were,  so  to  speak,  running  the 
game  race ;  but  the  race  between  young  Campbell  and  the  ma- 
jority of  his  class-fellows,  was  like  that  between  the  hare  and 
the  tortoise,  in  the  fable — with  this  difference,  that,  when  over- 
taken, the  Poet  was  never  found  asleep.  Necessity  for  labor, 
and  thirst  for  academic  honors,  had  been  enforced  and  cherished 
from  his  very  infancy ;  and  the  happy  result  was,  that — 

"  from  his  cradle 
He  WB8  a  Bcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one.* 

Among  the  notes  illustrativo  of  this  period,  and  kindly  fur- 
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nished  to  me  by  one  of  his  earliest  friends,  I  find  that  Campbell 
was  still  very  constant  in  his  addressee  to  the  Muses,  and  finished 
m  little  poem,  which  he  had  printed  in  the  ballad  form,  and  dis- 
tributed among  his  fellow-students.  ^  When  he  was  preparing 
this  for  the  press,"  says  a  friend^  ^'  he  came  to  my  lodging  wi^ 
the  manuscript,  and  we  looked  it  over,  with  a  view  to  correct 
whatever  might  require  emendation/*  He  got  it  printed  on  a 
slip  of  paper,  "  like  a  baw-bee  ballad  f  and,  from  its  resemblance 
in  scenery  and  subject  to  "  Lord  UUin's  Daughter,"  it  was  pro- 
bably the  first  form  of  that  ballad,  which  he  afterwards  so  beau- 
tifrdly  re-cast  while  residing  in  the  Highlands.  It  began  with 
these  lines : — 

"  Loud  shrieked  afiEir  the  angry  <prHe 
That  rode  upon  the  storm  of  night ; 
And  loud  the  waves  were  heara  to  roar 
That  la^ed  on  Morveo's  rocky  shore  f — 

which,  if  compared  with  those  in  the  ballad  published,  we  shall 
find  the  resemblance  sufiiciently  striking  to  warrant  such  a  con- 
jecture— 

"  By  this  the  storm  grew  loud  apace ; 
The  water-wiaith  was  shrieking  "  Ac* 

In  the  course  of  the  winter  Session,  an  original  debating  dub, 
out  of  which  sprang  the  ^'  Discursive,"  was  formed  among  the 
students.  The  members  assembled  once  a-week  at  each  other's 
lodgings,  but  chiefly  in  those  of  Mr.  Hamilton  Paul,  then  study- 
ing Theology.  **  Campbell,"  says  this  gentleman,  in  his  recol- 
lections of  tiiose  meetings,  ^'  was  a  strenuous  supporter  of  this 
dub ;  and,  although  the  youngest  among  us,  was  the  most  fluent 
speaker."  But  a  difference  took  place  on  account  of  some  warm 
and  unguarded  *'  speeches,"  and  threatened  the  dissolution  of 
the  society.  Mr.  Paul,  however,  wrote  a  poem  which  recondled 
the  belligerents.  It  described  a  levee  of  the  heathen  gods,  held 
on  Mount  Olympus.  A  keen  debate  commenced,  and  a  quarrel 
ensued.  The  speeches  were  given : — Campbell  was  Cupid,  Paul 
was  Mercury,  and  the  other  divinities  were  personated  by  several 
of  their  class-fellows.  Cupid's  speech  was  greatly  admired : — 
**  They  all  coofSBssed  'twas  wondrous  in  a  child  T 

■.        Ill  —  — —    -        -  —  - —    -  ~ -  I  -  -  I 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  the  ballad,  printed  as  described,  has 
bcoi  kindly  handed  to  me  by  one  of  the  Poers  faxxaij.  In  the  printed 
copy  it  is  entiticd  **  Morven  and  Fillan,"  and  comprises  140  lines,  many  of 
which  are  spirited  and  original  The  subject  appears  to  have  been  sug- 
gested by  one  of  the  **  Poems  of  Ossian,  of  which  young  Campbell  wajs 
an  eariy  admirer. 
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and  Campbell  himself  thought  he  had  never  listened  with  half 
so  much  pleasure  to  any  ^*  imputed  speech.''  Harmony  was 
restored ;  but  the  club  languished,  and,  at  length,  died  of  sheer 
inanition.  At  this  stirring  period,  the  spirit  of  rivalry  was  at  its 
height  among  the  young  students.  By  incessant  cultivation,  all 
the  powers  of  intellect  were  quickened,  like  hot-house  plants, 
into  premature  growth  and  activity.  Other  dubs  were  soon 
organized ;  and  other  excitements,  to  friendly  competition  among 
the  younger  Academics,  as  quickly  followed.  The  oratories 
displays  of  the  evening — often  prolonged  till  midnight — were 
the  almost  exclusive  topics  of  the  following  day's  conversation 
in  the  class-rooms,  and  on  the  College  Green. 

Early  in  the  spring  of  this  year,  a  litUe  incident  occurred  in 
the  mathematical  cIiubs,  taught  by  Mr.  Miller,  of  which  Campbell 
was  a  student,  which  excited  considerable  merriment  It  was 
an  examination-day,  when  the  students  were  to  be  severally 
questioned  by  the  Professor  on  their  proficiency  in  the  Books  of 

Euclid.     One  of  them,  a  Mr.  F ,  the  least  expert,  but  most 

confident,  tyro  in  the  class,  certain,  as  he  thought,  of  gaining 
eclat  by  this  competition,  made  no  secret,  in  lus  conversation 
with  others,  of  the  pleasing  assurance  with  which  he  was  inspired 
of  earning  for  himself  a  proud  and  lasting  distinction.  His  ambi- 
tion, however,  greatly  overstepped  h\s  abilities.  When  his  turn 
came,  "  he  completely  &iled  in  the  solution — ^his  courage  boggled 
at  the  formidable  Pons  Asinorum  !  he  lost  the  power  of  speech ; 
and,  to  the  infinite  amusement  of  his  malicious  competitors,  re- 
turned, confused  and  stumbling,  to  his  seat" 

Out  of  this  little  adventure  sprung  the  following  ^'etf  cT  esprit,'^  < 
by  Campbell,  who  describes  the  attack  on  the  '^  tete-de-pont^ 
quite  en  mUitaire^  and  as  an  exploit  by  *  Miller's  Hussars.' ''     It 
was  handed  about  and  read  with  great  relish  by  his  class-fel- 
lows:— 

THE   PONS  ASINORUM;  ob,   THE   ASSES'  BRIDGR 

A  Sonfff  written  in  Mr,  J,  MUler'§  Mathematical  Clots, 

Am  MiUei's  Hiusaiii  marched  up  to  the  wars, 
With  their  captain  in  person  before  'em ; 
It  happened  one  day  tnat  they  met  on  their  way, 
With  tne  dangerous  Pont  Annorwn  I 

*  Fdr  the  copy  here  subjoined,  I  am  indebted  to  an  early  friend  of  the 

Poet»  J.  R ,  JSaOy  who  showed  me  the  original  manuscript    I  have  col 

lated  it  with  another  autograph  copy,  presented  by  the  roet  to  a  lady, 
while  resident  in  Mull ;  but  there  is  yery  little  diffnfiBnoe  between  the  two 
**  originala»"  except  in  three  or  ibur  woraa. 
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Kow  see  the  bold  band,  each  a  sword  in  his  hand, 
And  his  Euclid  for  target  before  him ; 
Not  a  soul  of  them  all  could  the  dangers  appal 
Of  the  hazardous  PofU  Arinonan  ! 

While  the  streamers  wide  flew,  and  the  loud  trumpets  blew, 
And  the  drum  beat  responsive  before  'em ; 
Then  Miller  their  chief  thus  harangued  them  in  brief, 
'Bout  the  dangerous  Pon$  Annorum  t 

"  My  soldiers,"  said  he,  "  though  dangers  there  be, 
Yet  behave  with  a  proper  decorum ; 
Dismiss  ev'ry  fear,  and  with  boldness  draw  near 
To  the  dangerous  P<m»  Annorum  T 

Now  it  chanced  in  the  van  stood  a  comical  man, 

Who,  as  Miller  strode  bravely  before  him, 

To  his  sorrow  soon  found  that  his  brains  were  wheeled  round, 

As  he  marched  to  the  Pont  Ann&rum  I 

O  sorrowful  wight,  how  sad  was  his  plight, 

When  he  looked  at  the  Pons  Annorum  f* 

Soon  the  fright  took  his  heels,  like  a  drunkard  he  reels, 

And  his  head  flew  like  thunder  before  him. 

So  rude  was  the  jump,  as  the  mortal  fell  plump, 

That  not  Miller  mmself  could  restore  him ; 

So  his  comrades  were  left,  of  **  Plumbano"  bereft, 

O  pitiful  plight,  to  deplore  him !  T.  0.  at  18. 


It  was  during  the  same  term  at  College,  and  in  the  Greek 
class  which  young  Campbell  attended  with  so  much  acknow- 
ledged credit  to  himself,  that  another  Uttle  incident  occurred, 
which  brought  his  poetical  talent  before  the  Professor  in  a  rather 
pleasing  and  interesting  light  Some  public  ceremony  or  pro- 
cession, it  seems,  had  just  been  announced  as  about  to  take  pUoe 
in  the  city ;  and  being  of  a  very  attractive  description,  the  lead- 
ers in  the  Greek  class  were  taking  very  active  measures  for  secu- 
ring a  "holiday;"  but  were  sadly  puzzled  how  they  should 
^^  memorialize"  the  Professor,  so  as  to  make  sure  of  his  indul- 
gence. The  "  show"  was  expected  to  be  even  much  finer  than 
was  at  first  imagined ;  and  yet,  was  it  to  be  "  all  Homer  and  no 
holiday  ?"  In  this  dilemma,  young  Campbell  tacitly  took  upon 
himself  the  office  of  "  junior  counsel  in  Greek,"  for  the  whole 
class,  and  soon  made  himself  master  of  the  "  case."  Next  morn- 
ing, when  the  students  had  all  assembled,  much  chagrined  at 


•  flfOi  Propoflition  of  the  first  Book  of  Eodid 
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the  little  success  that  had  attended  their  deliberations,  the  Pro- 
fessor took  his  seat  as  usual. 

On  opening  a  Greek  text  book  that  lay  on  his  desk,  he  ob- 
served a  neatly-folded  manuscript,  respectfully  addressed  to  him- 
selfi  and  "  humbly  praying,  &c.,"  as  all  petitioners  do.  He  took 
it  up,  turned  it  over,  as  if  to  throw  it  aside ;  but,  seeing  that  it 
was  written  in  poetry,  he  was  struck  with  the  novelty,  and  at 
length  read  it  over  with  much  apparent  attention.  His  class- 
fellows  knew  nothing  of  what  was  going  on ;  but  young  Camp- 
bell was  literally  trembling  for  the  fate  of  his  "  first  piece,"  and 
the  "  hoUday !"  And  while  he  watched  with  intense  anxiety  the 
rather  equivocal  smile  that  played  about  the  Professor^s  lips, 
daring  the  perusal,  his  fears  too  clearly  suggested  that  it  was  in 
contempt  of  the  petitioner !  He  even  thought  he  could  dis- 
tinctly 

"trace 
The  day's  diflasiers  in  his  maming  fiu;e  T 

In  a  few  minutes,  however,  he  was  agreeably  surprised  to  hear 
his  name  pronounced  in  the  presence  of  the  whole  class  with  a 
Yerj  handlsome  compliment  attached  to  it,  and  followed  by  the 
£Eur  more  captivating  announcement,  that  the  ^^  holiday  was 
panted  /"  Granted ! — ^The  word  was  electric :  the  students  re- 
turned hasty  and  boisterous  thanks,  and,  rushing  forth  to  the 
market-place,  spent  a  **  glorious  holiday,"  with  the  young 
Tyrtsus  at  their  head. 

From  the  date  of  this  petition,  young  Campbell  was  honored 
with  marked  attention  by  Professor  Young,  wnose  approbation, 
in  this  instance,  stimulated  him  to  such  increased  diligence  in 
his  study  of  Greek,  that  he  soon  gave  proofe  of  his  proficiency 
by  those  elegant  translations  which  still  maintain  tneir  place 
among  his  published  poems.*" 

The  next  winter,  namely,  that  of  1792-3,  brought  Thomas 
Campbell  a  fresh  accession  of  Academical  honors.  He  was  a 
student  in  the  Logic  class,  taught  by  Professor  Jardine,  and,  at 
the  close  of  the  term,  received  the  eighth  prize  for  the  best  com- 
position on  various  subjects.  In  the  same  year  he  received  the 
third  prize  in  the  Greek  class  for  exemplary  conduct  as  a  student. 
Professor  Jardine  made  him  one  of  the  "  very  earliest  examiners 

*  Hub  anecdote  was  a  great  &yorite  with  the  poef  s  mother,  who  al- 
ways considered  the  success  of  her  son's  ''  Petition    to  the  professor,  and 
the  grant  of  a  holiday  to  the  whole  class,  as  the  first  fruits  of  his  poetical 
genius.    I  had  it  from  a  personal  friend  and  relation  of  Mra  Campbell 
Vol.  I. — 4 
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of  the  exercises,  sent  in  by  the  other  students  of  the  Logic  class" 
— the  highest  compliment  that  could  have  been  oflfered  to  a  boy 
of  his  years.  Among  his  prose  exercises  at  this  time,  is  the  fol- 
lowing short  essay  on  "  Sympathy,"  which  clearly  shows  that 
the  cStivation  of  poetry  had  not  retarded  the  elegance  of  his 
prose. 

SYMPATHY. 

**  Homo  mm,  hamanl  nihil  a  me  alieniun  pnto."— Tbrkncb,  HcauL 

No  principle  in  our  common  nature  can  be  more  noble  than  thftt  which 
abetracts  our  minds  from  the  narrow  sphere  of  our  own  private  good,  and 
gives  us  a  share  in  all  the  interests*  of  others.  It  is  a  principle  not  only 
noble  in  itself,  but  in  a  certain  measure  agreeable :  and,  wonderful  though 
it  is,  yet  the  Author  of  our  being  hath  annexed  pleasure,  for  very  wise 
ends,  even  to  thtjse  emotions  which  the  distress  or  danger  of  others  may 
excite  in  our  breasts.  Were  the  thoughts  and  views  of  men  confined  en- 
tirely to  themselves,  a  great  part  of  the  comforts,  both  of  society  and 
individuals,  would  be  at  an  end.  Were  not  otliers  to  share  in  our  ioys,  so 
much  comfort  would  bo  wanting.  Distress  would  be  almost  intolerable, 
without  a  sympathizing  friend  And  were  we  al"^ays  left  in  danger  without 
omistance,  tlio  calamities  of  hfe  would  be  rendered  innumerable.  Sym- 
pathy is,  tJicrefore,  on  tlic  part  of  those  on  whom  it  is  bestowed,  an  addition 
to  pleasure,  and  an  alleviation  of  pain ;  and  on  the  part  of  those  by 
whom  it  is  exercised,  the  source  of  very  noble,  laudable,  and  refined  emo- 
tions of  pleasure.     And  in  those  two  views  we  shall  consider  it 

It  gives  considerable  relish  to  prosperty  to  see  it  looked  upon  by  others 
with  an  eye  of  pleasure ;  whether  it  be  that  it  gives  us  a  sort  of  assurance 
that  we  have  merited  such  prosperity,  or  that  the  benevolence  of  thoee 
who  participate  in  our  ioys  fills  our  mmds  with  a  glow  of  gratitude,  which, 
being  delightful  in  itself,  must  add  delight  to  all  kinds  of  pleasure :  but 
at  any  rate,  it  never  fails  to  perfect  enjoyment,  and  where  it  is  wanting, 
enjoyment  must  be  selfish.  lis  advantages,  however,  in  tiiis  last  respect 
are  but  trifling,  when  compared  with  its  effects  in  alleviating  sorrow.  When 
all  other  earthly  comfort<i  fail,  the  very  thought  that  there  is  a  friend  who 
feels  for  our  distress,  can  diffuse  a  secret  satisfaction  through  the  soul ;  and 
we  love  the  sympathizer,  even  though  he  cannot  relieve  us,  because  the 
load  of  grief  seems  not  to  hang  entirely  upon  ourselves.  Though  the 
fiercest  diseases  convulse  our  frame,  and  though  the  most  rugged  passions 
torture  our  breast^  sympathy  has  power  to  soften  them.  "•  As  uoesoms 
and  flowers  are  strewea  upon  the  earth  by  the  hand  of  spring;  as  the 
kindness  of  sununer  produceth  in  perfection  the  kindnras  of  autumn ;  so 
the  smiles  of  pity  shed  blessings  on  the  children  of  misfortune."*  So  &r 
can  sympathy  soothe  where  it  cannot  assist ;  but  what  gladness  fills  the 
soul  of  those  that  are  delivered  from  distress  and  danger  by  the  sympathy 
of  others  I  They  are  filled  with  a  thousand  agreef3>le  emotions,  all  of 
which  tend  to  rdSne  ihe  soul ;  of  these,  there  is  none  more  powerful  than 
gratitude,  a  passion  which  never  fJEuls  to  improve  the  hearty  and  banish 
adfiHhnefw  entirely  from  the  mind 

*  "  CBcoDomy  of  Human  lafe." 
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To  enter  iDto  the  feelings  of  others  is  agreeable  to  those  who  exercise 
aympathy.  The  pleasure  of  sympathizing  with  the  ioy  of  others,  will 
appear  sufficiently  when  we  contrast  it  wim  those  exated  by  the  envy  of 
another's  good.  It  never,  like  envy,  leaves  a  sting  behind ;  it  is  liberal  and 
DoUe,  of  which  conscience  must  always  approve.  To  sympathize  with 
sorrow  is  not  onlj  grateful  to  the  mind,  but  also  by  its  mild  influence 
it  directs  it  to  virtuous  pursuits ;  renders  us  highly  useful  to  mankind ; 
and,  consequently,  more  acceptable  to  our  Divine  Tarcnt  It  directs  the 
mind  to  virtue,  because  it  takes  away  every  turbulent  passion,  and  renders 
it  calm  and  s«%ne ;  it  rend^v  us  useful  to  mankind,  oy  making  us  eager 
to  relieve  others  from  dan^r  and  distress.  Real  sympathy  lays  aside  all 
distinctions  of  rank,  and  curcumstanoes,  and  bids  us  be  the  general  friends 
of  mankind. 

What  incentive  have  we,  then,  to  the  exercise  of  this  noble  principle ! 
AH  the  miotives  which  reason  can  suggest  are  cjeatly  heightened  by  the 
wcnxls  of  Ood  himsel£  Is  there  a  more  striding  characteristic  of  the 
Christian  religion  than  its  warm  exhortation  to  be  the  friend  of  mankind! 
Let  us,  therefore,  strive  to  improve  sympathy ;  its  advantages  are  innu- 
merable ;  it  improves  virtue,  strengthens  friendship,  and  makes  us  univer- 
sally beloved.  Our  endeavors  to  improve  it  will  be  chiefly  assisted  by 
banishing  pernicious  passions  from  our  breast ;  such  as  selfishness,  avarice, 
and  revenge,  so  un&voralde  to  yirtue  in  general* 

Thomas  Oampbkll^  iet  14, 

His  coasin,  Mrs.  Johnstone,  has  a  distinct  recollection  of  the 
young  poet  at  this  time.  He  used  to  spend  a  day,  now  and  then, 
at  her  father's  house,  a  short  distance  from  Glasgow.  '*  There,'* 
she  observes,  "  he  was  always  welcomed  as  a  special  favorite ;  for, 
to  the  most  unassuming  manners  were  united  a  gaiety  and  cheer- 
fulness of  disposition  which  he  had  the  art  of  communicating 
to  every  one  around  him.''  It  was  there  he  laid  aside  his  Greek 
and  Latin,  and  entertained  the  fireside  circle  with  one  anecdote 

*  The  following  note  is  appended  to  this  exercise  by  the  Professor  :— 

**  The  author  of  this  essay  deserves*  commendation ;  for  he  has  treated 
the  subject  with  accuracy,  and,  in  most  cases,  expressed  himself  with 
elegance.  It  might  have  been  proper  to  have  said  something  at  the  be- 
ginning respecting  the  situation  in  which  the  words  ffomo  tum^  Ac  were 
uttered,  liie  expressioD,  "  abstracts  our  minds  from  the  narrow  sphere"  in 
the  first  sentence,  is  awkward.  We  do  not  agree  with  the  author,  in  page 
first,  that  Ood  has  implanted  in  our  nature  an  emotion  of  pleasure  on  con- 
templating the  saffermgs  of  a  felloe-creature — ^this  is  omv  the  case  with 
the  cmel  and  barbarous.  There  are  a  few  orthographical  errors'  which 
are  marked,  as  also  a  few  awkward  expressions ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  the 
Exerdse  is  a  good  one,  and  entitles  the  author  to  mudi  oonunendatioiL 

(Signed)  John  Jabodol 


■  These  are — agreable^  thrice  so  spelt — tympcUhyze—eympathyxinff — 
mrswt(s — the,  for  our.  Nearly  all  the  mmns  Ijegm  with  a  capittd  letter, 
The  band-writing  is  one  of  the  bett  specimens  of  his  chirography. 
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after  another,  until  the  hoore  seemed  to  have  passed  away  quite 
luwonsdously.  He  was  "  capital  in  telling  aold  farrant  stones ;" 
and,  even  at  that  early  age,  could  personate,  for  the  time,  any 
of  the  remarkable  charad^rs  in  or  about  college, — and  these 
were  not  few, — with  an  accuracy  that  rendered  it  still  more  lu- 
dicrous. On  these  social  occasions,  also,  he  had  recourse  to  his 
German  flute,  with  which,  although  he  never  became  a  profi- 
dent  on  that  instrument — ^he  coidd  strike  in  now  and  then  with 
m  solo.  But  his  collection  of  airs  was  very  limited,  and  gener- 
ally of  a  plaintive  character ;  for  although  the  Glasgow  Militta, 
then  daily  exercising  in  full  uniform  on  the  College-green, 
seemed  to  have  inspired  him  with  no  common  degree  of  military 
ardor,  yet  the  prevailing  sentiment,  both  in  his  flute  and  his 
Bongs,  was  that  of  a  tender  melancholy.  .  Of  the  latter,  one  that 
was  just  struck  off  the  anvil,  and  which  he  sang  with  great  feel- 
ing was  "  TTie  Irish  Harper^ : — 

<<  Where  now  Aall  1 90^  poor,  forsaken,  aiKi  Wod  f 
Where  find  one  to  guide  me,  flo  fidfhftil  and  kind  t 
To  my  sweet  native  village,  so  fiu*,  fiu*  away, 
I  shall  never  more  return  with  my  poor  dog  Tray  T 


The  second  College-session  was  now  drawing  to  a  close : 
Prize-day,  the  animating  first  of  May,  was  in  view ;  and,  in  all 
the  classes,  more  or  less  excitement  prevailed  as  to  the  verdict 
to  be  pronounced  on  the  various  competitors,  who  were  anxiously 
indulging  the  hope  of  success.  Campbell  had  not  been  idle ; 
for,  in  addition  to  the  exercises  composed  for  the  Logic  class,  a 
specimen  of  which  has  just  been  seen,  he  had  sent  in  a  Poem 
entitled — *^  A  Description  of  tiie  Distribution  of  Prizes  in  the 
Common  Hall  of  the  University  of  Glasgow  on  the  1st  of  May, 
1793,"  with  this  motto  from  Pope — 

"Nor  fame  I sligfat,  nor  for  her  &vor  call; 
She  oomea  un&dk'd  for,  if  the  cornea  at  aU." 

But  to  those  who  knew  yoimg  Campbell  as  the  poetical 
"  Hotspur'^  of  the  College,  these  very  unassuming  lines  meant, 
that  it  would  much  surprise  himself  and  some  others,  if  the  prize 
should  not  fall  into  his  hands.  The  event  turned  out  as  he, 
no  doubt,  and  most  of  his  class-fellows  expected.  The  ''  Poem 
on  Description "  carried  off  the  prize ;  and  as  it  shows  what 
progress  the  author  had  made  since  the  previous  autumn,  and 
now  he  was  improving  in  the  strength  and  harmony  of  his 
versification,  the  original  is  here  subjoined : — 
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THE  FIRST  OF  MAY,  1798* 

Fhcebus  has  lia^n ;  and  many  a  glittering  ray 
Diffuses  splendor  o'er  the  auspicious  day : 
This  is  the  day — sure,  Nature  well  may  smile- 
When  present  glory  crowns  forgotten  toil ; 
When  honor  lifts  aloft  the  happy  few, 
And  laurefd  worth  attracts  the  wondering  view. 

Th'  appointed  hour,  that  warns  to  raeet^  is  near; 
A  mixed  assemblage  oo  the  Oreen  appear ; 
Some  in  gar  dubs,  and  some  in  pain  advaneO) 
An  hundred  busy  tongues  are  heard  at  once. 
Some,  on  the  long-extended  gravel-walk, 
Join'd  friend  to  fiiend,  in  serious  converse  talk. 
Their  tones  are  different,  one  content  proclaims ; 
And  one,  in  frantic  jealousy,  declaims 
Against  a  rival's  name — **  Tis  quite  absivd : 
He  write  the  theme  t  he  never  wrote  one  wmd  I 
Sir,  I  assure  you,  'twas  a  tutor  wrote  it  1 
And  he  to  dass — a  shameful  lorg'ry — ^brought  it* 
Such,  DisappointmeBt)  is  thine  empty  strain ; 
So,  crossed  Ambition  vents  his  inward  pain  t 

Meanwhile  the  destined  victor,  througn  the  throng, 
Elate  with  conscious  glory,  moves  along : 
Joy  glistens  in  his  eye,  erects  his  mien, 
And  fills  his  bosom  with  th*  approaching  soena 
He  sees  the  massv  volume,  feels  its  weighty 
And  views  himself  advance  in  visionary  state  I 

From  yonder  spire  is  heard  the  solemn  bell ; 
The  distant  crowds  are  summoned  at  the  knell  I 
See,  at  the  narrow  outlet,  where  they  push, 
All,  all  is  tumult ;  to  the  courts  they  rush : 
With  hasty  steps,  I  see  them  seek  the  gate 
Where  countless  swarms  before  the  doors  await : 
Spectators,  here  conven'd  awhile  to  gaze, 
Glad  for  some  friend  th*  applauding  shout  to  raise, 
And  some,  perhaps,  to  hear  a  brother's  name 
FuU  proud  at  heart,  amidst  the  ILsts  of  fame. 

At  last  the  doors  unfold : — fast,  fast  within 
Compacted  numbers  rush  with  bustling  din ; 
Rude  the  assault,  and  boisf rous  is  the  fray, 
And  nought  but  trampling  force  secures  a  way. 
Hius,  if  things  mighty  can  compare  with  small. 
Before  the  opening  of  some  battered  wall. 
Thus,  at  the  breadi,  in  dread,  defenceless  hour. 
With  rushinff  might  embattled  squadrons  pour. 

Now  up  the  steirs  ascend  ^e  jarring  crew, 
And  the  long  hall  is  open'd  to  the  view : 

*  In  a  sole,  in  the  handwrlUng  of  the  poet*i  aistsr  Mary,  It  Is  reooided  that  this 
poem  wu  wTtttsn  in  his  u^ftk  yMur— thoof h  not  gtven  in  nnlil  1783. 
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There,  on  the  left,  the  pulpit  dad  in  green ; 
And  there,  the  bench  of  ojgnitj  is  seen. 
Where  Wisdom  sits,  with  equitable  sway, 
To  judee  th'  important  ments  of  the  day. 

The  doors  arc  fasten'd  silence  reigns  within, 
Now,  memorable  day  I  thy  joys  begin. — 
The  rcv'rend  voice  of  pow'r  is  heara  proclaim, 
In  solemn  tone,  the  votaries  of  fiune. 
Near  him  the  glittering  silver  medal  lies 
All  bright  to  view — ^'tis  Elocution's  prize. 
Three  rival  youths*  by  emulation  fird, 
To  tempt  the  dubious  contest  are  inspired : 
See,  in  voQ  distant  comer,  while  they  stand, 
Hope,  tear,  and  doubts  b^  turns,  their  breast  command. 
The  first  steps  forth,  amid  the  silent  gaze, 
Mounts  the  tall  rostrum,  and  his  parts  displays : 
A  second  rival,  and  a  third  ascend ; 
You  know  not  which  to  praise,  or  which  to  discommend. 
But  skill,  superior  judgment^  hath  decreed — 
The  anxious  rivals  from  suspense  are  freed  I 
And  thou,  thrice  happy  youth,  the  victor  found. 
Approach  I  while  plaudits  to  the  roof  resound. 
Approach  I  and  to  thy  heart  that  beats  with  pride, 
Oay,  glittering  honor,  be  the  riband  tied  I 

Thus  is  the  first  important  conquest  done ; 
More  youthful  honors  shall  be  soon  begun. 
See  yon  bright  store  of  volumes  in  a  row, 
Where  gold  and  Turkey's  gayest  honors  glow  I 
The  first,  the  brightest  volume's  reared  on  high  ; 
Probando,  prince  of  youths,  is  bid  draw  nigh. 
Tlie  youth  draws  nigh,  and,  hail'd  with  loud  applause, 
Receives  the  boon,  and  modestly  withdrawa 

Probando  is  a  youth  well  known  to  fame ;  ' 
Nor  e'er  inglorious  will  you  hear  his  name. 
'Tis  his  the  problem's  deep  abyss  to  sound. 
Nor  e'er  to  leaver  the  hidden  truth  unfound ; 
Tis  his,  the  syllogist's  dark  rule  to  ply, 
And  prove  absurd  the  sophism  e'er  so  sly, 
Or,  if  you  please,  with  deep  mysterious  skill. 
Make  you  talk  nonsense  ern  agiunst  your  will. 
To9it7/t4«,  next,  is  summoned  from  the  throng. 
His  head  light  tosses  as  he  moves  along : 
No  mean  reward  is  his, — ^but  why  so  vain  ? 
What  means  that  strutting  gait  and  crested  mane  ? 
Away  with  all  thy  light  affected  airs, 
For  honor  vanishes  when  pride  appears. 

The  third,  gay  glittering  volume,  hi^  is  reared : 
Mysterious  Jove  1    Plvmbano*t  name  is  heard : 
With  lazy  steps,  the  loiterer  quits  his  place — 
While  wonder  gazes  in  each  length  of  fece — 
Accepts  the  gift,  with  stinted  scrape  and  nod. 
And  slow  returns  with  an  unwortny  load. 
And  docs  Plumbano  bear  this  bright  reward, 
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Hiniaelf  unworthy  ? — Justice  unimpaired  ? 

Tis  strange  to  tell  I  and  yet  it  has  oeen  so ; 

The  eeeming  paradox  attend,  and  know 

Plumbano  is  a  youth,  as  £une  reports, 

The  pahn  of  victory  who  seldom  courts ; 

Full  many  a  race  inglorious  has  he  run, 

Passed  for  a  dunce,  but  'twas  to  him  aU  one. 

But  though  the  youth  ambition  ne'er  possessed, 

Neglect  and  scorn  could  touch  the  parents'  breast 

It  grieved  their  pride  to  see  their  favorite  boy 

No  mark  of  honor  with  the  rest  enjoy ; 

They  sought  the  cause  that  kept  his  spirits  low, 

And  fixed  a  glmnness  on  his  vacant  brow. 

All,  who  had  skill,  declared  without  a  pause, 

That  natural  dullness  was  the  only  cause  I 

Can  ought  remove  it  ?     Yes,  a  tutor's  got  I 

Plumbano's  past  appearance  is  foigot ; 

A  masterpiece  of  skill  each  theme  appears, 

The  tutord  dolt  outstrips  his  best  compeers ; 

Merit  is  brought  to  light,  before  unknown, 

Ah  I  merit  truly,  had  it  been  thine  own. 

Had  not  another  penn'd  the  admired  theme, 

Nor  thou,  at  truths  expense,  procur'd  thy  fame ! 

Tis  hard,  indeed,  but  yet  it  must  be  so, 

Well-honored  as  he  is,  the  dimce  may  go. — 

But,  let  me  tell  thee,  vain  deluded  boy, 

Small  is  the  glory  of  thy  glittering  toy  t 

Two  shining  boards  is  aU  about  the  book 

At  which  with  pleasure,  numskull,  thou  canst  look. 

Though  wisdom's  ample  stores  its  leaves  contain, 

By  thee,  unrifled,  they  shaU  there  remaia 

Qo,  dunce  !  to  all  the  world  thy  gift  be  shown, 

We  cannot  grudge  thee  what  is  not  thine  own  ! 

Thick  pass  the  honor'd  victors  of  the  day, 
Ingenio  Arewd,  and  Alacer  the  gay : 
Durando  grave,  Acerrimo  the  wit, 
Profunda  serious,  with  his  eyebrows  knit 
Countless  they  pass :  applauded,  each  returns ; 
While  o'er  his  cneek  the  ccxiscious  pleasure  bums. 
Meanwhile,  I  see  each  one  a  joy  impart 
To  some  glad  father^s,  friend's,  or  brother's  heart ! 
Full  glad  they  view  the  youth's  distinguished  praise, 
And,  midst  applauding  bursts,  in  sUence  fondly  gaze. 
A  well  pleas  a  smile  is  seen  on  cv'ry  &ce, 
Save  where,  afar,  in  yonder  secret  place, 
Foul  Envy,  blasted  at  another's  fame, 
O'er  the  pale  visage  casts  a  sickly  gleauL 
There  sit  a  silent,  solitary  few, 
Destin'd,  unseen,  anothers  fame  to  view ; 
For  whom  no  glittering  bocMu  is  raised  on  high, 
-    Nor  shouts  of  praise,  nor  dusty  volumes  fly  1 
Hard  lot,  while  knitted  brows  and  bitten  nails 
Diivloflo  the  envy  which  the  \sTetch  inhales. 
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Here  end  the  honors  that  to  worth  are  due : 
The  pleas'd  spectator  takes  his  last  adieu ! 
The  youth  are  left  alone : — ^let  all  attend 
To  -what  sage  wisdom  now  may  reoommendf* 
And  hear  the  advice  that  fain  would  profit  all. 
The  good  encourage,  and  the  bad  recall 
Long  may  these  precepts  warn  the  youthful  heart, 
And  long,  througn  life,  their  influence  impart ! 
Now,  go !  ye  prosp*rous,  be  not  too  elate. 
And  let  contentment  soothe  the  adverse  &te  1 

Thomas  Campbxll,  tet.  14. 


To  the  few  surviving  friends  who  annually  passed  this  May- 
day ordeal  in  the  Poet's  company,  and  who  witnessed  and 
shared  in  his  juvenile  triumphs,  the  preceding  "Description" 
may  revive  many  faded  images  of  college  life,  such  as  it  was 
fifty  years  ago.  Nor  will  they  require  any  key  to  explain  the 
incognitos  of  the  actual  heroes,  Probando,  Tonillus,  Plumbano, 
Ingenio,  Durando,  Acerrimo,  Profundo.  They  were  all  actual 
competitors  and — so  far  as  I  have  learned — all  friends,  or  fellow- 
students,  of  the  Poet  Plumbano,  it  may  be  remembered,  had 
already  signalised  himself  by  his  inglorious  retreat  from  the 
"  Pons  Asinorum." 

These  little  traits  of  a  satirical  vein  may  serve  to  illustrate  a 
passage  in  the  personal  reminiscence  of  Dr.  Duncan,  where  he 
observes,  that  "  the  whole  College  was  ringing  with  a  satirical 
effusion  of  Tom  Campbell,  in  which  every  member  of  the  *  Juri- 
dical'— himself  included — was  held  up  to  ridicule  in  no  very 
measured  terms."  The  particular  "effusion,"  however,  has  not 
fallen  into  my  hands,  although  I  have  epigrams  enough  to  have 
produced  the  effect  stated.  But  they  are  rather  too  personal 
and  caustic,  and  indicate  very  clearly  to  what  a  height  the  spirit 
of  faction  had  arrived — even  among  the  students. 

During  the  summer  of  this  year — or,  at  least,  for  several 
weeks  after  prize-day,  Campbell  appears  to  have  spent  the 
greater  portion  of  his  time  in  the  office  of  a  solicitor,  or  writer, 
in  Glasgow,  a  relation  by  his  mother's  side,  and  to  have  actually 
commenced  the  duties  of  an  apprenticeship.  This  gentleman 
was  the  late  Mr.  Alexander  Campbell ;  but,  as  he  informed  my 
correspondent,  "  the  young  Poet  came  to  his  office  only  on  trial, 
and,  disliking  the  business  on  better  acquaintance,  soon  left  the 
office  and  returned  to  more  congenial  pursuits."     What  these 
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pursuits  were  does  not  exactly  appear ;  but  that  he  was  diligent 
in  his  preparation  for  the  ensuing  session  at  <])oIlege,  and  in  al- 
most daily  correspondence  with  the  Muses,  is  abundantly  evi- 
dent by  the  translations  and  original  poems,  which  he  struck  off 
in  the  course  of  the  autunm. 

Among  the  miscellaneous  pieces,  was  one  inspired  by  the 
most  atrocious  event  of  the  day — an  event  "ovar  which  he  wept 
at  the  time,  and  the  mere  recollection  of  which,  after  the  lapse 
of  forty  years,  still  made  him  shudder."  It  was  the  following 
poem  on  Marie  Antoinette.  It  excited  much  attention  '^on  both 
sides  of  the  Green ;"  met  the  public  sympathy  so  universally  felt 
at  the  time,  and  afterwards  appeared  in  one  of  the  leading  Glas- 
gow papers : — 

VERSES  ON  THE  QUBSN  OF  FRANCE. 

Behold  1  where  G«llia*8  captive  Quefo, 
With  iteady  eye,  and  look  aereoe, 
In  life's  last  aw&il — awful  scene, 

Skfw  leaves  her  sad  captivity. 
Hark  the  shriU  horn,  that  rends  the  sky  1 
Bespeaks  the  ready  murder  ni^ ; 
The  long  parade  of  death  I  spy. 

And  leave  my  lone  captivi^  I 
Farewell,  ye  mansions  of  despair  1 
Soeoes  of  m  sad  seqoesterea  care ; 
Tta  balm  of  bleeding  wo  is  near, — 

Adieu,  my  looe  captivity  1 
To  purer  mansions  in  the  sky. 
Fair  Hope  directs  mv  grief-worn  eye ; 
Where  sorrow's  child  no  more  shau  sigh. 

Amid  her  lone  captivity  1 
Adieu,  ye  babe^  whose  in£uit  bloom. 
Beneath  oppression's  lawless  doom. 
Pines  in  the  solitary  gloom 

Of  undeserved  captivity  I 
O,  Power  benign,  that  rul'st  on  high  1 
Cast  down,  cast  down  a  pitying  eye  1 
Shed  consolation  from  the  sky. 

To  soothe  their  sad  captivi^  1 
,Now  virtue's  sure  rewara  to  prove, 
I  seek  emp'r^  realms  above. 
To  meet  my  long  departed  lover- 

AdieUi  my  looe  captivity  1  .T*  0. 

Another  poem,  written  about  the  same  time,  which  obtained 
much  local  celebrity,  particularly  among  the  friends  and  mem- 
bers of  ''The  Household  Troops,'^  was  the  annexed  spirited 
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ON  THE  GLASGOW  VOLUNTEER& 

Huk — hark !  the  fife  s  flfarill  notes  arise  I 

And  ardor  beats  the  martial  dram ; 
And  broad  the  fiOken  banner  flies, 

Where  Clutha's  native  squadrons  come! 
Where  spreads  the  g^reen  extended  plain, 

By  music's  solemn  marches  trod, 
'Hdek  glancing  bayonets  mark  the  train 

That  beat  me  meado'w's  grassy  sod. 
These  are  no  hireling  sons  of  war ! 

No  jealous  tyrants  grimly  band, 
The  wish  of  freedom  to  delnr, 

Or  scourge  a  despof  s  injured  land  1 
Nought  but  the  patriotic  view 

Of  free-born  valor  ever  fired 
To  baffle  Gallia's  boastful  crew, 

The  soul  of  Northem  breast  inspired. 
Twas  thus,  on  Tyber's  sunny  banks. 

What  time  the  Vdscian  ravaged  nigh. 
To  mark  a&r  her  glittering  ranks, 

Rome's  towering  Eagle  shone  on  hig^ 
There,  toil  athletic  on  me  field. 

In  mock  array  portrayed  alarm, 
And  taught  the  massy  sword  to  wield, 

And  braced  the  nerve  of  Roman  arm. 


T.C. 


These  examples  of  his  classic  and  versatile  genius  were  writ- 
ten during  the  autumn,  after  he  had  **  broken  away  from  the 
law."  We  shall  now  ifollow  him  to  his  wonted  classes  in  the 
University,  where  he  entered  for  the  third  session  in  November, 
and  prepared  to  earn  fresh  honors. 

As  a  concluding  specimen  of  Campbell's  prose  exercises, 
several  of  which  were  composed  during  the  previous  session,  I 
cannot  withhold  the  following  Essay,  which  was  one  of  **  tiie 
various  compositions''  for  whidi  he  gained  a  prize : — 

IMITATION. 

Imitation  is  that  one  of  the  reflex  senses  bv  whidi  we  make  a  resem- 
blance, or  copy,  of  any  original  of  nature ;  ana  its  perfection  consists  in  the 
nearness  that  a  resemblaiMe  bears  to  the  originaL  Imitation  cannot  be 
iaid  to  proceed  from  our  reason ;  long  before  the  intervention  of  reason 
can  have  any  influence  on  our  actioDS,  this  sense  is  exercised  with  very 
advantageous  consequences.  In  ootisidering  Imitation,  we  shall  first  ex- 
plain the  nature  of  mose  qualities  in  objects  which  call  forth  its  exercise ; 
■eoondly ,  its  operation  in  those  fine  Arts  which  are  called  Imitative ;  third- 
ly, the  nature  of  the  emotioDB  which  its  operation  in  the  imitative  aits 
•zdtea 

Baauty,  grandeur,  regularity,  symmetry,  are  the  qualities  in  objects  whidi 
OiU  fortn  its  exercise,  imd  this  exercise  is  principally  displayed  m  the  Fine 
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Arl&  First  of  all.  Art,  the  general  term,  denotes  the  exertions  of  man, 
dther  mental  or  corporeal,  accordine  to  rule,  and  tlie  effect  of  this  opeta- 
tioo  ire  call  a  Bpecimen.  Arts  arc  divided  into  Mechanical  and  liberal,  or 
Fine  Art* ;  thene  are  dintinguiphcd  by  their  object  and  operationn  Me- 
chanical Arte  are  thoee  which  neccsaly  has  forced  men  to  invent— whoee 
object  is  DsefiilnesB,  to  bcilitate  the  improTemeot  or  acquiotioD  of  the  iw- 
ceisaiiea  of  life  So  definite  number  can  be  set  to  Medianical  Arti ;  tbeir 
DombeT  increases  according  to  the  improvement  of  diSereot  societies;  in  an 
□nimproTed  eodety,  the  general  term  of  Artist  implies  all  those  who  sup- 
eJj  other  men  with  the  necessaries  of  life.  In  a  more  improved  society 
ue  employment  will  be  dirided  into  many  branches,  llie  Hedianical 
Artist  r^uirea  but  ordinary  degrees  of  sagacity- — sagacity  1  mean  suffideat 
to  obeerre  the  rules  of  his  art  by  which,  along  with  babit,  be  con  produce 
B  proper  speeimea  The  object  of  the  Fine  Arts  is  not  use,  but  pleasure 
or  recreatim ;  and  here  the  differeuce  of  the  objects  of  the  Mechanical  and 
fine  Arte  at  once  sugjcest  the  difference  of  their  dates.  Hen  would  be  ht 
earlier  led  to  proride  Ibr  the  necessaries,  than  the  superfluities  uid  plea- 
sures of  life ;  so  that  useful  arts  would  engage  men's  pursuits  tai  earlier 
than  puimits  of  pastime-  Nay,  farther.  Me^ianical  Arts  mu£t  have  been 
cultivated  in  some  degree  of  perfection,  before  even  materials  could  have 
been  furnished  to  the  Kne  Arts.  The  delicate  tools  of  the  painter  requiro 
skill  on  the  part  of  the  workmim  who  makes  them.     Before  eloquence  and 

CI17  could  have  been  cultivated,  the  language  of  the  oauutry  must  have 
□  refined.  Of  the  Pine  Arts  there  are  Kiur  which  ore  called  imitative — 
Painting.  Sculpture,  MusJc,  and  Poetiy.  The  pointer  imitates  nature  by 
ineans  of  color  and  light.  The  sculptor  imitates  nature  by  maldng  resem- 
blanees,  or  model^  of  the  human  form  in  hard  materials.  The  musiciaa 
imi(»t«  the  human  voice  bj  producing  sounds  out  of  stiings,  wind,  Ac. 
And  the  poet  imitates  nature  by  means  of  language,  or  conveying  ideas 
, ._,       .m.__,  :j___    j^pj,    ._,...^„_, .    _    _,^ ..  .V. 


purely  mental.     These  idea 


collectively,  present  a  pictun 


d  similar  to  the  original  object  in  nature.  Srane,  howerer,  have  scru- 
pled to  admit  poetry  into  the  number  of  the  imitative  arte,  because  Ibe  im- 
pression which  a  description  mokes  on  the  aeose  of  hearing,  in  poeti^,  hM 
no  direct  likeness  (o  the  objects  intended  to  be  prescribed  All  this  dla- 
pute  depends  apon  the  apphcatioo  we  affix  to  the  word  "  Imitation  f  if 
we  t^  it  in  its  more  confined  application,  poetry  will  be  bir  no  mewa 
admitted  as  an  imitative  art;  if  in  its  more  eifended  application,  it  wflL 
If  we  confine  imitation  to  a  likeness  in  the  impressiDD  upon  the  senaea, 
poetij,  in  that  case,  cannot  be  said  to  resemble  the  other  arts  ;  but  if  we 
only  look  to  the  ulliniato  ideas  which  the  impressiou  upon  the  senses 
makes,  poetry  will  be  found  to  call  up  ideas  in  the  mind,  the  aggregate  of 
which  will  resemble  Ihe  original  Upon  consideralioQ,  too,  we  nod  poetry' 
desores  the  name  of  imilalivt  in  a  degree  preferable  to  the  othero. 
Though  the  painter  has  it  in  his  power  to  convoy  ideas  in  a  clearer  manner, 
Ihrongh  the  medium  of  exienial  senses,  yet.  upon  the  whole,  poetry  con 
delineate  the  dislinctest  scene.  When  the  painter  brii^  together  a  group 
of  objede,  he  is  nailed  down  t«  uni^  of  place  and  action.  His  figurea  of 
life  must  have  all  one  attitude  and  expression,  from  which  they  camjot 
diange ;  and — if  we  be  allowed  the  expression — one  momrait  alone  of  the 
scene,  however  interesting,  can  be  viewed.  Wbot  pencil  coold,  in  a  thou- 
sand scenes,  give  the  mind  a  Uvelier  roprcsenlstion  of  the  beauties  of  sum- 
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mer,  or  the  horrors  of  winter,  than  the  Poet  Thomson  has  done  t    The  tale 
may  perhaps  be  told  upon  canTass»  but  the  nxiral  is  left  undrawa 

The  objects  which  excite  admiration  can  be  viewed  in  a  paintins ;  but  the 
effusions  of  the  soul,  upon  such  an  occasion,  are  too  refined  and  spiritual 
to  be  described  by  matter.  The  advantages  of  the  poet  are  innumerable ; 
his  imitation  can  be  very  powerfully  enforced  upon  the  mind  by  the  aid  of 
metaphors,  similes,  comparisons,  and,  in  short,  by  all  the  ornaments  of  lan- 
guage. Nature  is  the  model  of  all  resemblances,  and  the  source  of  all 
mutation.  But  though  no  deviation  may  be  .made  from  it^  yet  it  can  be 
embellished.  Nature  is  scattered  in  her  beauties,  and  her  boautifiil  scenes 
are  mixed  with  imperfections.  The  embellishment  of  Nature,  then,  consists 
in  collecting  these  scattered  beauties,  and  removing  those  defects.  In  this 
exercise,  the  skill  and  tase  of  the  artist  are  discovered ;  no  rules  can  possi- 
bly be  laid  down  for  a  case  that  is  so  varioua.  But  though  the  artist  pos- 
sesses skill  sufficient  to  collect  beauties,  yet  a  great  deal  is  requisite  for 
the  arrangement  of  them.  One'  of  the  greatest  beauties  in  nature  would 
perhaps  form  no  more  than  a  monster.*  The  artist  must,  therefore,  be 
cautious  of  his  arrangement  of  beauty ;  it  must  be  quite  consistent,  and 
audi  as  might  exist  in  nature.  Propodaons  must  be  observed ;  that  pro- 
portion I  mean,  which  we  view  in  the  works  of  nature.  How  odd  would 
it  be  for  an  artist  to  represent  a  fine  terrace  walk  in  the  midst  of  the 
wildest  scene  his  imagination  could  form  t  or,  fipom  disregard  of  proporfian, 
to  give  a  woman,  otherwise  completely  pleasing  in  her  form,  a  pair  of  eves, 
which,  though  beautiful  in  themselves,  would  he  proportionable  to  a  face 
six  times  bigger  ?  Monsters  of  poetiy  are  also  well  described  by  Horace 
in  his  Art  of  Poetry ;  and  with  sufficient  cautions  against  such  faults.  The 
nature  of  those  emotions,  which  are  excited  by  imitation,  is  of  two  kinds: 
first,  emotions  arising  from  the  intrinsic  beauty  of  the  objects  imitated ; 
secondly,  those  emotions  arisizig  from  a  perception  of  design  in  the  imita- 
tion of  objects.  The  last  of  these  is  the  stronger )  the  difficulties  which  we 
see  the  artist  has  overcome,  gives  us  pleasure  superior  to  the  beauty  of  the 
objects  themselves.  This  admiration,  accordipgly,  increases  in  proportion 
to  the  degree  of  labor  perceptible.  According  to  the  last  law  of  these 
emotions,  a  very  surprising  £Eict  will  occur.  If  performances  are  so  exactly 
like  nature,  that  no  uifierence  can  be  perceived,  we  shall  find  no  pleasure 
in  them  unless  the  intrinsic  beauty  first  mentioned  excites  agreeable  emo- 
tions :  some  difference  or  want  of  resemblance  must  be  left  to  show  us  the 
de«i^  which  would  be  otherwise  imperceptible.  Were  it  not  for  this,  the 
origmal  would  be  as  pleafiing  as  the  resemblance,  which  is  by  no  means  the 
case.  The  intention  of  this  reflex  sense  of  Imitation,  is  wisely  intended  for 
our  means  of  improvement  Were  the  habits  of  infancy  delayed  till  rea- 
son could  acquire  them,  the  prime  of  man's  life  might  be  spent  uopn  learn- 
ing to  speak,  walk,  Ac —  Thomas  Camfbkll,  cs^  15. 
February  14th,  1793. 

•Miuginal  note  :^If  mmmgtd  in  «  e«rtete  mmntr. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

COLLEGE  DAYS-THIRD  SESSION. 

In  addition  to  the  Debating  club  ahreadj  named,  there  was 
another — ^the  intellectual  palaestra  of  the  Logic  class,  at  which 
Campbell  was  already  a  '^  popular  orator ;''  and  where  the  choice 
spirits  of  his  own  standing  were  mostly  enrolled  as  supporterB, 
or  competitors.  Of  this  sodety,  young  as  he  was,  he  had  the 
credit  of  being  the  founder.  It  was  called  the  '^  Discursiye ;" 
and  was  mnch  frequented  by  students  of  the  Law  and  Logic 
classes. 

**  About  this  time,"  says  a  fellow-student,*  "  Campbell  was  at- 
tending the  lectures  on  Lo^c  and  Belles  Lettres.  This  class 
was  amy  conducted  by  the  amiable  and  excellent  Professor  Jar- 
dine,  whose  judicious  method  of  teaching,  and  parental  interest 
in  his  pupils,  rendered  him  a  peculiarly  succ^sful  instructor. 
He  had  the  art  of  opening  the  minds  and  stimulating  the  ambi- 
tion of  his  students ;  while,  by  their  personal  attachment  to  him- 
self^ he  animated  and  endeared  their  labors.  Campbell  had 
then  begun  to  distinguish  himself  among  his  fellow-students, 
both  by  the  vigor  of  his  intellect,  and  the  brilliancy  of  his  poeti- 
cal efiPusions.  I  well  remember  some  of  his  jeux-d'esprit,  which, 
however,  were  more  witty  and  talented  than  marked  by  good 
taste.  Although,  even  then,  exhibiting  much  power  of  versifi- 
cation and  richness  of  poetical  imagery,  they  did  not,  so  far  as  I 
can  recollect,  indicate  anything  of  that  high  moral  feeling,  or 
patriotic  fervor,  that  distinguish  his  published  productions.  I 
speak,  of  course,  only  of  those  playful  efforts  of  his  Muse  which, 
being  popular  among  his  fellow-students,  happened  to  reach  me. 
Among  nis  more  intimate  acquaintances,  a  higher  and  purer 
strain  of  his  genius  may  even  then  have  been  familiar.    Having 

*  The  late  HsmtT  Duuoav,  of  Ruthwell,  D J)^  foander  of  the  Pariah 
"Savings  Banks,"  ftnrmeily  Moderator  of  the  Qeneral  ABsembly  of  the 
Kbrk  of  SooUbikL  He  waa  admired  fbr  his  eroditioo ;  courted  for  his  soci- 
ety ;  revered  and  beloved  as  an  upright  man,  a  fiist  friend — a  sealous, 
liberal,  and  enlightened  pastor. 
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been  yourself  an  Edinburgh  student,  you  are  well  aware  of  the 
literary  societies  and  debating  clubs  which  prevail  in  our  north- 
em  universities ;  and  which,  I  believe,  form  a  peculiar  feature  in 
our  academical  employments.  They  are,  as  you  know,  volun- 
tary associations  among  the  students  themselves,  with  which  the 
Professors  in  no  respect  interfere — except,  perhaps,  occasionally 
in  the  case  of  individual  students,  in  whom  they  may  chance  to 
have  a  pecuUar  interest.  The  object  of  these  associations  is  lite- 
rary discussion,  on  given  topics ;  and  their  effect  is  to  call  forth 
and  stimulate  the  t^ents  of  the  young  men,  and  excite  among 
them  a  salutary  emulation.  It  lays  the  foundation  of  a  facility 
in  debate — useful  afterwards  in  our  dvil  and  ecclesiastical  courts, 
but  which,  it  is  alleged,  not  unfrequently  engenders  an  unamia- 
ble  habit  of  disputation.  These  societies  are  generally  connected 
with  particular  classes ;  and  our  friend  Campbell  was  a  leading 
member  of  the  society  belonging  to  the  Logic  class,  of  which  in- 
deed, if  I  mistake  not,  he  was  ojie  of  the  founders." 

*In  confirmation  of  the  preceding  notes,  I  quote  the  following 
particulars  in  Campbell's  own  words : — "  There  was,  moreover," 
he  observes,  speaking  of  this  session,  ^*  a  debating  society,  called 
the  *  Discursive,'  composed  almost  entirely  of  boys  as  young  t& 
myself;  and  I  was  infatuated  enough  to  become  a  leader  in  this 
spouting  club.  It  is  true  that  we  had  promising  spirits  among 
us ;  and  in  particular  could  boast  of  Gregory  Watt,  son  of  the 
immortal  Watt,  a  youth  unparalleled  in  his  early  talent  for  elo- 
quence. With  melodious  elocution,  great  acuteness  in  argu- 
ment, and  rich,  unfailing  fluency  of  diction,  he  seemed  bom  to 
become  a  great  orator ;  and,  I  have  no  doubt,  would  have  shone 
in  Parliament  had  he  not  been  carried  off  by  consumption  in  his 
five-and-twentieth  year.  He  was  Hterally  the  most  beautiful 
youth  I  ever  saw.*  When  he  was  only  twenty-two,  an  eminent 
English  artist — Howard,  I  think — ^made  his  head  the  model  of 
a  picture  of  Adam.  But  though  we  had  this  splendid  strip- 
ling, and  other  members  that  were  not  untalented,  we  had  no 
head  among  us  old  and  judicious  enough  to  make  the  society  a 
proper  palaestra  for  our  mental  powers ;  and  it  degenerated  into 
a  place  of  personal  quizzing  and  eccentricity." 

Returning  to  the  manuscript  notes  of  Dr.  Duncan — '*  I  had 

*  The  oompliment  here  paid  to  his  early  and  talented  young  friend,  has 
been  paid — only  in  other  woniU— to  Campbell  himseli^  by  one  who  knew 
him  at  thia  period,  and  speaks  of  him  **  as  no  leas  remarkable  for  personal 
beauty,  than  for  intellectual  acquirements."  Mr.  Thomson  says  that  their 
mutual  friend,  Gregory  Watt,  died  in  liis  2lih  year. 
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now,"  said  he,  "entered  Glasgow  College  for  the  first  time, 
having  previously  studied  both  in  St.  Andrew's  and  in  Edin- 
burgh ;  and,  besides  the  Divinity  Hall,  had  the  inestimable  pri- 
vilege of  attending  the  instructions  of  the  celebrated  Professor 
Miller,  under  whom  I  studied  the  Principles  of  Grovernment. 
This  brought  me  into  contact  with  the  students  of  Law,  and  I 
became  a  member  of  their  society,  which  was  distinguished  by 
the  name  of  '  Juridical.'  I  mention  these  circumstances  with 
the  view  of  stating  that  the  Logic-class  society — the  *  Discur^ 
sive' — was  induced,  chiefly  I  believe  by  the  restless  ambition  of 
our  aspiring  friend  Campbell,  to  challenge  the  ^  Juridical'  society 
to  the  exhibition  of  our  mutual  powers  in  a  public  debate. 
Now,  the  student^  of  the  Law  class  to  which  we  belonged,  were 
the  seniors  of  those  who  attended  the  Logic  class  by  one  or  two 
years ;  and  we,  regarding  this  challenge  as  presumptuous  and 
insulting,  indignantly  rejected  it.  This,  on  the  other  hand, 
mortified  the  pride  and  excited  the  anger  of  our  opponents  ;  and 
in  a  few  days  the  whole  college  was  ringing  with  a  satirical  effu- 
sion written  by  Tom  Campbell,  in  which  every  member  of  the 
'Juridical' — myself  included — was  held  up  to  ridicule  in  no 
very  measured  terms." 

The  "  satirical  effusions"  to  which  Dr.  Duncan  alludes,  con- 
sisted of  a  series  of  pasquinades,  in  which  the  peculiarities  of  his 
opponents,  physical  or  intellectual,  were  touched  off  by  young 
Campbell  with  a  rather  free  hand,  but  with  a  truth  that  could 
not  be  mistaken.  Some  of  these  swift-footed  Iambics  have  fallen 
into  my  hands.  They  are  certainly  remarkable,  as  the  unpre- 
meditated efforts  of  his  satirical  Muse ;  but  if  I  may  venture  to 
give  an  opinion,  I  should  say  they  possess  more  force  than  deli- 
cacy. There  is  in  lus  boyish  satire  weight  of  metal  enoiigh,  and 
that,  too,  of  the  better  quality ;  but  the  shaft  is  at  times  ill- 
pointed,  and  in  its  operation  more  apt — if  I  may  so  express  it — 
to  pru%h  than  to  cut,  when  used  as  a  weapon  of  offence.  The 
wit  is  of  an  equivocal  species ;  the  humor  of  that  dry,  arch 
kind,  in  which,  even  to  the  latest  period  of  his  life,  the  poet  ex- 
celled ;  but  I  have  discovered  Httle  or  nothing  in  that  particu- 
lar vein,  which  would  lead  me  to  conclude  that  his /or^^  lay  in 
satire.  All  that  he  appears  to  have  aimed  at  on  such  occasions, 
was  to  raise  a  laugh  against  his  opponents  ;  and  in  this  aim  he 
never  fEuled.  But  of  those  who  had  rendered  themselves  ob- 
noxious to  his  poetical  shafts  during  his  whole  curriculum,  seve- 
ral felt  sore  and  complained  bitterly.  "  The  wound  was  great 
because  it  was  so  small ;"  and  one  of  them  tells  me,  more  than 
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forty  years  afterwards,  **  You  will  easily  perceive  that  the  satiri- 
cal efl^sions,  of  whicli  I  have  spoken,  did  not  increase  the  inti- 
macy between  Campbell  and  myself."  It  is  pleasing  to  add, 
however,  that  the  first  who  forgot  these  squibs  was  the  Poet 
himself.  They  were  fraibed  without  premeditation,  discharged 
without  malice,  and  were  quickly  dismissed  from  his  thoughts. 
It  is  certain,  however,  that  they  were  car^ully  remembered  by 
one  or  two,  whose  resentment  has  survived  the  Poet  himsel£* 

The  weekly,  or  almost  daily  exercise  of  Campbell's  pli^ful 
wit,  was  a  source  of  much  amusement  to  his  friends,  among 
whom,  as  they  assembled  round  the  stove  in  the  Logic  class  in 
the  morning,  the  usual  question  was,  *'  What  has  Tom  Camp- 
bell been  saying?"  Another  would  point  to. some  new  inscrip- 
tion on  the  white-washed  wall,  an  impromptu  whidi  had  just 
been  conmiitted  in  pencil.  The  next  minute  a  ring  was  formed 
round  it,  and  the  wit  and  words,  passing  from  lip  to  lip,  gene- 
rally threw  the  class  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  This,  however,  as 
Campbell  asserted,  was  only  a  manceuvre  to  exchange  wit  for 
warmth,  and  get  a  place  near  the  stove ;  for,  being  delicate,  and 
short  of  stature  for  his  years,  he  could  never  penetrate  the  circle 
of  stout,  rollicking  Irish  students,  who  generallv  mustered  round 
the  hearth,  unless  by  "  drafting  the  fire-worshippers,"  whom  he 
had  found  insensible  to  everything  but  wit.  One  cold  Decem- 
ber morning  it  was  reported  nefur  Uie  stove  that  a  libel  on  '^  Old 
Ireland''  had  just  been  perpetrated  on  the  opposite  wall  I  Forth 
rushed  the  Irish  students,  leaving  "ample  room  and  verge 
enough"  about  the  stove,  and  read  the  "  libel.*'  It  began — m 
allusion  to  a  passage  which  they  had  just  read  in  the  class : — 

"  Vos,  Hibemi,  coUocatis 
Summum  BoDum  in — ^potatoes  P  ibn  <fca 

The  libel  was  acknowledged  with  a  hearty  laugh,  and  pro- 
cured,  for  the  author  a  good  place  near  the  stove. 


Early  in  the  spring  of  this  year,  and  in  acknowledgment  of 
his  exemplary  conduct,  Campbell  obtained  a  few  days'  leave  of 

*  Making  allowazwe  for  the  provocation,  which  has  called  forth  so  much 
posthumous  reseDtment}  may  we  not  reply  on  behalf  of  the  Poet — 

**  Pointless  the  Ba;tire  aimed  at  him : 
They  may  sneer,  dei^act^  and  bluster; 
But  the  gold  of  his  genius  they  cannot  dim— 
llieir  rubs  but  ma  to  its  lustre." 
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absence  from  College.  He  had  just  completed  the  first  sketdi 
6f  a  prize  poem,  and  laid  it  aside  for  future  oonsideration. 
Another  object  had  taken  strong  possession  of  his  mind ;  and 
the  holidays,  just  granted,  encouraged  the  hope  of  his  being 
enabled  to  realize  a  pleasing,  and  lonff-cherished  object  of  ambi- 
tion. This  was  a  visit  to  Edinburgh,  during  a  time  of  great 
political  excitement,  when  the  trial  of  Muir,  Gerald,  and  ouiers, 
for  high  treason,  was  expected  to  take  place.  At  this  trial 
Campbell  was  present ;  and  no  circumstance  of  his  life  ever 
made  so  powerful  an  impression  on  his  mind,  as  what  he  heard 
and  saw  on  that  occasion.  The  whole  scene  Within  the  Parlia- 
ment House — the  judges  on  the  bench — the  prisoners  at  the 
bar — ^their  looks — their  eloquence — their  indignant  repudiation 
of  the  charges  brought  against  them — their  fervent  appeals  to 
the  jury — ^their  sentence — their  solemn  protest  and  despair, — 
all  seemed  to  haunt  his  imagination  in  after  life,  like  a  reality 
'Which  nothing  could  efface.  In  detailing  the  circumstances 
which  preceded  the  Poet's  visit  to  the  capital,  I  have  again 
recourse  to  his  oWn  manuscript,  in  which  I  find  some  domestic 
traits  of  an  affecting  nature.  It  commences  with  a  short  sketch 
of  the  political  aspect  of  the  country  at  this  stirring  period ; 
particularly  of  France,  the  wretched  condition  of  which  ^ileau 
nad  so  briefly  but  admirably  predicted : 

**  Ddchirant  k  Tenyi  lear  propre  r^publique ; 
lioDs  contra  lions ;  parents  oontre  parents, 
Combatt^t  foUement  poor  le  dxriz  des  tyrmsr 

Df  the  great  events  which  were  now  hastening  to  their  con- 
summation, and  forcing  the  public  mind  into  the  most  painful 
apprehensions  as  to  their  results  upon  the  whole  fabric  of  civil- 
ized society,  Campbell,  though  comparatively  a  tyro  in  the 
school  of  politics,  was,  nevertheless,  a  keen  and  attentive 
observer.  "By  this  time,"  he  sa3rs,  "the  French  Revolution 
had  everywhere  lighted  up  the  contending  spirits  of  democracy 
and  aristocracy ;  and  being,  in  my  own  opinion,  a  competent 
judge  of  politics,  I  became  a  democrat.  I  read  Burke  on  the 
French  Revolution,  of  course ;  but,  unable  to  follow  his  subtle- 
ties, or  to  appreciate  his  merits,  I  took  the  word  of  my  brother 
democrats,  that  he  was  a  sophist.  No  doubt  my  principles — if 
I  may  so  call  my  puei^e  opinions — got  a  check  from  the  atro- 
cities of  the  French  Jacobins ;  and  my  hatred  hung  balanced 
between  them  and  the  allied  invaders  of  France,  who  brought 
forth  all  the  evil  energies  of  that  kingdom,  and  eventually 
created  the  Salamander  Napoleon.    But  although  I  wept  at 
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hearing  of  the  execution  of  Louis,  and  the  fate  of  his  Queen*^ 
and  Dauphin,  with  the  same  sincere  regret  as  I  now  read  them 
in  the  page  of  history ;  I  was,  nevertheless — ^boy  as  I  certainly 
was — possessed,  even  then,  with  an  opinion  which  I  have 
retained  through  Ufe,  namely,  that  the  French  massacres,  and, 
above  all,  the  death  of  Louis,  were  signal  calamities  to  the 
friends  of  peace  and  liberty  in  England,  and  were  equally  signal 
advantages  to  its  bitter  enemies. 

'^  It  was  in  those  years  that  the  Scottish  Reformers,  Muir, 
Gerald,  and  others,  were  transported  to  Botany  Bay — Muir, 
although  he  had  never  uttered  a  sentence  in  favor  of  Reform 
stronger  than  William  Pitt  himself  had  uttered ;  and  Grerald  for 
acts  which,  in  the  opinion  of  sound  English  lawyers,  fell  short 
of  sedition.  I  did  not  even  then  approve  of  Gerald's  mode  of 
agitating  the  Reform  question  in  Scotland,  by  means  of  a  Scot- 
tish convention ;  but  I  had  heard  a  magnificent  account  of  his 
talents  and  accomplishments  ;  and  I  longed  insufferably  to  see 
him  ;  but  the  question  was,  how  to  get  to  Edinburgh. 

'*  While  thus  gravely  considering  the  ways  and  means,  it 
immediately  occurred  to  me  that  I  had  an  uncle's  widow  in 
Edinburgh — a  kind-hearted  elderly  lady,  who  had  seen  me  at 
Glasgow,  and  said  that  she  would  be  glad  to  receive  me  at  her 
house,  if  I  should  ever  come  to  the  Scottish  metropolis.  I 
watched  my  mother's  mollia  tempara  fandi — for  she  had  them, 
good  woman — and  eagerly  catching  the  propitious  moment,  I 
said,  '  Oh,  Mamma,  how  I  long  to  see  Edinburgh  I — K  I  had 
but  three  shillings,  I  could  w^  there  in  one  day,  sleep  two 
nights,  and  be  two  days  at  my  aunt  Campbell's,  and  walk  back 
in  another  day.'f  To  my  delightful  surprise  she  answered, 
*  No,  my  bairn ;  I  will  give  you  what  will  carry  you  to  Edin- 
burgh and  bring  you  back  ;  but  you  must  promise  me  not  to 
walk  more  than  half  the  way  in  any  one  day,' — that  was  twenty- 
two  miles  :  *  Here,'  said  she,  *  are  five  shillings  for.  you  in  all ; 
two  shillings  will  serve  you  to  go,  and  two  to  return  ;  for  a  bed 
at  the  half-way  house  costs  but  sixpence.'  She  then  gave  me — 
I  shall  never  forget  the  beautiful  coin  ! — a  King  William  and 
Mary  crown-piece.  I  was  dumb  with  gratitude ;  but  sallying 
out  to  the  streets,  I  saw  at  the  first  bookseller's  shop,  a  print  of 
Ehjah  fed  by  the  ravens.     Now,  I  had  often  heard  my  poor 

*  In  eyidenoe  of  this,  see  his  **  Verses  on  the  Queen  of  France,**  p.  81, 
in  which  his  sympathy  is  strongly  expressed 

f  A  distance  of  forty-two  mUes — **lang  Scotch  milea** — March  7 — 17th. 
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mother  saying  confidentially  to  our  worthy  neighbor,  Mrs. 
Hamilton — whose  strawberries  I  had  pilfered — that  in  case  of 
my  Other's  death,  and  he  was  a  very  old  man,  she  knew  not 
what  would  become  of  her.  '  But,'  she  used  to  add,  *  let  me 
not  despair,  for  Elijah  was  fed  by  the  ravens.'  When  I  present- 
ed her  with  the  picture,  I  said  nothing  of  its  tacit  allusion  to 
the  possibiHty  of  my  being  one  day  her  supporter ;  but  she  was 
much  affected,  and  evidently  felt  a  strong  presentiment."  His 
mother's  presentiment  had  its  Uteral  fulfilment ;  every  reader 
will  mark  and  feel  the  beauty  of  a  passage,  to  which  no  com- 
mentary can  do  jusUce. 

"  Next  morning,"  continues  Campbell,  "  I  took  my  way  to 
Edinburgh,  with  four  shillings  and  sixpence  in  my  pocket  I 
witnessed  Joseph  Gerald's  trial,  and  it  was  an  era  in  my  life. 
Hitherto  I  had  never  known  what  public  eloquence  was ;  and  I 
am  sure  the  Justiciary  Scotch  lords  did  not  help  me  to  a  con- 
ception of  it — speaking,  as  they  did,  bad  arguments  in  broad 
Scotch.  But  the  Lord  Advocate's  speech  was  good — the  speeches 
of  Laing  and  GiUies  were  better ;  and  Grerald's  speech  annihi- 
lated the  remembrance  of  all  the  eloquence  that  had  ever  been 
heard  within  the  walls  of  that  house.  He  quieted  the  judges, 
in  spite  of  their  indecent  interruptions  of  him,  and  produced  a 
silence  in  which  you  might  have  heard  a  pin  fall  to  the  ground. 
At  the  close  of  his  defence  he  said,  "  And  now,  gentlemen  of 
the  jury — ^now  that  I  have  to  take  leave  of  you  for  ever,  let  me 
remind  you  that  mercy  is  no  smidl  part  of  the  duty  of  jury- 
men ;  that  the  man  who  shuts  his  heart  on  the  claims  of  the 
unfortunate,  on  him  the  gates  of  mercy  will  be  shut ;  and  for 
him  the  Savior  of  the  world  shall  have  died  in  vain !'  At 
this  finish  I  was  moved,  and  turning  to  a  stranger  beside  me, 
apparently  a  tradesman,  I  said  to  him, '  By  heavens,  sir,  that  is 
a  great  man !'  '  Yes,  sir,'  he  answered ;  *  He  is  not  only  a  great 
man  himself,  but  he  makes  every  other  man  feel  great  who  lis- 
tens to  him.' " 

This  visit  to  Edinburgh,  and,  above  all,  the  trial  he  had  wit- 
nessed in  the  Parliament-house — the  strong  pohtical  excitement 
evinced  by  the  spectators — the  dignified  demeanor  and  glowing 
eloquence  of  the  prisoner  Gerald — made  an  impression  on 
yoimg  Campbell's  mind  that  never  left  him.  It  may  be  sup- 
posed, indeed,  to  have  had  no  Uttle  influence  in  strengthening 
and  confirming  those  early  principles,  the  strict  observance  of 
which,  on  all  subsequent  occasions,  gave  him  that  title  of  po- 
litical consistency,  to  which  he  so  reugiously  adhered. 
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Full  of  his  subject,  he  returned  home  to  his  fether's  house, 
and  to  the  prosecution  of  his  studies,  with  that  increased  thirst 
for  distinction,  which  had  already  marked  his  progress,  and  was 
now  conducting  him  to  the  summit  of  literary  fame. 

It  was  remarked  by  all  young  Campbell's  associates,  that  his 
recent  visit  to  Edinburgh  had  much  altered  his  general  deport- 
ment. His  characteristic  wit  and  sprightliness  had  almost 
evaporated ;  the  gravity  of  his  speedi  and  manner  often  ex- 
posed him  to  the  good-natured  raillery  of  his  juvenile  friends, 
and  attracted  the  observation  of  the  Professors.  He  still  seemed 
to  brood,  in  deep  abstraction,  over  all  he  had  seen  and  heard. 
He  divided  his  attention  between  the  '*  Clouds  "  of  Aristophanes, 
and  the  democratic  journals  of  the  day ;  and  politics,  for  a 
time,  usurped  much  of  the  attention  which  he  had  hitherto  be- 
stowed on  poetry.  In  the  Debating  club,  he  inveighed  with 
some  bitterness,  and  with  no  httle  applause  from  his  *'  own  side 
of  the  house,'*  against  the  spirit  with  which  pubHc  trials  were 
now  conducted,  and  denounced  that  spirit  as  illiberal  and  unjust. 
In  private  society  he  was,  by  turns,  grave,  didactic,  taciturn ; 
appearing  and  feeling  as  if  he  had  suffered  some  personal 
wrong,  which  he  could  neither  forgive  nor  effectually  resent 
He  had  college  duties  to  amuse,  or  rather  to  distract  him  as 
much  as  ever ;  but  the  current  of  his  thoughts  appeared  to 
run  only  in  one  sombre  channel.  After  the  business  of  the 
day  was  over,  he  would  call  a  few  of  his  comrades  together, 
and  read  them  lectures  on  the  miserable  prospects  of  society, 
the  corrupt  state  of  modem  legislature,  the  glory  of  the  ancient 
republics,  and  the  wisdom  of  Solon  and  Lycurgus.  He  was 
still  agitated  by  the  recollection  of  what  he  had  heard  at  the 
state  trial ;  and  so  warmly  had  his  sympathy  been  enlisted  in 
&vor  of  the  prisoners,  that  for  some  time  he  would  talk  of  no- 
thing else.  Wever  was  "  any  philosopher  of  fifteen  so  much 
harassed  by  political  cares  and  apprehensions."  While  he  pro- 
ceeded in  this  strain,  clenching  every  are^ument  with  a  Greek 
or  Latin  quotation,  some  of  his  audience  listened  with  attention ; 
others  only  smiled  at  the  gravity,  and  occasional  vehemence  of 
his  manner.  The  change  was  so  sudden ;  his  inherent  love  of 
fun  had  so  auickly  de^herated  into  moping  philosophy,  that, 
even  with  his  own  vi^d  description  of  the  scene  he  had  wit- 
nessed, they  could  not  comprehend  the  cause.  They  pitied,  ad- 
mired, remonstrated  ;  ofy  like  the  gossips  in  the  **  Minstrel,"  only 

"  stared  and  fflghed,  yet  Uesscd  the  lad ; 

Some  deemed  faim  wondroUB  wise,  and  some  believed  him  mad." 
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But  there  was  excellent  "  method  in  his  madness  ;*'  and  when 
two  prizes  wc 
their  opinion, 


two  prizes  were  afterwards  awarded  him,  they  quickly  changed 
iir  opinion,  and  said  that  it  was  a  **  fit  of  mspiration." 


Having  recovered  from  the  shock,  which  his  generous  feelings 
had  sustained  by  the  trial  and  condemnation  of  Qerald,  he  ap- 
plied with  increased  diligence  to  his  studies.  The  poetical  Es- 
say, which  he  had  composed  during  the  winter,  was  retouched 
and  sent  in  for  competition  at  the  ensuing  May-day.  The 
chorus  of  the  "Nubes,"  chorus  of  the  *^  Choephori,^  and  other 
pieces,  which  greatly  strengthened  his  claims  as  a  youthful 
poet,  were  i^o  finished  before  the  end  of  April.  To  accom- 
plish all  this,  within  the  prescribed  time,  must  have  cost  him 
many  long  night-watches  ;  for  the  days  were  not  at  his  disposal. 
It  will  be  observed,  I  think,  in  the  tone  of  these  pieces,  tt^t  his 
visit  to  Edinburgh,  and  the  reflections  it  cabled  forth,  had  a  de- 
cided and  lasting  influence  on  his  poetiy.  They  possess  a  gravity 
of  thought,  a  force  and  elegance  of  diction,  which  are  not  to 
be  discovered  in  any  of  his  former  poems.  The  logical  accuracy 
with  which  the  principal  subject  is  treated ;  the  sustaixied  vigor 
with  which  the  arguments  are  debated;  the  highly,  poetical 
turn  given  to  many  of  the  sentiments  and  expressions,  clearly 
show  that  his  mind  and  taste  had  acquired  an  expansion  and 
refinement,  very  &r  beyond  his  years. 

It  may  be  remarked,  also,  that  his  style  and  subject  approach 
so  nearly  to  those  of  Pope,  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  his  having 
read' the  ^  Essay  on  Man,"  and  taken  its  author  for  his  modeL 
The  first  attempts  in  poetry,  Uke  the  first  efibrts  in  music,  must 
be  imitative ;  and,  as  the  first  poets  which  young  Campbell  had 
perused  in  English,  were  Pope,  Gray,  and  OoUsmith,  his  ia- 
miliarity  with  mese  classics  may  be  easily  traced  in  his  own 
compositions.  As  a  man  insensibly  acquires  the  manner,  im- 
bibes the  thoughts,  and  adopts  the  language  of  those  with 
whom  he  is  most  intimate — particularly  in  youth,  when  the 
mind  is  equally  impressible  and  retentive — these  exercises  bear 
internal  evidence  of  thei  excellent  society  in  which  the  Muse  of 
young  Campbell  first  plumed  her  wing ;  she  is  known  by  the 
good  company  she  had  kept 

Dryden,  if  I  nvstake  not,  has  observed  in  speakiBg  of  Ben 
Jonson's  imitations  of  the  classic  poets  of  antiquity,  that  '^  you 
may  track  him  everywhere  in  their  snow ;"  and  if  similar  in- 
dications were  at  times  perceptible  in  the  early  poems  of  Camp- 
bell, we  may  easily  imagine  what  would  have  been  his  excuse : — 
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*^  ABpice  ut  ezuTias,  yeterornqne  inaignia  nobis 
Aptemus — 
Nee  pudet  interdum  alteriua  nos  ore  locutos  1*^ 

The  resemblance,  however,  between  Campbell  and  the  old 
masters  of  the  art,  even  at  this  early  stage  of  his  authorship, 
is  to  be  found  in  the  manner — ^not  in  the  matter,  which  bears 
the  indelible  stamp  of  his  own  original  mind. 

During  the  composition  of  these  and  similar  pieces,  many  of 
which  were  destroyed  as  soon  as  written,  young  Campbell  con- 
tinued to  be  very  reserved  in  conversation  with  his  old  class- 
fellows.  He  was  as  cordially  attached  to  them  as  ever,  but  less 
frank  and  communicative.  This  transformation,  which  they  all 
lamented,  was  probably  the  result  of  incessant  study ;  which, 
although  it  enriched  his  mind  and  fancy,  greatly  diminished  his 
health,  and  subdued  the  wonted  buoyancy  of  his  spirits;  He 
was  occupied  during  several  hours  of  the  day  in  the  service  of 
others  ;  he  took  very  little  exercise,  and  spent  great  part  of  the 
night  in  poetic  vigils.  These  were  soon  found  to  be  too  much 
for  his  strength.  Nothing,  however,  could  divert  him  from  the 
pernicious  habit.  Daniel,  who  slept  in  the  same  room,  found 
his  own  rest  much  disturbed  by  these  irregular  hours;  and 
made  several  ingenious  efforts  to  discourage  his  brother  in  his 
unseasonable  lucubrations.  An  anecdote  illustrative  of  this  state 
of  affairs  has  been  communicated  to  me. — ^Daniel,  though  no 
poet,  was  a  severe,  but  facetious  critic.  He  could  often  detect 
a  flaw  where  another  could  see  nothing  but  beauty ;  and  to  this 
young  Zoilus  Campbell  submitted  most  of  his  juvenile  poetry. 
A  difference  of  opinion  caused  no  abatement  in  their  friendship ; 
for,  ever  since  the  detection  of  their  conspiracy  in  Mrs.  Simp- 
son's case,  they  had  been  more  and  more  together,  as  if  a  sense 
of  mutual  dis^ace  had  drawn  the  cords  of  sympathy  and  good 
brotherhood  closer  than  ever.  Daniel,  however,  would  rather 
have  lost  his  friend  than  his  jest ;  and  scarcely  a  day  passed 
without  some  practical  joke  being  played  off  on  his  brother 
Tom.  One  morning  they  were  to  have  breakfiuted  very  early ; 
and  for  this  purpose  everything  had  been  arranged  over  night. 
Daniel  was  punctual  to  the  very  minute,  dressed,  in  the  parlor, 
and  anxiousiv  waiting  for  his  brother,  whom  he  had  just  left 
in  a  state  of  unusuid  forwardness.    But  ten  minutes  having 

*  Or,  aaotin^  in  his  own  good-humored  way,  the  nreoeptor  of  Si  Je- 
rome's indignation  at  the  assertion  of  Terence — "  Nudl  est  dictum  quod 
non  dictum  fuit  prius  " — he  would  have  said,  **  Pereant  qui  ante  nos  nostra' 
dizeruntr 
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elapsed  with  no  symptom  of  his  appearance,  Daniel  became  im- 
patient, a^d  called  upon  him  to  descend  instantly,  for  breakfiut 
was  ready  and  the  time  up.  "  Instantly  T'  replied  the  Poet. 
Another  ten  minutes  passed  with  no  better  success.  Daniel 
called  to  his  brother  a  second,  and  a  third  time ;  but,  receiving 
no  answer,  rose  hastily  from  the  table  and  went  in  quest  of  him. 
At  the  same  instant  the  Poet  entered,  and,  laying  some  pages 
of  manuscript  on  the  table,  "  There,*'  said  he,  with  an  air  of 
satisfaction,  "  there  is  my  apology.  A  rare  thought  struck  me 
during  the  night — I  was  afraid  of  its  escaping,  and  having  taken 
the  pen  in  my  hand,  I  could  not  lay  it  down  until  I  had  reduced 
it  to  rhyme.  You'll  soon  see  whether  I  have  been  idle  or  not.** 
"  Very  good,*'  said  Daniel,  "  let's  have  a  look  at  it."  "  There 
it  is,'  said  Tom,  handing  it  to  him  with  one  hand,  and  helping 
himself  to  a  slice  of  toast  with  the  other.  Daniel  was  silent  for 
a  minute.  "Ha !  very  good  this — very  fine  indeed !"  "  Yes,  I 
thought  you  would  say  so."  "  And  this  is  why  you  had  so 
restless  a  night  !'*  "  Yes,  I  had  some  poetical  throes,  but  you 
see  I  have  hit  it  off  at  last*'  "  You  have^  my  boy,**  said  Daniel, 
appearing  to  read  with  much  attention.  "  Well — ^what  do  you 
think  of  it  ?"  inquired  the  Poet,  rather  impatiently.  "  Why," 
said  the  critic,  "  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  think  it  wants  fire, 
don't  you?"  "Perhaps,"  said  the  author,  with  hesitation. 
"  Yes — ^it  certainly  wants  Jlre  ;"  and,  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  Daniel  twisted  up  the  manuscript  and  thrust  it  between 
the  bars  of  the  grate. 


At  the  close  of  this  session — ^namely,  the  third  of  Camp- 
bell's attendance  at  College — ^he  was  gratified  by  a  further 
share  of  Academic  prizes.  In  the  Moral  Philosophy  class  he 
received  a  prize  for  his  "  Poetical  Essay  on  the  Origin  of  Evil." 
In  the  Greek  class,  he  gained  the  first  prize  for  the  best  transla- 
tion of  passages  fi-om  me  "  Clouds  of  Aristophanes."  In  refer- 
ence to  this  very  gratifying  circumstance,  Campbell  has  recorded 
the  fact,  in  one  of  his  manuscript  notes : — "  Professor  Young 
pronounced  my  version,  in  his  opinion,  the  best  essay  that  had 
ever  been  given  in  by  any  student  at  the  University.  This  was 
no  small  praise  to  a  boy  of  fifteen,  fi*ora  John  Young,  who,  with 
the  exception  of  Miller,  was  the  ablest  man  in  the  College." 

"  One  day,  shortly  before  the  close  of  this  session,  while  Pro- 
fessor Arthur,  of  the  Moral  Philosophy  chair,  was  showing  the 
University  to  an  English  gentleman,  who  had  come  into  the 
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class-room,  I  happened,''  says  Campbell,  ^'  to  be  standing  unob- 
served behind  him,  and  could  hear  distinctly  the  conversation 
that  passed  between  them.  ^And  is  there  any  one  among 
your  students,'  inquired  the  stranger,  ^  who  shows  a  talent  for 
poetry  V  '  Yes,'  said  the  Professor,  *  there  is  one,  Campbell, 
who  shows  a  very  promising  talent'  Little  knew  the  Professor 
that  I  was  listening  to  this  question  and  answer.  In  explana- 
tion of  this  *  talent,'  I  had  written  in  Arthur's  class,"  continues 
the  Poet,  **a  verse  Essay  on  the  Origin  of  Evil,  for  which  I  af- 
terwards received  the  prize,  and  which  gave  me  a  local  celebrity 
throughout  all  Glasgow,  from  the  High  Church  down  to  the 
bottom  of  the  Salt  Market !  It  was  even  talked  of^  as  I  am 
credibly  informed,  by  the  students  over  their  oysters  at  Lucky 
Mac  Alpine's,  in  the  Trongate  I" 

The  prize  poem,  of  which  the  author  speaks  with  so  much 
affected  astonishment  at  his  sudden  "  local  celebrity,"  is  here 
printed  from  the  original.  Campbell,  as  we  have  already  seen, 
performed  most  of  his  exercises  in  verse,  even  when  they  were 
expected  to  be  in  prose.  In  this  specimen  he  certainly  does  jus- 
tice to  the  Professor's  opinion,  and  "  shows  a  talent  for  poetry." 

ESSAY  ON  THE  ORIGIN  OF  EVIL. 
PART   I— EVILS   ARISma   FROM   IMPERFECTION. 

GITXN  IN  AS  AN  mreBmSE  IN  THX  MORAL  FHIL060FHT  m.kaiL 

OUugoiB,  April  25, 1794. 

While  Nature's  gifts  appear  a  farnog  strife, 
And  Evil  balances  the  Gtxxl  of  life ; 
While  varied  scenes,  in  Man's  estate,  disclose 
Delusive  Pleasure,  mix'd  with  surer  woes : 
Bewildered  Reason,  in  the  dubious  maze 
Of  human  lot,  a  feeble  wand'rer  strays, 
Sees  destin'd  iUs  on  Virtue  vent  their  force, 
Dash  all  her  bliss,  and  wonders  whence  the  source. 

Sure  Heav'n  is  rood,  no  farther  proof  we  need. 
In  Nature's  page  the  doubtless  text  we  read. 
Lo !  at  thy  feet,  earth's  verdant  carpet  spread, 
HeaVn's  azure  vault  o'ercanopies  thy  head ; 
For  thee  the  varied  seasons  grace  the  plain. 
The  vernal  flow'ret^  ipd  ^e  g^den  grain ; 
For  thee  all-wise  Beneficence  oo  high 
Bade  Day's  bright  mooaich  lighten  in  the  sky. 
And  Night's  pale  diariot,  o'er  the  vault  of  blue. 
With  silver  wheels  the  silent  path  pursue. 

Yes,  HeaVn  is  good,  the  source  of  ample  bliss ; 
In  spite  of  ills^  creation  teaches  this. 
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The  simple,  yet  important  tmth  to  spy; 

We  need  no  Plato's  soul,  no  sage's  eye ; 

A  native  £uth  each  distant  dime  perrades, 

And  sentiment  the  Yoioe  of  reason  aids. 

The  shuddering  tenant  of  the  Arctic  Pole 

Adores  reyolving  suns  that  rotmd  him  roll : 

No  sceptic  bosom  doubts  the  hand  of  HeaVn ; 

And,  though  misplac'd,  still  adoration  's  giv'n. 

Search  distant  climates,  at  the  thirsty  line. 

There  still  devotion  thanks  a  power  divine ; 

Still,  though  no  Science  treads  on  Libyan  plains, 

The  inborn  gmtitude  to  Ood  remains ; 

And  shall  the  soul,  by  Science  taught  to  view 

Truth  more  refin'd,  call  inborn  £Euth  untrue  f 

No — should  misfortune  cloud  thy  latest  days, 

Still  view  this  truth  through  life's  perplexing  mase ; 

While  Nature  teaches,  let  not  doubt  obtrude, 

But  own  with  gratitude  that  Ood  is  good. 

Tet  whence,  methinks,  repining  mortal  cries, 
If  Heaven  be  good,  can  human  iU  arise  f 
Man's  feeble  race,  what  countless  ilk  await, 
nis  self-created — ills  ordained  by  fate. 
While  yet  warm  youth  the  breast  with  pasaon  fires^ 
Hope  whispers  joy,  and  promis'd  bliss  inspires, 
In  oaziling  colors  future  life  arrays. 
And  many  a  fond  ideal  scene  displays. 
The  sanguine  zealot  promised  good  pursues. 
Nor  finds  that  widi,  out  still  the  chase  renews : 
Still  lur'd  by  Hope,  he  wheels  the  giddy  round. 
And  grasps  a  phantom  never  to  be  found. 
Too  soon  the  partial  bliss  of  youth  is  flown, 
Nor  future  bliss,  nor  Hope  itself  is  known ; 
No  more  ideal  prospects  charm  the  breast, 
Life  stands  in  cireaa  reality  confessed ; 
A  mingled  scene  of  aggravated  woes, 
Where  Pride  and  Passion  every  curse  disclose  I 

Cease,  erring  man ;  nor  arrogant  presume 
To  blame  thy  lot  or  Heaven's  unerring  doom. 
Hx  who  thy  being  gave,  in  skOl  divine. 
Saw  what  was  b^C  and  bade  that  best  be  thine. 
But,  count  thy  wants  and  all  thine  evils  name, 
Still,  Hx  that  bade  them  be,  is  free  from  blame ; 
Tell  all  the  imperfections  of  thy  state, 
The  wrongs  of  man  to  man — ^the  wrongs  of  Fate ; 
Still  Reason's  voice  shall  justify  them  all, 
And  bid  complaint  to  resignation  fklL 

If  HxaVn  be  blamed,  that  imperfection  's  thine. 
As  just  to  blame  that  man  is  not  divine. 
Of  all  the  tribes  that  fill  this  earthly  sdieme. 
Thy  sphere  is  highest,  and  th^  gifts  supreme ; 
Of  mental  ^fts,  Intelligence  is  given, 
Conscience  is  thine,  to  point  the  wiU  of  Heaven ; 
The  spur  of  Action,  Passioafl  are  assigned. 
Vol.  I. — 6 
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And  Fancy,  parent  of  ihe  eool  refined. 

Tis  true,  tny  Reaaoo*8  progress  is  bat  slow. 
And  Passion,  if  misg^ded,  tei^ds  to  ^ro; 
Tis  true,  thy  gifts  are  finite  in  extent, 
What  then  ?  can  nought  that 's  finite  ffve  oootent  f 
Leave,  then,  proud  luui  I  this  scene  of  eartlily  divioe; 
Aspire  to  spheres  supreme,  and  be  a  god  at  oooe  I 

"  No,**  you  reply ;  "  superior  pow'rs  I  claim, 
Though  not  perfectioD,  or  a  sphere  supreme ; 
In  R^son  more  exalted,  let  me  shine ; 
The  lion's  strength,  the  fox's  art  be  mine ; 
The  bull's  firm  chest,  the  steed's  superior  graces 
The  stag's  transcendant  swiftness  in  the  cbose. 
Say,  why  were  these  denied,  if  Heav'n  be  kind 
And  full  content  to  human  lot  assign'd  T — 

The  reason  's  simple ;  in  the  brcatst  of  mm 
To  soar  still  upward^  dwells  th'  eternal  plan ; 
A  wish  innate,  and  kindly  placed  by  Heaven, 
That  man  may  rise,  through  means  already  giveD. 
Aspiring  thus,  to  mend  the  ills  of  fate, 
To  find  new  bliss  and  cure  the  hmnan  state, 
In  varied  souls  its  varied  shapes  appear — 
Here,  fsuis  desire  of  wealth — of  honor,  there ; 
Here,  urges  Newton  Nature  to  explore, 
And  promises  delight  by  knowing  more : 
And  there,  in  Caesar,  lightens  up  the  flame 
To  mount  the  pinnacle  of  human  £un& 

In  spite  of  Fate,  it  fires  the  active  mind. 
Keeps  man  ahve,  and  serves  the  use  assign'd ; 
Without  it,  none  would  uige  a  &vorite  tent, 
And  man  were  useless  but  for  JXsconienL 

Seek  not  perfection,  then,  of  higher  kind. 
Since  man  is  perfect  in  the  state  assign'd ; 
Nor  perfect,  as  probation  can  allow, 
Accuse  thy  lot^  although  imperfect  now. 

PART  IL— MORAL  EVILS. 

But,  grant  that  Man  is  justly  frail  below, 

Still  Imperfection  is  not  all  our  wo : 

If  final  good  be  God's  eternal  plan. 

Why  is  the  power  of  iU  bratow'd  on  num  t — 

Why  is  Revenge  an  inborn  passion  found  I 

And  why  the  means  to  spread  that  passion  round  t 

Whence,  in  Man's  breast,  the  constant  wish  we  find, 

That  tends  to  work  the  ruin  of  lus  kind ! 

Whence  flows  th'  ambition  of  a  Osesar's  soul, 

Or  Sylla's  wish  to  ravage  and  control  f 

Whence,  monster  Vice  1  originates  thy  course  t 

Art  thou  from  Qod  t — ^is  purity  thy  sourcet 

No ;  let  not  blasphemy  that  cause  pursoe  I 
A  simpler  source  in  Man  himself  we  view : 
If  Man,  endowed  with  freedom,  baaefy  act^ 


JR.  16.]  COLLIOS  DATS — THE   ORIGIN   07  XYIL.  99 

Can  such  from  blameless  purit^r  detract  ? 

An  ample  liberty  of  dioice  is  given, 

Man  chooses  ill, — and  where  the  2udt  of  Heavflo  ! 

Sajr  not  the  human  heart  is  prone  to  sin. 

Virtue,  b^  Nature,  reigns  as  strong  within : 

The  passions,  if  perverted,  tend  to  wa— « 

"  What  then  f  did  God  perversion,  too,  bartow  T 

No ;  blame  thyself  if  Guilt  distract  thjr  loi; 

Man  may  be  virtuoun^r— HeaVn  forbids  it  not 

Blind  as  thou  art,  in  tiiis  imperfect  state. 

Still  conscious  Virtue  might  support  thy  hie ; 

Give  Reason  strength,  thy  passions  to  ooDtrot-- 

Vice  is  not  inborn ;  drive  it  from  thy  soul  1 

Yet  you  reply, — **  Though  ample  freedom  'a  mine^ 
The  fiEiult  of  Evil  still  is  half  divme ; 
If  Heaven  foresaw  that,  from  the  scope  of  dioiee, 
Perversion,  vice,  and  misery  should  nse ; 
Why  then  on  Man,  if  prone  to  good,  bestow 
The  poasibilitj^  of  working  wo  T 

aA  not ;  'tis  answer'd :  arrogantly  blind 
To  scan  the  secrets  of  the  eternal  i&und  1 
If  HeaVn  be  just,  then  Reason  tells  us  this — 
That  Man,  by  merit,  must  secure  his  bhssL 
Cease,  then,  with  Evil  to  upbraid  the  skies ; 
That,  to  the  vice  of  mortab,  owes  its  rise ; 
Is  God  to  blame,  if  Man's  inhuman  heart 
Deny  the  boon  that  Pity  should  impart  I 
If  patriots  to  brutality  should  change. 
And  grasp  the  lawless  dagger  of  Revenge— 
If  frantic  murd'rers  mingle  fit)m  afiir. 
To  palliate  carnage  by  the  name  of  war — 
If  pamper'd  Pride  disdain  a  sufferer's  fate, 
And  spurn  imploring  mis'ry  from  her  gate  f 
No  1    Heaven  nath  placed  Compassion  in  the  breMt ; 
The  means  are  given — and  ours  is  all  the  rert. 

But  what,  to  ease  thy  sorrow,  shall  avail 
For  human  lot  the  misanthropic  wail  I 
Since  all  complain,  and  all  are  vidoiia,  too, 
Each  hates  the  vile  pursuit,  but  all  punoe, 
Let  actions,  then,  and  not  complaints  prevail ; — 
Let  each  his  part  withdraw,  the  whole  shall  £uL 

PART  m.— NATORAIi  EVILS. 

Tet,  grailt  that  Error  must  result  from  choice, 
Still  man  has  iih  besides  the  ills  of  vice; 
Griefr  unforeseen ;  Disease's  pallid  train ; 
And  Death,  sad  refuge  from  a  world  uf  pain  I 
Disastrous  iUs  eadi  element  attend. 
And  certain  woes  with  every  Uessing  blend  I 

Lo  I  where  the  stream  in  quivering  silver  plays^ 
There,  slippVy  Fkte  upon  its  verge  betrays ; 
Yon  mm,  ttaat  ioeblj  gildt  the  wetteni  slgr, 
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In  warmer  climes  btds  arid  nature  die 

Dugiuted  Virtue  quita  her  injured  reign. 

Vice  comes  apace,  and  Folly  leads  her  train  1 

But  not  alone,  if  blissful  all  ihj  lot, 

Were  Vice  pursued,  and  Gratitude  forgot 

I>efects  still  further  in  the  scheme  we  view. 

Since  Virtue,  willing,  scarce  could  man  pursue. 

Say,  if  each  mortal  were  completely  blc»t. 

Where  could  the  pow'r  of  aicunff  wo  exist  ? 

If|  at  the  gate,  no  suppliant  suff  rer  stand. 

Could  e'er  Compassion  stretch  her  lib'ral  hand  t 

Did  Beyer  wint^  chill  the  freezing  waste, 

Could  kindness  e*er  inyite  the  shudd'ring  guest  f 

What  boots — if  good  the  changeless  lot  of  man — 

The  philanthropic  wish,  the  patriot's  plan  f 

Or  what  could  goodness  do  f    Noug^it  else,  'tis  plain, 

But  rage  to  bridle,  passion  to  restrain ; 

A  yirtue  negatiye^  scarce  worth  the  name, — 

Far  from  the  due  reward  that  gen'rous  actions  daim. 

Still  less  the  scope  of  Fortitude  we  fizid. 
Were  pain  dismiss^  and  Fortune  eyer  kind. 
The  path  of  merit,  then,  let  ills  be  yiewed. 
And  own  their  pow'r,  if  yirtue  be  thy  good. 
Nor  on  that  scheme  let  lawless  wishes  run. 
Where  yice  had  all  her  scope,  and  yirtue  none ; 
But  rest  contented  with  thy  Maker's  plan. 
Who  ills  ordain'd,  the  means  of  good  to  man. 
Nor,  midst  complaint  of  hardships,  be  foigot 
The  mingled  pleasures  of  thy  yaried  lot  1 

What,  though  the  transient  gusts  of  sorrow  come-— 
Though  passion  yez,  or  penury  benumb ; 
Still  bliss,  sufficient  to  thy  hope,  is  giVn 
To  warm  thy  heart  with  gratitude  to  HeaVn  1 
Still  mortal  Reason  darts  sufficient  day 
To  guide  thy  steps,  through  life's  perplexing  way ; 
Still  Conscience  tells — ^"tis  all  we  need  to  know — 
"  Virtue  to  seek,  and  yice  to  shun  below." 
Hear,  then,  the  warnings  of  her  solemn  yoice. 
And  seek  the  plaudit  of  a  yirtuous  choice  1 

Thomas  Campbell,  <sf.  16. 

A  lady,  who  well  remembers  the  Poet*8  triumph,  this  session, 
mentions,  in  a  letter  to  me,  his  warmth  and  tenderness  of  heart, 
his  mature  judgment,  enlivened  by  sallies  of  wit  and  humor, 
which  shone  forth  in  numerous  anecdotes.  In  personal  appear- 
ance, he  was  not  less  remarkable  for  elegance,  than  for  those 
high  mental  endowments  which  were  every  year  acquiring 
greater  force  and  finer  polish.  His  specimens  from  *  Medea,' 
which  hardly  lost  anything  of  their  original  beauty  by  his  trans- 
lation, gained  for  him  the  friendship  and  patronage  of  the  pro- 
fessors.   Among  the  atadents,  at  the  same  time,  he  was  regarded 
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as  a  prodigy,  &nd  often  copied  as  a  standard  authority  in  the 
various  branches  of  study  and  composition. 

This  superiority,  however,  which  in  other  cases  would  have 
excited  jealousy,  and  alienated  less  gifted  minds,  had  no  such 
effect  on  that  of  young  Campbell.  His  character,  at  once  open- 
hearted,  and  open-handed,  was  destitute  of  anything  like  selfish- 
ness, and  drew  the  circle  of  his  friends  more  and  more  closely 
around  him.  Always  disposed  to  help  those  who  sought  his 
assistance,  he  awakened  in  their  minds  a  feeling  of  gratitude  as 
well  as  of  admiration.  He  was  looked  upon,  not  with  envy  but 
affection — not  as  one  who  monopolized  the  prizes  in  every  class, 
but  as  one  whose  talents  reflected  lustre  upon  the  whole  body 
of  the  students.  He  spoke  their  sentiments,  shared  their  sym- 
pathies, advocated  their  rights,  and  was  regarded  as  their  friend 
and  representative — one  to  whom  they  could  point  with  just 
pride  and  confidence,  whenever  the  discipline  of  the  University 
might  be  called  in  question,  and  say, — "  This  is  a  youth  after 
our  own  hearts — this  is  one  of  ourselves !" 

Down  to  this  period  of  his  academical  career,  Campbell  ap- 
pears to  have  studied  with  a  view  to  the  church.  Among  the 
most  intimate  of  his  associates  was  Hamilton  Paul,  whose  talenta 
were  of  a  high  order — a  grave  philosopher,  but  a  lively  poet. 
In  the  congenial  society  of  this  worthy  compeer,  and  that  of  a 
kindred  spirit,  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Finlayson,  with  whom  he  after- 
wards travelled  to  Mull,  he  spent  many  pleasant,  as  well  as  pro- 
fitable, hours.  And  as  both  his  class-fellows  were  preparing  for 
holy  orders ;  theology,  with  all  the  "  weighty  matters  of  the 
law,^  ecclesiastical  history,  and  logic,  were  the  leading  studies 
of  the  session.  Having  a  warm  friendship  for  those  young 
men,  living  much  in  their  company,  and  sharing  their  senti- 
ments, it  is  probable  that  he  at  length  embraced  similar  views ; 
and,  for  some  time,  at  least,  steadily  persevered  in  regulating  his 
studies  by  theirs.  Circumstances,  however,  of  a  domestic  or 
personal  nature,  appear  to  have  altered  his  purpose;  but  these 
are  so  indistinctly  remembered,  or  so  doubtfully  stated,  that  I 
cannot  take  upon  mo  to  repeat  them  with  any  degree  of  con- 
fidence. 

His  prospects  of  church  patronage  could  never  have  been 
very  encouraging.  His  family  connexions,  on  both  sides  of  the 
house,  were  chiefly  engaged  in  commerce ;  and  when  he  looked 
towards  Kirnan,  "the  home  of  his  forefathers,"  and  thought  of 
days  when  the  staunch  old  ^  lairds  of  that  ilk"  would  have  sold 
their  last  acrea  to  have  pkoed  such  a  kinsman  in  the  pulpit,  the 
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case  was  cheerless ;  "  roofless  and  wild''  was  their  abode ;  and 
under  the  greensward  of  Kilmichael  Kirk-yard  lay  the  last 
^  heritors''  who  could  have  lent  him  a  helping  hand.  All  this 
passed  through  his  mind.  But  then  it  was  said  ^  his  talents 
would  easily  accomplish  what  £unily  influence  could  not" 
Talents  he  certainly  had — talents  of  the  first  order — but  of  what 
avail  were  these  ? 

Hand  facile  cmergunt^  quomm  virtutibas  obstat 
Res  angiuta  domi. 

Many  other  such  arguments  were  employed ;  but  they  went 
merely  to  show  that,  if  he  aspired  to  church  preferment,  he  must 
give  much  more  attention  to  things  "  ecclesiastical ;"  study  Cal- 
vin, compose  homilies,  read  Mosheim,  follow  in  the  steps  of 
those  noble  ancestors,  who,  at  the  peril  of  their  lives  and  pro- 
perty, had  ever  clung  fast  to  the  interests  of  their  Mother  Kirk; 
and  take  his  own  words  for  a  motto: — 

Be  strong  as  ^e  rock  of  the  ocean  tiiat  stemji 
A  thousand  wild  waves  on  the  shore  I 

What  eflfect  this  friendly  exhortation  produced  on  the  raind 
of  Campbell^  is  not  known.  He  panted  ardently  for  indepen- 
dence; and  would  have  given  any  amount  of  labor  to  have 
realized  the  boon.  He  had  at  this  anxious  period  a  firm  con- 
viction that  ^*  all  difficulties  were  to  be  overcome  by  strenuous 
exertions,  diligence,  and  industry;"  and  to  these,  not  to  his 
genius,  he  attributed  all  his  school  and  college  distinctions. 
His  fiither  had  expressed  a  preference  for  the  civil  rather  than 
the  ecclesiastical  profession^  and  his  opinion  harmonized  vrith 
that  of  the  Poet  But  to  that,  also,  there  was  an  insuperable 
barrier  in  the  state  of  his  finances.  The  profession  of  medicine, 
or  surgery,  was  next  thought  of;  and  Campbell,  as  he  informs 
us^  attended  some  preliminary  lectures  on  the  subject  But,  on 
one  occasion,  he  was  so  much  afi^ted  by  a  surgical  operation, 
at  which  he  was  present,  that  he  could  never  overcome  this 
repugnance  so  far  as  to  resume  his  studies.  Law,  as  we  have 
already  seen,  was  tried  with  no  better  success.  Its  cruel  **  ope- 
rations" were  as  ofiensive  to  his  mind  and  taste,  as  those  of  sur- 
gery ;  and  now  physic  was  also  given  up  as  being  too  nearly 
related  to  surgery.  Thus,  left  without  any  definite  aim,  he  ap- 
pears to  have  pa»ed  the  ensuing  summer  in  the  counting-house 
of  a  Glasgow  merchant,  a  near  relation  of  his  family,  where  he 
acquired  some  useful  habits  of  business,  with  the  prospective 
hope  of  being  cBablad  to  join  his  elder  brothers  in  America, 
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where  they  had  been  many  years  established  as  merchants  and 
planters.  But  to  enter  at  large  into  the  distracting  hopes  and 
disappointments,  which  at  this  time  so  painfully  chequered  our 
Poet's  hfe,  would  be  forestalling  the  interest  of  those  letters,  in 
which  he  has  adverted  to  them  with  much  feeling,  and  with  a 
truth  and  candor  never  to  be  misunderstood  or  suspected. 

Still,  however,  a  vague  idea  of  church  preferment  seems  to 
have  kept  its  hold  of  his  mind.  Many  little  circumstances  tend 
to  show,  though  indirectly,  that  his  studies  inchned  in  that 
direction.  He  read  {lebrew*  with  other  theological  youths ; 
familiarized  himself  with  some  of  the  "  best  divines,"  and  wrote 
the  following  hymn  on  the  Advent,  which,  so  far  as  I  know,  is 
one  of  his  original  poems,  which  has  never  been  publicly  acknow- 
ledged. The  Poet's  copy,  however,  has  an  autograph  inscrip- 
tion, stating  that  "  he  wrote  it  at  the  age  of  sixteen,"  conse- 
quently about  the  end  of  the  previous  autumn.  The  original^ 
from  which  the  following  is  a  transcript,  has  been  forty  years  in 
the  possession  of  Dr.  David  Irving. 

HYMN. 

Whsv  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  etill. 
And  silence  slept  on  Zion  hill ; 
When  Salem's  shepherds,  thro'  Ae  night, 
Watched  o'er  their  flocks  hj  starry  light — 
Hark  I  from  the  midnight  hills  aroimd, 
A  voice,  of  more  than  mortal  sound, 
In  distant  hallelujahs  stole. 
Wild  murmuring,  on  the  raptured  souL 
Then  swift,  to  every  startled  eye. 
New  streams  of  glory  g^d  the  sky; 
Heaven  bursts  her  azure  gates  to  pour 
Her  spirits  to  the  midnight  hour. 

On  wheels  of  light  and  wings  of  flame, 
The  glorious  hosts  to  21ion  came. 
High  Heaven  with  sounds  of  triumph  rung, 
And  thus  they  smote  their  harps  and  sung : — 

O  Zion,  lift  thy  raptured  eye, 
The  loDg-expccted  hour  is  nigh — 
The  joys  of  Nature  rise  again — 
The  rrince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 


*  In  a  letter,  written  only  a  few  months  before  his  death,  he  recalls  the 
fact  of  having  studied  Hebrew  at  this  time,  in  the  following  words :  "  I 
have  met  a  very  pleasant,  well-informed,  and  agreeable  man,  the  son  of  the 
professor  of  the  (iladgow  University,  with  whom,  during  my  curriculum,  I 
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See,  Mercy,  from  her  golden  urn. 

Pours  a  glad  stream  to  them  that  mourn ; 

Behold,  die  binds,  with  tender  care, 

The  bleedingboeom  of  despair. — 

"He  comes— ^e  cheers  the  trembling  heart — 

Night  and  her  spectres  pale  depart : 

A^kin  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom — 

Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom! 

Oh,  Zion,  Uf  t  thy  raptured  e^e. 

The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh — 

The  joys  of  JNature  rise  again, 

Hie  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign  1        T,0^(9L  16. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THIRD  SESSION— CORRESPONDENCE. 

One  of  the  first  and  most  intimate  acquaintances  of  young 
Campbell,  at  College,  was  James  Thomson,  a  fellow-student 
from  Lancashire,  whose  kindred  genius  and  amiable  disposition 
formed  the  bond  of  a  friendship  which  increased  with  years,  and 
continued,  without  interruption,  until  the  Poet's  death.*  To 
this  congenial  friend,  Campbell  addressed  most  of  his  early  let- 
ters ;  and  from  these  I  shall  be  readily  excused  for  introducing  a 
few  extracts,  such  as  will  better  illustrate  the  young  Poet's 
character,  than  any  commentary  from  the  pen  of  his  biographer. 
They  are  all  written  in  the  full  candor  and  confidence  of  unre- 
served friendship,  and  exhibit  a  faithful  picture  of  the  warm 
heart,  and  brilliant  intellect  of  the  youthful  writer.  The  second 
from  which  I  shall  quote,  was  written  while  residing  in  the  im- 
mediate neighborhood  of  Glasgow,  and  engaged  in  a  merchant's 
office,  with  the  view  of  joining  his  brothers  in  Virginia.  It  ap- 
pears, that  "  the  employments"  of  the  session  had  not  been 
agreeable ;  but  by  employments  is  to  be  understood  "  the  neces- 
sity of  giving  elementary  iastruction  to  others."  In  every  other 
respect  the  session  had  been  auspicious.  Two  prizes  had  been 
awarded  to  him ;  one  for  his  poem  on  "  the  Origin  of  Evil  ;*' 
and  another  for  various  translations  from  the  "Clouds"  of 
Aristophanes.  His  correspondence  with  Mr.  Thomson  be^ns 
thus: — 


*  "  No  difltaDce  ahaU  put  an  end  to  our  epistolary  correspondence.  Our 
friendship,  thoujgh  begun  in  the  jears  of  youth,  I  trust,  shall  survive  tiiat 
period,  and  be  immutably  fixed  m  mver  years.**  [Letter,  dated  June  12, 
1794.1  Tliis  was  truly  predicted  It  was  to  Mr.  Thomson's  order  that  two 
marble  busts  of  the  Poet  were  executed  by  Bailey,  one  of  which  he  pre- 
sented to  the  University  of  Glasgow,  and  retained  the  other  in  his  own 
fiunily.  The  admirable  portrait  of  the  Poet,  by  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence, — 
an  en^ving  of  which  is  prefixed  to  this  volume, — ^was  also  cx)mmissioiied 
by  thia  eariy  friend. 

6» 
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TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Glasgow,  April,  1794. 
My  dear  Thomson, 

I  am  ashamed  to  trouble  you  with  apologies  for  delay 
in  answering  your  last  favor ;  I  shall  not,  therefore,  at  present, 
urge  the  incessant  labors  of  Professor  Anderson's  class,  or  the 
time-consuming  pursuits  of  Eudid,  as  the  smallest  excuse  for 
my  second  procrastination.  Negligent  as  I  may  have  been  in 
writing,  I  depend  upon  your  friendship  for  forgiveness ;  I  assure 
you,  my  silence  arose  not  from  any  cessation  of  my  esteem  for 
your  correspondence,  or  from  the  smallest  diminution  of  my 
regard  for  you,  but  partly  from  interrupting  circumstances,  and 
partly  from  that  particular  flatness  of  spirits,  which,  even  allow- 
mg  I  were  at  leisure,  would  make  me  a  very  sorry  correspondent. 
Do  not  imagine  from  this  that  I  have  grown  phlegmatic ;  per- 
haps I  may  be  wrong  in  delaying  the  duties  of  friendship  on 
account  of  any  peculiar  mood  I  may  be  in ;  yet  I  cannot  help 
thinking  it  would  be  a  very  bad  return  for  your  animated  cor- 
respondence, to  trouble  you  with  the  common-place  remarks 
of  a  humdrum  fit.  I  suppose  you  are  now  fairly  metropolized. 
I  congratulate  you,  my  dear  friend,  upon  the  opportunity  you 
enjoy  of  being  thus  introduced  into  so  wide  a  field  for  observa- 
tion. *  The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man ;'  and  in  the  me- 
tropolis of  England,  human  nature  is  seen  in  its  most  variegated 
states  and  employments.  The  concourse  of  characters  to  be 
met  with  there,  have  ^ven  scope  to  the  contemplative  geniuses 
of  many  distinguished  men.  The  great  Johnson  speaks  much 
of  the  improvement  to  be  reaped  from  residences  m  numerous 
societies ;  and  to  hear  this  from  the  mouth  of  so  learned  a  man, 
may  convince  us  that  intercourse  with  mankind,  as  well  as  ac- 
quaintance with  books,  has  its  share  in  polishing  the  mind.  I 
once  imagined  that  agriculture  had  such  an  effect  on  the  happi- 
ness of  men,  as  entirely  outstripped  all  the  advantages  of  com- 
merce ;  but  upon  considering  the  tendency  of  commerce  to  bring 
men  together,  in  more  extensive  circles  tnan  agriculture  can  do, 
I  became  more  warm  in  my  admiration  of  it ;  and  I  think  it 
admits  of  no  doubt  that  commerce  humanizes  society.  In  your 
next,  however,  I  expect  to  hear  a  more  complete  review  of  the 
benefits  of  commerce  than  my  narrow  observation  has  permitted 
me  to  take.  If  you  are  at  present  in  London,  I  request  the 
&vor  of  a  few  remarks  upon  Uie  general  cast  of  its  inhabitants. 
I  have  heard  several  accounts  of  its  edifices,  curiosities,  mannersi 
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ha. ;  bat  I  Manre  you,  your  otMervations,  on  whatever  part  of  it 
Tou  have  hitherto  Men,  would  afford  m«  much  pieoBure.  The 
igttonuit,  70U  know,  may  be  excused  for  curiosity ;  and  to  one 
who  htM  fteua  so  little  of  the  world  as  I  have  be«tt  oequunted 
wiUj,  the  shortest  account  of  our  metropolis  could  not  &il  to  be 
intereeting. 

Please  to  inform  me  how  Itne  you  are  to  remuii  in  London. 
Are  you  fiiedin  business,  or  only  OD  a  visit?  What  are  the  poh- 
tics  d  London  f  Are  they  pacibc,  or  warlike  !  Are  the  Eoglieh- 
men  Btill  so  mad  as  to  waj^r  that  the  King  of  Prussia  and  bis 
victorious  hussars  will  take  Paris  in  six  weeks  1  Such,  indeed, 
vie  a  wager  laid,  when  the  war  commenced,  at  Change  Allvy. 
I  thank  you  for  your  specimen  of  Engliib  newspapers.  The 
Scotch  peters  speak  not  so  boldly  of  the  fate  of  our  Edinburgh 
convicts ;  but  I  have  always  esteemed  the  condemnation  of  Muir 
and  Gerald,  as  the  blackest  stain  upon  Scotch  justice.  Palmei 
is  still  in  the  futh — I  bad  no  band  in  his  conversion.  Gregory 
Watt  thanks  you  Ibr  the  wbat-d'ye-call-'em ;  I  forget  chemical 
names.  He  knows  nothing  about  the  Strvntitei,  nor  can  1m 
procure  any.  But  a  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Irvine,  is  at  present  in 
quest  of  some ;  he  esteems  it  a  very  rare  matter,  and  has  prom- 
ised to  give  me  some,  as  soon  as  obtained,  which  I  shall  send 
by  the  carrier. — My  dear  friend,  I  have  much  to  say,  but  must 
defer  it  till  another  opportunity.  Be  so  good  aa  excuse  my  long 
delay.  Write  ine  soon,  and  you  sh^  be  speedily  answered  by 
yotu  most  &ithful  and  affectionate  T.  C. 

TO  Ma  THOMSON. 

Qlasoow,  May  nth,  II94. 
Mr  DXAR  Thoubon, 

I  «m  almost  afriud  that  my  last  scribbles  were  so  nuser- 
abie  as  to  be  totally  illegible,  and  so  hurried  as  to  give  you  dk- 
gust.  I  assure  you,  my  dear  friend,  nothing  has  tended  so  ravd 
to  make  my  late  employments  disagreeable,  as  the  idea  of  not 
having  it  m  my  power  to  commence  an  epistolary  correspon- 
dence, in  which  I  promised  myself  so  much  pleasure.  But  I 
find  myself  now  almost  entirely  at  leisure ;  and  happy  indeed 
■hall  I  be,  if  the  many  long  "botherations"  with  wliicli  I  intend 
to  plague  you  tliis  summer,  bo  answered  in  due  turn  by  you. 
We  are  now  settled  in  our  new  rural  habitation,  which,  though 
by  no  means  a  lordly  dome,  affords  us  all  the  pleasure  of  being 
free  from  the  anoke  of  Uhwgow.     Onr  windows  look  down 
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upon  a  valley,  which  is  at  present  very  fresh  and  heautiful ;  but 
I  need  not  describe  the  place  to  one  who  has  seen  it.  I  come 
into  town  regularly  every  morning  at  seven  o'clock.  My  first 
resort  is  to  the  "  Green/'  on  purpose  to  listen  to  the  **  shrill  fife 
or  martial  drum.''  When  Gregory  Watt  comes  out  of  the 
Greek  class,  I  walk  with  him  till  breakfast,  unless  he  be  in  a 
stubborn  fit,  and  refuses  to  go,  in  which  case  I  must  pace  away 
$olu8,  I  threatened  one  day  to  tell  the  "  Doctor"  ♦  of  his  be- 
havior ;  it  had  no  effect ;  but  he  is  a  very  agreeable  fellow  when 
he  chooses.  We  often,  very  ofl«n  talk  about  you ;  indeed,  I 
never  hear  well-played  music  but  I  think  of  the  '  Doctor  *  and 
his  fiute ;  two  very  agreeable  ideas  without  flattery.  Remember 
to  bring  your  sweet  instrument  along  with  you  when  you  return 
to  ScotUmd.  I  hope  in  God  you  have  no  intention  of  staying 
at  home  after  September.  Professor  Young  left  town  yesterday. 
I  dined  lately  with  him  at  our  friend's  grandfiather's,  where  he 
sat  at  the  head  of  the  table.  Richardson  and  Jardine  (Profes- 
sors) are  still  in  town ;  the  former  is  a  polite,  agreeable  gentle- 
man ;  the  latter  is  a  most  worthy,  honest  man ;  he  is  neither 
froud  nor  partial.  This  you  will  find  when  you  are  his  student, 
believe,  however,  he  is  not  nearly  so  good  a  chemist  as  the 
gentleman  I  alluded  to ;  for  I  beHeve  that  Europe  never  produced 
his  match  for  extracting  copper  from  all  substances,  and  chiefly 
from  the  pockets  of  his  students ! 

What  a  long  letter  have  I  written  you,  and  not  one  word  of 
poetry  in  it !  Surely,  this  is  an  insult  to  the  Muse  I  Many  a 
sheet  of  nonsense  have  I  beside  me ;  insomuch,  that  when  my 
&ther  comes  into  my  room,  he  tells  me  I  would  be  much  better 
reading  Locke,  than  scribbling  so.  I  intended  to  have  sent  you 
an  Ode  upon  Mr.  Tait*s  poetical  abilities  just  now ;  but  shall 
postpone  it  till  next  time  I  write  you — that  is,  when  I  answer 

Jour  next  letter.     In  the  meantime  receive  a  few  hues  upon 
lusic ;  the  subject  was  inspired  by  hearing  a  most  beautiful 
** March"  played  by  the  band  on  the  Green. 

ODE  TO  MUSIC. 

AxL>powKRFUL  charmef  of  the  son], 
Each  mood  of  UaKj  formed  to  please; 

To  bid  the  wave  of  Passion  roll, 
Or  tune  the  languid  breast  to  ease. 

Come,  in  thy  native  garb  arrayed, 
And  poor  the  sweetly  simple  song ; 


*  *Tbfd  Doctor;'  the  dasHiame  for  their  mutual  fiiend,  Thomaoa 
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And  all  the  Muse^s  breast  pervade, 

And  guide  the  fluent  verse  along. 
What  time  the  moon,  with  silver  beam. 

Shall  sparkle  on  the  light-blue  lake ; 
And  Hope  with  sympathetic  gleam. 

And  silent  pleasure,  shall  awake : 
Then,  as  thy  quivering  notes  resound 

From  lively  pipe  anid  mellow  horn ; 
And  (^uick-paced  marches  breathe  around, 

Shnll  thro'  the  ringing  vaUeys  borne — 
Then,  swelled  with  every  winding  tone. 

Tumultuous  shall  my  heart  rebound  \ 
And  ardor  o*er  my  bosom  thrown, 

Shall  kindle  at  the  rising  sound. 
Or,  oft  at  evening  8  closing  hour. 

When  deeper  purple  dyes  the  cloud ; 
When  Fancy  haunts  the  silent  bower. 

And  pensive  thoughts  the  bosom  crowd. 
What  time  the  softening  zeph^T  flies, 

Thy  notes  shall  aid  the  gentle  theme 
That  lonely  Meditation  tries. 

And,  grateful,  soothe  her  placid  dream. 
Far  from  the  world's  assiduous  throng, 

Then  let  the  mellow  warbling  flute. 
In  slow,  sad  numbers,  pour  the  song, 

The  be^t  this  solemn  hour  may  suit 
And  thou,  O  Thomson,  skilled  to  'wake 

The  wild  notes  Scotia  loves  so  dear ; 
Oft  let  me  these  with  thee  partake. 

And  oft  thy  silver  cadence  hear  I 

When  I  look  back  upon  my  letter,  I  am  ashamed  that  I  have 
written  no  better ;  but  as  the  sailors  say  at  Wapping,  you  must 
excuse  haste — that  is,  when  they  knock  a  man  down. 

Adieu,  <fec.  Thomas  Campbell. 

In  this  and  the  following  letters,  Campbell  expresses  much 
solicitude  for  his  friend's  return  to  Scotland ;  for,  in  the  previous 
session,  their  acquaintance  had  commenced  under  very  pleasing 
auspices,  and  he  was  desirous  for  improving  it  by  the  habits  of 
daily  intercourse.  In  this  prospect  he  was  sadly  disappointed. 
"  Unfortunately  for  myself,"  says  Mr.  Thomson,  "  I  was  only 
one  session  at  Glasgow ;  but,  during  that  session,  was  laid  the 
foundation  of  my  afler-intercourse  with  two  men,  who  may  be 
said  to  have  given  the  right  direction  to  my  future  life  and 
character.     These  were  Thomas  Campbell,  and  Gregory  Watt,* 

*  In  the  College  Session  of  1793-4,  Gregory  Watt  was  Mr.  Thomson's 
friend  and  rival  in  the  Oreek  Class,  and  the  competition  excited  extraordi- 
nazy  interest  aniGiig  their  oompanioos;  for,  in  them,  ** Greek  met  Greek," 
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youngest  son  of  the  great  engineer.  Gregory  died  in  1806, 
at  the  early  age  of  twenty-seven,  after  having  given  proo&  of 
extraordinary  talent  and  promise. 

Campbell,  Thomson,  and  Gregory  were  much  together ;  and 
were  avowed  rivals  in  the  Classes  and  Debating  Clubs.  But 
the  rivalry  that  stimulated  their  talents  cemented  their  friend- 
ship, the  basis  of  which  was  laid  in  mutual  esteem  and  prefer- 
ence. To  record  such  traits  of  generous  fellowship  in  youth, 
is  one  of  the  pleasing  duties  of  a  biographer.  The  remembrance 
of  their  early  friendship,  so  often  mentioned  by  the  Poet,  was 
cherished  to  the  last ;  and  of  their  gifted  friend,  Thomson  and 
Gregory  never  spoke  but  in  terms  of  unfeigned  admiration — 

«  Thou  art  §o/ar  hefare^ 
That  swiftest  wiBg  of  recompense  is  slow 
To  overtake  thee." 


Glasgow,  June  I2th,  1794. 

My  dear  Thomson, 

Think  not  from  the  lateness  of  your  answer  to  the  frivo- 
lous contents  of  my  last,  that  I  had  formed  any  opinion  of  your 
friendship,  unjustified  by  reason  and  experience.  I  longed,  in- 
deed, to  near  from  you,  nor  was  it  without  feelings  of  the  warm- 
est kind  that  I  opened  your  kind  favor.  It  is  strange,  indeed, 
what  emotions  the  known  hand-writing  of  an  absent  friend  can 
excite.  '^  Words  upon  paper,"  says  the  philosophic  Jardine, 
^  can  paint  the  object  of  description  in  colors  superior  to  those 
of  the  most  artful  limner ;  and,  though  silent  of  themselves,  can 
speak  forcibly  to  the  heart."  But,  my  (}ear  Thomson,  why 
did  you  value  my  esteem  for  you  so  low,  as  to  imagine  that 
a  letter,  such  as  yours  was,  could  be  uninteresting  ?  I  assure 
you,  my  dear  friend,  I  shall  ever  esteem  it  one  of  the  most  re- 
fined pleasures  in  life  to  be  your  constant  correspondent,  what- 
ever the  subject  of  your  letters  may  be.  I  am  sorry  that  you 
are  so  undetermined  about  your  return  next  winter.  Heaven 
grant  you  may !  The  paths  of  learning  would  certainly  be 
smoothed,  and  labor  rendered  pleasant,  with  such  a  fellow-stu- 
dent   But  laying  aside  all  consideration  of  my  own,  though  I 

and  the  result  was  anzioiisly  expected  Tliomson  won  the  prize;  but, 
with  the  ezoeptioD  of  the  victor  himself,  Gregory  was  the  most  delighted 
■tudent  in  the  dasa.  He  was  a  geDatooM,  libml,  and  open-hearted  youth ; 
80  attached  to  his  friend,  and  so  sensible  of  his  merit,  uiat  the  honors  con- 
ferred on  Thomson,  obliterated  all  reooUactioo  of  penonal  fiultir& 
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were  entirely  disintereeted  in  the  case,  I  would,  by  all  means, 
Kdvise  yon  to  pay  our  University  a  second  visiL  Though  your 
last  year's  diligence  and  literary  emiDence  were  reryill  rewuded 

\f}  Hr. ,  yet  I  can  asanre  yon  the  same  degree  of  atten- 

lioB  will  meet  with  a  very  different  reception  from  Profeeior  Jar- 
dine,  with  whom  you  will  study,  of  course.  You  will  neither 
have  a  pBrtial  preceptor,  nor  a  dissipated  tutor  ;  for  I  suppose 
you  will  readily  obt^  Mr.  Jackson,  who  stays  in  town  all  sum- 
mer. But,  for  eminence  in  the  Logic  class,  you  hare,  besides 
these,  one  very  capital  advantage.  Your  ability  in  compaBin<^ 
is  &r  superior  to  the  generality  of  those  who  go  there  ;  and  I 
am  certun  it  will  entitle  you  to  the  foremost  distinction.  But 
in  case  the  view  of  pre-eminence  should  be  no  inducement,  the 
improvement  and  pleasure  which  must  accrue  from  yonr  next 
year's  attendance,  might,  I  think,  offer  themselves  as  very  strong 
motives.  A  knowledge  of  the  human  mind,  and  the  method  of 
improving  its  faculties  of  every  kind  ;  a  knowledge  of  composi- 
tion, and  of  the  means  of  improving  language,  and  acquiring  a 
beaatihl  style,  must,  to  one  of  your  taste,  be  productive  of  great 
pleasure,  and  to  one  of  your  genius  must  prove  highly  useful. 
The  Logic  class  is  accounted  difficult  to  thoee  whose  laziness  ren- 
der«  the  writing  of  an  exercise  difficult.  But  I  can  assure  you, 
although  from  sereral  circumstances  1  can  by  no  means  boast 
<A  deriving  any  great  advantages  from  it — that  I  always  found 
its  employment  very  agreeable.  But  pray,  my  dear  fnend, 
don't  tbioK  me  officious  though  I  speak  thus ;  and  should  what 
I  have  s^d  not  be  accepted  as  inducements  to  your  return,  I 
bc^  you  will  not  be  offended  at  my  offering  an  advice.  I  am, 
next  winter,  to  be  Master  of  Arts,  if  possible.  I  believe  I  shall 
qwnd  no  more  winters  in  this  country,  as  my  purpose  is  to  join 
my  lHx>theTa  in  America,*  in  the  mercantile  line,  upon  which  I 
hare  now  fixed.  I  had  a  different  intention  when  ne  parted. 
In  tlie  view  of  following  merchandise  I  am  busily  employed  at 
book-keeping,  and  endeavoring  to  improve  this  hand  of  mine. 
I  hope,  however,  dear  Thomson,  should  my  purpose  be  accom- 

'  It  appean  irom  this  letter  th&t  OampbeR  had  Mrimuly  tonwd  hU 
tLmwhta  to  ft  mercantile  lif^  and  was  now  studyiog  with  the  prospect  <A 
inomg  hia  brothen  in  Virginin ;  but  from  this  view  he  wsa  shortly  after- 
--''**■'  '  .    .-.       "    -.^  ^dg  .     . 


wards  diverted  by  unforeseen  circumstancee ;  and,  like  Bums,  v 
fonned  a  similar  project,  he  was  happlj  destined  to  ram  his  immortsUtj' 
at  home.  To  tlie  plan  of  entering  mto  buoneH  in  America,  there  is  tto- 
qiMot  reCeienoe  in  his  correspondence  ;  and  vben  the  project  wit  finally 
uandmed,  it  Mcms  to  fakve  been  Ut  m  a  nt«B  diMppoDbnenL 
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plished  of  going  to  America,  that  no  diatance  shall  put  an  end 
to  our  epistolary  correspondence.  Our  friendship,  tnough  be- 
gun in  the  years  of  youth,  I  trust  shall  survive  that  period,  and 
be  immutably  fixed  in  graver  years.  I  took  farewell  of  G.  W. 
(Gregory  Watt)  about  three  weeks  ago.  Poor  fellow  I  you  will, 
no  doubt,  be  surprised  to  hear  that  he  has  lost  his  younger 
sister.  I  had  not  the  smallest  knowledge  of  the  illness,  of  which 
she  died,  till  I  heard  of  her  death.  It  is  a  solemn  warning  of 
life's  uncertainty.  I  don't  expect,  however,  to  hear  from  fim, 
owing  to  this  melancholy  occurrence  ;  nor  do  I  feel  myself  in- 
chned  to  write  to  him  first,  for  the  same  reason.  Whether  I  am 
right  or  not,  I  cannot  say.  Pray,  my  dear  friend,  do  write  me 
soon ;  and  if  you  can  send  me  good  news  about  your  return 
next  winter,  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  you  will  be  heightened, 
if  possible.  The  choice  of  a  subject  fit  for  our  correspondence,  I 
leave  to  your  superior  judgment.  Adieu,  for  a  while,  my  dear 
Thomson.     Present  my  humble  respects  to  your  honored  father. 

Thos.  Campbell. 

An  epoch  in  the  life  of  Campbell  was  now  opening,  which  had 
a  marked  influence  on  his  future  mind  and  character.  It  has 
been  already  shown  by  what  heavy  losses  his  family  had  been 
visited,  and  with  what  resolution  they  had  borne  up  against 
them.  Tlie  tide  of  misfortune,  however,  had  not  yet  subsided, 
and  the  pressure  of  adversity  was  to  be  still  more  keenly  felt. 
To  his  father's  commercial  losses,  was  now  to  be  added  the  fail- 
ure of  a  Chancery  suit ; — that  suit  which  the  good  man  thought 
would  never  wear  out* — and  the  result  involved  him  in  the  ne- 
cessity of  a  still  farther  reduction  in  his  slender  establishment. 
With  this  failure,  the  faint  but  fondly  cherished  hope  of  leaving 
some  little  pro\Tsion  for  his  daughters  entirely  vanished.  While 
on  this  subject,  I  must  not  omit  the  fact — so  much  to  the  honor 
of  Mrs.  Campbell — that  on  this,  or  the  previous  occasion,  when 
his  creditors  had  become  painfully  annoying  to  her  husband, 
she  made  the  last  sacrifice  by  giving  up  for  their  benefit  a  small 
annuity,  which  she  derived  from  her  parents.  The  Poet's  father 
was  now  on  the  verge  of  eighty-five,  with  no  means  of  support- 
ing his  family,  or  of  alleviating  the  infirmities  of  extreme  age, 
but  the  annual  pittance  received  from  two  commercial  societies, 
already  mentioned,  of  which  he  was  the  oldest  member.  He 
was  literally,  reduced  to  the  position  of 

**  A  most  poor  man — made  tame  by  Forhm^a  blotnJ' 

*  Vide  Hie  aiieod9te,  page  88. 
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It  may  be  easily  imagined  with  what  intense  anxiety  yonng 
Campbell  obeerved  this  new  stroke  of  misfortune,  and  with  what 
eagerness  he  looked  around  him  for  some  means  of  relieving  the 
pressure.  His  prospects  were  very  discouraging ;  but  his  filial 
affection  rose  superior  to  every  difficulty.  The  ardent  desire  of 
ministering  to  his  father's  necessities  inspired  him  with  un- 
wonted strength,  and  he  determined,  long  before  the  session  had 
dosed,  to  look  out  for  some  permanent  situation.  He  consulted 
his  patrons — ^the  professors  of  Greek,  and  of  Moral  Riilosphy — 
as  to  the  course  he  should  adopt.  These  gentlemen  were  well 
acquainted  with  the  circumstances  which  had  suggested  the 
step,  and  commended  his  resolution.  In  the  list  of  cotempo- 
rary  students,  no  name  stood  so  deservedly  high  as  that  of 
Thomas  Campbell,  and  his  patrons  incurred  no  risk  in  recom- 
mending a  youth,  whom  his  own  personal  merits  and  acquire- 
ments had  so  strongly,  and  constantly  recommended.  The 
result  was,  that  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  the  offer  of  a  tem- 
porary situation  was  made  and  accepted.  The  duty  was  to 
commence  at  the  close  of  the  session,  and  to  continue  until  the 
end  of  October,  when  he  would  be  enabled  to  return  home,  and 
resume  his  studies  at  the  University.  It  is  not  to  be  disputed 
that  the  Professors  felt  a  cordial  desire  to  promote  the  interests 
of  young  Campbell.  His  personal  character  gave  him  a  claim 
to  their  friendship,  and  that  claim  was  strengthened  by  the  pe- 
culiar circumstances  of  his  case.  It  is  melancholy  to  reflect, 
however,  that  with  the  patronage  of  men  whose  good  word  was 
a  passport  in  the  Hterary  world — and  with  talents  which  had 
crowned  ^im  in  three  previous  sessions,  no  better  outset  in  life 
could  be  found  him  than  an  exile  to  the  Hebrides,  where,  in  the 
words  of  a  great  authority — "  He  was  not  dead,  but  he  was  buried." 

It  will  be  seen,  however,  that  from  this  apparent  misfortune, 
substantial  good  was  educed.  His  admirers  had  reason  to  con- 
gpratulate  themselves  upon  it ;  and  even  the  Student  had  just 
cause  to  say — 

"  Sweet  are  the  uaes  of  adversity.'' 

A  dear  month  was  yet  before  him ;  and  Campbell  redoubled 
his  exertions,  in  the  hope  of  carrying  with  him  from  College 
some  new  proofs  of  distinction. '  Much  of  his  time  was  still  occu- 
pied in  teaching  younger  "  ideas  how  to  shoot ;"  but  the  night, 
as  usual,  was  made  to  refund  the  losses  of  the  day, — and  seated 
at  his  lamp,  with  ./fischylus  and  Aristophanes  before  him,  he 
prepared  to  enter  the  lists  onoe  more  as  a  competitor  for  honors. 
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The  venerable  Principal  of  the  College  has  a  distinct  reoollec- 
tA      ^^^^  Campbell  at  this  time.    They  were  then  feUow- 
Btudents,  and  destined— in  after  year*— to  fill  respectively  the 
iUgnest  oflSce  and  duties  ia  the  University.     Dr.  M^c&rlane 
used  to  visit  in  the  Poet's  family.    His  seat  in  church  was  con- 
tiguous to  theirs,  and  he  well  remembers  what  a  "  beautiful  boy 
^om  Campbell  was.*'    He  adds  what  has  beea  already  men- 
inoned— that  he  used  to  write  his  college  exercises  in  verse, 
-^hen  it  was  expected  that  they  should  be  written  only  in  prose. 
.After  leaving  Glasgow,  they  seldom  or  never  met  again,  until 
the  day  of  Campbell's  installation  as  Lord  Rector  of  the  Uni- 
versity. 

In  the  following  letter,  written  at  a  very  critical  moment — ^for 
the  honors  were  to  be  decided,  if  not  declared,  the  following 
morning — Campbell  thus  lays  open  to  his  friend  Thomson,  the 
anxious  but  most  unselfish  feelings  by  which  he  was  agitated : 

Glasgow,  April  17, 1196. 

I  know  not,  my  dear  Thomson,  whether  this  may  find  you 
at  home  or  elsewhere.  I  conjecture  that  my  last  has  not  reached 
you,  owing  to  your  departure  to  the  metropolis.  I  have  longed 
exceedingly  to  hear  from  you.  Indeed,  could  I  have  asstved 
myself  that  you  had  already  reached  London,  and  that  multipli- 
city of  business  had  prevented  you  from  writing  me,  I  should 
have  been  less  anxious ;  but  it  gives  me  the  highest  uneasiness 
to  think  that,  perhaps  my  indolence  in  answering  your  last  had 
given  you  ofience.  I  own  you  had  cause  to  blame  me— I  have 
blamed  myseff  for  my  inexcusable  procrastination ;  but  I  assure 
you,  it  was  from  no  cessation  of  esteem  that  I  deferred  writing. 

Perhaps,  however,  I  am  wrong  in  my  conjecture  as  to  your 
silence.  I  beg  of  you,  however,  to  write  me  as  soon  as  conve- 
nient. Beside  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  you,  your  answer 
will  free  me  from  the  most  painful  of  all  sensations — ^**  self- 
reflection."  To  break  off  from  your  correspondence  would 
surely  give  me  uneasiness ;  but  it  must  be  no  small  aggravation 
to  suppose  that  my  own  negligence  had  been  the  cause  of  it. 

Write  me  soon,  my  friend ;  your  correspondenoe  is  cheerful 
to  me  at  all  times,  whether  I  be  in  high  or  low  spirits.  In  my 
next  I  shall  broach  a  subject  to  you,  upon  which  I  wish  mu<^ 
to  hear  your  sentiments.  Gregory  is  still  among  us.  He  and  I 
are  at  present  very  intimate — ^but  as  different  souls  as  ever  God 
created.  Gregory  is  all  volubility  and  solution  of  copper ;  for 
m«,  you  would  take  me  fiur  a  Spaniaid — as  sober  as  a  Socrates. 
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Oar  prizes  are  to  be  decided  to-morrow,  for  the  Summer  Exer- 
cises.    I  care  not  twopence  about  the  event.     Professor 's 

^gtHteditjf*  in  his  prizes  has  made  me  a  stoic  about  obtaining 
them.  Gregory  speaks  of  writing  you ;  he  has  made  a  fine 
figure  at  College  this  winter ;  and  has  a  chance  of  several  pre- 
miums.    God  bless  you,  my  friend  Thomson.  T.  C. 

A  vague  suspicion,  it  appears,  of  having  been  overlooked  in 
the  previous  distribution  of  Academic  honors,  had  taken  mo- 
mentary possession  of  his  mind ;  and  Campbell,  in  pique,  was 
resolved  to  be  a  stoic.  But  next  morning  effaced  every  impres- 
sion of  this  kind.  The  high  encomiums  pronoimced  upon  his 
translations  from  the  Greek,  by  Professor  Young,  established  the 
reputation  of  the  youthful  Poet  as  second  to  none.  His  version 
of  the  *'  Clouds''  of  Aristophanes  was  declared  to  be  "  the  best 
that  had  ever  been  given  in  by  any  student  at  the  University.*' 
This,  I  am  ^ad  to  say,  is  one  of  the  prize-translations  of  which  I 
have  been  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  perusal. 

The  second  prize  was  for  a  translation  of  Claudian's  "  Epitha- 
lamium  on  the  marriage  of  the  Emperor  Honorius  and  Maria." 
It  was  gained  in  Professor  Richardson's  class,  and  most  highly 
commended ;  but  I  have  not  been  able  to  find  a  copy.  A  prize 
for  the  same  poem  was  awarded  only  two  years  previously,  to 
one  of  young  Campbell's  friends,  from  whom  I  have  obtained 
a  few  interesting  particulars : — "  I  got  only  two  prizes,"  he  says, 
'*  in  the  Greek  claaa ;  whereas  Campbell  carried  all  before  him. 
The  *  Clouds,'  the  '  Choephorce,'  the  *  Medea,'  were  unrivalled 
translations.  One  of  the  most  singular  events  in  our  Collie 
was  the  fact  of  our  both  gaining  a  prize  for  the  same  poem — 
Claudian's  ^  Epithalamium/  I  never  saw  Campbell's  transla- 
tion ;  but  it  must  have  been  vastly  superior  to  mme.  It  would 
be  worth  while  to  compare  the  parallel  passages  in  our  transla- 
tions ;  as  I  am  certain  his  was  greatly  superior  in  point  of  poeti- 
cal merit."* 

*  I  have  not  diaoovered  any  tracoB  of  CampbdTs  tranalatioD,  so  gener- 
ously commended  by  his  fellow-pnceman :  but  it  will  sihow  tliat  he  had  no 
ordinary  talent  to  compete  with,  when  ho  entered  the  lists  with  such  Stu- 
dents as  my  correspondent,  whose  translation — ^to  use  the  words  of  Profes- 
sor Richardson — "  possesses  great  merit  in  respect  of  langoa^  &ncy,  and 
versification ;  and,  althoi^  it  flows  with  all  the  ease  of  an  original,  it  is  so 
extremely  literal,  that  there  is  not  a  new  thought  in  it"  As  this  was  pro- 
bably the  first  English  translation  of  the  Epithalamium  ever  made  at  the 
Olai^ow  University;  the  classical  reader  will  not  be  sorry  to  have  an  op- 
portunity of  comparing  it  with  the  original,  the  interest  of  which  will  not 
be  lenened  when  it  is  remembered  that  Claudian  was  a  native  of  Egypt, 
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The  third  prize  awarded  to  Campbell,  was  for  his  translation 
of  passages  from  the  "  Choephoroe*'  of  ^/Eschy lus ;  a  copy  of 
which  has  been  sent  to  me  by  a  lady,  to  whom  it  was  shortly  after 
presented  by  Campbell,  in  the  Island  of  Mull.  One  of  the  pas- 
sages is  as  follows : — 

CHOEPHOROS— SPEECH  OF  THE  CHORUS. 

WWITEN,   1794. 

Skht  from  the  Mourt>ers'  solitary  Dome, 
I  lead  the  solemn,  long,  parade  of  Wo ; 
To  lull  the  sleepless  spirit  of  the  Tomb, 
And  hafl  the  imghty  Dead,  that  rest  below. 

Hail,  sacred  Dead  1  a  maiden  weeps  for  you ; 
For  you,  I  wake  the  madness  of  despair  1 
The  deep-struck  wounds  of  wo  my  cneeks  bedew ; 
•  I  feed  my  bosom  with  eternal  care. 

Lo,  where  the  robes,  that  once  my  bosom  bound, 
Rent  by  despair,  fly  waving  in  the  wind ; 
The  ceaseless  strokes  of  anguish  rudely  sound, 
As  sorrow  heaves  tumultuous  in  my  mind. 

received  the  education  of  a  Greek — and,  in  an  age  comparatively  barbarous 

tA.  a  800],  placed  himself  on  an  equalibr  with  the  best  poets  of  ancient  Rome, 
select  that  passage  in  which  ihe  **  Court  of  Venus  is  thus  described  :— 

"  Where  heaving  billows  lave  fiiir  Cyprus*  side, 
A  moimtain  rises  in  majestic  pride,  '. 

Whose  stately  front  overlooks  tnose  fertile  shores 
Where  Nilus  thro'  his  seven-fold  channel  pours — " 

**  Here  Luxury  has  found  a  tranquil  seat, 
And  Love  secured  an  undisturbed  retrc»t ; 
A  hedge,  the  product  of  immortal  skill. 
Of  purest  gold,  encompasses  the  HilL". . . . 

*^  Depending  on  no  cultivator's  care, 
The  inner  fields  eternal  verdure  wear ; 
No  aid  is  asked  to  bid  the  herbage  spring. 
Save  what  is  wafted  on  the  jsephyr's  wing : 
Here  groves  arise,  from  which  the  feathered  throng — 
Save  Siose  distinguished  by  the  powers  of  song — 
Are  all  debarred ;  the  Gkxidess  such  selects 
As  greatly  charm — ^but  vulgar  notes  rejects". . . . 

"  Love's  fervors  even  the  vegetables  seLee, 
And  courtship  reigns  among  the  happy  tirees : 
Palm  nods  to  peJbm,  its  summit  waving  high ; 
To  poplar,  poplar  sends  the  mutual  sigh : 
In  amorous  wnispers,  plane  addresses  plane ; 
To  aiders^  alders  lovingly  oomplain.*' 

HamiiUm  Paid,  1798. 
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Heard  ye  wild  Horror's  hai]>erectinfi^  scream 
Re-echo,  dismal,  from  his  distant  cell  t 
Heard  ye  the  Spirit  of  the  nightly  dream 
Shriek,  to  the  solenm  hour,  a  long  resounding  yell  t 

The  females  heard  him,  in  the  haunted  Hall, 
As  shrill,  his  accents  smote  the  slumhering  ear — 
Proi^etic  accents — when  the  proud  must  £ei11 — 
Ana  wrapt  in  sounds  of  agonizing  fear. 

Lo,  Wisdom^s  lips  your  nightly  dreams  divine. 
And  read  the  visions  of  impending  wo ; 
Blood  calls  for  vengeance  on  a  lawless  Line ; 
The  murdered  spirit  shrieks  in  wrath  below. 

• 

Yain  are  the  gifts  the  silent  Mourners  send ; 
Vain  Music's  fall,  to  soothe  the  sullen  Dead ; 
The  dark  collected  clouds  of  Death  impend ; — 
Shall  Ruin  spare  thy  long  devoted  head  t 

O,  sacred  dust  I    O,  Spirit,  lingering  nigh, 
*  I  bear  the  gifts  of  yonder  g^ty  Throne ! 
My  trembling  lips  th'  unhallow'd  strain  deny ; 
Shall  mortal  man  for  mortal  blood  atone  ? 

Mansions  of  Grief  1  a  long  impending  doom 
Oerhangs  the  dark  Dominions  where  ye  reign ; 
A  sunless  horror,  of  unfathomed  gloom. 
Shall  shroud  your  glory — ^for  a  B^ter  slain. 

The  sceptred  Pomp,  ungovernably  grand, 
Untam'd  in  battle,  in  the  fields  of  yore ; 
That  martial  glonr,  blazon'd  o*er  the  land. 
Is  £Edlen — ^nor  bids  the  prostrate  world  adore  1 

Yet,  sure,  to  bask  in  Glory's  golden  day, 

Or  on  the  lap  of  Pleasure  to  repose, 

Unvez'd  to  roam  on  Life's  bewildered  way, 

Is  more  than  Earth — is  more  than  Heaven  bestows. 

For  Justice  oft^  with  ready  bent  arraigns, 
And  Guilt  hath  oft  deferred  his  deadly  doom — 
Larked  in  the  twilight's  slow  suspicious  pains. 
Or  wrapp'd  his  de^  in  Night's  eternal  gloom. 

T.  Camfbkll,  <vf.  16.  1794^ 

From  the  first  until  the  eighteenth  of  May,  the  Poet  was 
busily  engaged  in  preparations  for  his  journey.  His  spirits  had 
much  improved,  in  consequence  of  the  three  prizes  awarded  to 
his  essays  in  the  Greek  and  Latin  classes ;  and  he  was  now 
looking  to  the  Hebrides  as  the  ^'  ultima  Thule,"  where  he  should 
find  leisure  and  inspiration  for  still  more  successful  efforts.  It 
is  worth  mentioning,  as  a  characteristic  feature  in  young  Camp- 
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bell,  that  in  the  oorrespondenoe  which  immediately  followed  his 
May-day  "  honors,"  he  bestows  only  a  few  words  on  the  subject, 
and  takes  no  credit  to  himself  for  any  personal  distinction  in  the 
classes.  But  it  is  evident  that  he  was  much  gratified  by  the 
result,  and  meditated  another  victory. 

In  this  soothed  and  cheerful  state  of  mind — so  different  from 
the  depression  under  which  he  had  suffered  during  the  winter — 
he  appears  to  have  given  way,  in  one  or  two  instances,  to  that 
spirit  of  frolic  which  now  and  then  relieved  the  monotony  of  a 
studious  life.  Those  who  have  never  felt  what  that  monotony 
is,  may  censure  the  following  anecdote,  as  "a  sinking  in  poet- 
ry— '*  unworthy  of  one  who  was  a  mad  in  intellect,  though  still 
a  boy  in  years.  But  I  cannot  resist  telling  what  the  Poet  him- 
self has  often  told — ^namely,  his  "last  spree^^  at  the  University. 

A  respectable  apothecary,  named  Fife,  had  a  shop  in  the 
Trongato,  with  this  notice  in  his  window,  printed  in  large  let- 
ters— " IiJars  pierced  by  A.  Fife^^ — meaning  the  operation  to 
which  young  ladies  enbmit  for  the  sake  of  wearing  earrings. 
Mr.  Fife's  next-door  neighbor  was  a  worthy  citizen  of  the  name 
of  Drum,  a  spirit-dealer,  whose  windows  exhibited  various  sam- 
ples of  whiskey,  rum,  and  other  stimulating  liquors.  These 
two  industrious  tradesmen  had  long  lived  upon  terms  of  mutual 
goodwill ;  but  very  shortly  before  this  epoch,  jealousy  in  trade 
appeared  to  have  made  them  rather  shy  in  their  intercourse. 
More  customers  were  caught  by  the  palate  than  by  the  ear ; 
and  this  did  not  escape  Mr.  Fife's  observation.  They  were  both 
well  known  to  the  students ;  and  every  one  wished  to  see  them 
once  more  united  ui  the  bonds  of  good  neighborhood.  Camp- 
bell affirmed,  in  spite  of  appearances,  that  they  were  naturally 
inseparable.  This  opinion  he  broached  to  his  brother  Daniel ; 
and  so  much  were  both  interested  in  the  matter,  that  they  went 
into  the  Trongate,  and  took  a  more  than  common  interest  in 
looking  at  the  spirit  and  drug  shops.  They  were  soon  joined 
by  a  third  party — afterwards  a  most  grave  and  learned  Senator, 
— who  entered  warmly  into  their  feelings,  and  gave  them  some 
friendly  hints.  A  thin  fir  deal  was  then  found  by  Daniel,  on 
his  father's  premises,  and  prepared,  by  a  rather  hasty  process, 
for  the  end  in  view.  Thomas,  even  then,  had  a  torn  for  print- 
ing, and  to  him  was  confided  the  task  of  imparting  to  the  timr 
ber  certain  letters  and  words,  wluch  were  to  be  expressed  in 
dramatic  language. 

By  twelve  o'clock  the  same  night  their  plan  was  ready  for 
execution,  and  they  stepped  quietly  into  the  streeti  canying  the 
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pknk  with  them.  Even  then  it  was  scarcely  dark ;  but  there 
were  no  gas-lights,  and  few  lanterns  in  those  old-£Bshioned 
nights,  and  they  proceeded  without  molestation  to  the  Iron- 
gate.  The  only  man  who  could  have  seen  them  was  Duncan 
M^Alpin — ^but  Duncan  was  only  a  ^'  watchman,"  and  not  obliged 
to  see  those  who  had  no  wish  to  be  seen. 

Next  morning,  by  five  o'clock,  there  was  quite  a  mob  of  the 
early  population  in  the  Trongate — many  of  them  laughing 
heartily,  and  pointing  to  the  shop  of  Mr.  Drum,  and  that  of 
his  next  neighbor,  lifr.  Fife.  Among  the  crowd,  Campbell  and 
his  two  associates  were  enjoying  the  scene,  and  the  complete 
success  of  their  night^s  adventure.  One  head  after  another  was 
popped  out  of  the  casements  opposite,  till  at  last  Mr.  Drum 
nimself^  and  then  Mr.  Fife,  opened  their  doors,  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  all  the  laughter  and  talking.  The  cause  was  soon 
manifest — ^for,  advancing  a  few  steps  into  the  street,  and  looking 
up  they  aaw  a  long  sign-board,  stretching  from  window  to  win- 
dow of  the  two  contiguous  shops,  with  this  inscription  from 
^Othello,"  in  flaming  capitals : — 

Biiherto,  indeed,  they  had  pursued  very  distinct  callings; 
but,  to  their  utter  surprise,  a  sudden  co-partnership  had  b^n 
struck  during  the  night,  and  Fife  and  Drum  were  now  united 
in  the  same  martial  line.  A  great  sensation  was  produced — the 
partnership  was  dissolved  on  the  spot ;  the  false  standard  was 
demolished,  and  diligent  search  made  for  the  sign-painter.  A 
grave  charge  was  set  up :  Campbell  was  at  last  found,  and 
openly  accused  as  principal  in  the  "  lettering ;"  and  all  three 
were  menaced  with  fine  and  imprisonment.  The  sentence, 
however — which  caused  no  little  mirth  even  among  those  who 
pronounced  it — was  commuted  to  a  severe  reprimand;  and, 
when  it  was  finished,  Campbell  muttered  with  Parolles  : — 

**  ni  DO  more  drumming :  a  plague  of  all  Drums  T 

The  foUowiog  letter  announces  his  immediate  departure  to 
the  Hebrides : — 

TO  MR  THOMSON. 

Glasgow,  May  IT,  1796. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 

Yours  I  received  a  few  days  ago.  The  pleasure — which 
you  speak  of  so  warmly — that  accrues  from  the  letter  of  a 
friend,  I  can  assure  you,  I  felt  in  its  frill  force;  but  it  was 
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heightened,  in  no  small  degree,  by  this  circumstance — that, 
previous  to  the  reception  of  your  letter,  I  had  been  entirely 
miserable  in  the  idea  that  you  had  not  received  my  first  letter, 
and  that  my  second  had  also  been  impeded  in  its  progress  to 
you.  A  thousand  notions  and  suppositions  entered  my  brain, 
which  it  were  needless  now  to  detiul ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  your 
kind  favor  was  a  "  Doctor"  to  them  all.  I  am,  my  dear  friend, 
glad  that  our  correspondence  is  again  renewed ;  and  this  is  all 
my  time  permits  me  to  say.  The  post  is  just  going  off  for 
London,  and  your  humUe  servant  sets  off  to-morrow  morning 
for  the  Island  of  Mull — that  spot  in  the  Hebrides  so  celebrated 
by  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Boswell. 

Mull  is  to  be  my  place  of  residence  this  summer !  I  go  to 
stay  with  a  young  widow  lady,  a  namesake  and  connexion  of 
my  own. — Quoeref  would  it  be  impossible  to  make  an  elope- 
ment from  the  Hebrides  to  Gretna  Green  in  a  coach  and  four  f 
This  is  only  a  hint  by  the  way.  I  expect^  in  Mull,  a  calm  re- 
treat for  study  and  the  muses.  I  shall  write  you  as  soon  as  I 
can  from  that  place.  May  the  muse  assist  me  to  please  your 
ear  !  I  am  at  present  employed  in  packing  up  my  trunk — but 
I  could  not  set  off  without  popping  you  these  hurried  lines — 
forgive  their  inconsistency  of  style. — Write  me  soon.  God 
bless  you,  my  dear  friend  !  You  shall  hear  from  me  as  soon 
as  I  can  find  an  opportunity. 

Thos.  Campbell. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

RESIDENCE  IN  THE  HEBRIDES. 

In  full  anticipation  of  the  romantic  country  now  before  him, 
and  already  familiar  with  their  feudal  history  and  poetic  legends, 
a  residence  in  the  Ilebrides  seemed  to  thu  ardent  mind  of  Camp- 
bell, to  promise  a  new  world  of  thought  and  observation.  How- 
ever uncongenial  the  duties  upon  which  he  was  to  enter  might  at 
first  appear,  they  were  to  be  only  temporary ;  and  after  the  lapse 
of  a  few  months  he  would  return  to  College — as  he  flattered 
himself — wit^  a  vast  fund  of  materials,  fresh  from  the  wild  heaths 
and  still  wilder  shores  of  Mull,  which  he  could  turn  to  good  ac- 
count among  the  periodical  works  of  the  day.  He  set  out  from 
Glasgow  on  the  eighteenth  of  May,  in  the  company  of  his  old 
class-fellow,  Joseph  Finlayson,  and  took  the  road  to  Inverary. 
The  journey  abounds  in  interest,  and  that  interest  is  greatly 
increased  by  being  enabled  to  express  it  in  the  Poet's  own 
words : — "  I  was  fein,  from  my  father's  reduced  circumstances, 
to  accept,  for  six  months,  of  a  tutorship  in  a  Highland  family,  at 
the  farthest  end  of  the  Isle  of  Mull.  To  this,  it  is  true,  my 
poverty,  rather  than  my  will,  consented.  I  was  so  little  proud 
of  it,  that,  in  passing  tlirough  Greenock,  I  purposely  omitted  to 
call  on  my  mother's  cousin,  Mr.  Robert  Sinclair — at  that  time  a 
w^ealthy  merchant  and  first  magistrate  of  the  town,  with  a  family 
of  handsome  daughters,  one  of  whom  I  married  some  nine  years 
afterwards.  But,  although  I  knew  that  the  Sinclairs  would  have 
welcomed  me  hospitably,  I  did  not  like  to  tell  my  pretty  cousins 
that  I  was  going  out  in  that  capacity.  I  well  remeiTd)er  spending 
a  long  evening — sub  dio^  for  economy's  sake — on  the  Greenock 
Quay,  in  company  with  my  college  friend,  Joseph  Finlayson* — 
now  a  reverend  minister  of  the  Scottish  Kirk — who  was  also 
going  ofif  to  a  Highland  Tutorship.  When  the  night  came  on, 
we  repaired  together  to  the  little  inn,  where  we  had  bespoken 
our  beds ;  and  there  our  famine  overcame  our  fi-ugality.  Poor 
dogs !     We  had  ate  nothing  since  noon,  and  were  ravenously 


*  The  late  Rev.  Joatph  Finlayson,  D. D. 
Vol.  I. — 6. 
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sharp-set.  In  the  course  of  the  evening  we  had  saved  the  life 
of  a  little  boy,  by  plunging  after  him  into  the  water ;  and  we 
thought  it  hard  that  two  such  heroes  should  go  supperless  to 
bed.  So  we  ordered  a  dish  of  beef-steaks.  What  the  landlady 
chose  to  call  a  pound,  was  brought  in,  set  upon  the  tiible,  and 
vanished  like  smoke.  Then  came  in  another — then  a  third,  to- 
gether with  a  tankard  of  ale,  that  set  us  both  singing  and  reciting 
poetry. 

"  1  still  retiiin  the  opinion  that  life  is  pleasanter  in  the  real 
transition,  than  in  the  retrospect ;  but  still  I  am  bound  to  regard 
this  part  of  ray  recollections  of  hfe  as  very  agreeable.  I  was,  it 
is  true,  very  poor,  but  I  was  gay  as  a  lark,  and  hardy  as  the 
Highland  heather.  After  plunging  into  the  sea,  to  save  the 
urchin  who  would  otherwise  have  been  drowned,  I  continued  in 
my  wet  clothes  until  they  dried  on  my  back,  and  felt  no  bad 
result  from  it. 

"  Finlayson  and  I  crossed  the  Frith  of  Clyde,  to  Argyllshire — 
our  trunks  being  sent  by  land  to  Inverary ;  and  our  whole  trav- 
elling equipage^  consisting  of  a  few  articles  tied  in  our  handker- 
chiefe,  we  slung  on  sticks  over  our  shoulders.  The  wide  world 
contained  not  two  merrier  boys.  We  sang  and  recited  poetry 
throughout  the  long  wild  Highland  glens.  I  had  still  a  half- 
belief  in  Ossian,  and  an  Ossianic  interest  in  the  GaeHc  people. 
To  be  sure,  travelling  in  the  Highlands,  at  that  time,  was  about 
as  comfortable  as  it  is  now,  among  the  Arab  tribes  in  Africa — 
with  this  diflference  in  favor  of  Ossian,  that  it  was  not  over  safe 
to  lay  yourself  down  in  a  Highland  bed,  without  being  troubled 
with  cutaneous  sensations  next  morning — so  my  companion  and 
I  slept  all  night  on  chairs,  by  the  side  of  a  peat  fire.  The  mira- 
cles of  steam-boats  and  Highland  hotels,  were  then  unknown. 
When  you  came  to  an  inn,  the  only  bill  of  fare  announced  was — 
*  Skatan  agas,  spuntat  agas,  usquebaugh* — which  is  to  say — her- 
rings and  potatoes,  and  whiskey!  Nevertheless,  the  roaring 
streams  and  torrents,  with  the  yellow  primroses,  and  chanting 
cuckoos  on  their  banks — the  heathy  mountains,  vrith  the  sound 
of  the  goats  bleating  at  their  tops,  delighted  me  beyond  mea- 
sure. I  felt  a  soul  in  every  muscle  of  my  body ;  and  my  mind 
was  satisfied  that  I  was  going  to  earn  my  bread  by  my  own 
labor. 

"  At  last,  after  crossing  Cowal,  and  reaching  Inverary,  we  re- 
gained a  spot  of  comparative  civilization,  where  there  was  a  high 
road,  with  mile-stones.  On  that  road,  I  remember,  we  came  up 
with  a  little  boy,  in  a  postman's  dress,  whose  pony  was  left  gra- 
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ring  on  the  road-side,  whilst  red-jacket  himself  was  quietly  play- 
ing at  marbles  with  some  other  boys.  '  You  little  rascal !  ws 
said  to  him ;  '  are  you  the  post-boy,  and  thus  playing  away  your 
.time  V  '  Na !  sir,'  he  answered ;  '  I'm  no  the  poet — I'm  only  an 
txpress  /' 

"  At  Inverary  I  parted  with  my  worthy  companion,  Kinliiy- 
eon,  and  travelled  oa  to  Oban,  across  Locbawe,  under  rain  that 
soaked  me  to  the  marrow.  From  Oban  I  crossed  over  to  Mull ; 
and,  io  the  course  of  n  long  summer's  day,  traversed  the  whcilB 
length  of  the  island — which  must  be  nearly  thirty  miles — witb 
not  a  foot-path  to  direct  me.  At  times  I  lost  all  traces  of  my 
way,  and  had  do  guide  but  the  sun  going  westward.  About 
twilight,  however,  I  reached  the  point  of  Callioch* — the  house 
of  my  hostess,  Mrs.  Campbell,  of  Sunipol — a  worthy,  sensible 
widow  lady,  who  treated  me  with  great  kindness.  I  am  sure  I 
made  a  conscienoe  of  my  duty  towards  my  pupils ;  I  never  beat 
tbem — remembering  how  much  I  loved  toy  father  for  having 
nefer  beaten  me. 

"  At  firet,  I  felt  melancholy  in  this  situation — miasiiuf  my  col- 
I^  chums — and  I  wrote  a  poemf  on  my  exile,  as  doleful  as 
anything  in  Ovid's  Tristia.  But  I  soon  got  reconciled  to  it. 
The  Point  of  Callioch  commanda  a  magnificent  prospect  of  thir- 
teen Hebrid-islands,  among  which  are  Staffa  and  Icolrakill,  which 
I  visited  with  enthusiasm.  I  had  also,  now  and  then,  a  sight 
of  wild-deer,  sweeping  across  that  wilder  country,  and  of  eagles 
perching  on  its  shore.  These  objects  fed  the  romance  of  my 
uncy,  and  I  may  say  that  I  was  attached  to  Sunipol,  before  X 
took  leave  of  it.  Nevertheless,  God  wot,  I  was  better  pleased 
to  look  on  the  kirk  steeples,  and  whinstone  causeways  of  Glas- 
gow, than  on  all  the  eagles  and  wild-deer  of  the  Highlands." 

I  shall  now  interrupt  the  Poet's  narrative,  by  a  few  extracU 
fr^m  letters  to  his  fiiends,  during  his  residence  in  Mull,  which 
express  more  distinctly  the  feeliogB  and  circumstances  upon 
which  he  has  shghtly  touched  in  the  posthumous  notes  above 

3uoted.  The  first  in  the  series  is  addressed  to  his  Mend,  Mr. 
ames  Thomson. 

*  "  The  Point  of  CaDioch'  a  aa  the  ooHlieni  shore  a(  Mull,  vbere  tlia 
boose  of  Sunipol  ma;  be  eagilj  seen  bj  onj  cue  BBJling  from  Tobennar;  to 
Staib.     It  stanik  quite  upon  the  sbore,  and  occupiea  the  centre  of  B  bay 


■8  jnn  tuni  that  Point  of  Mull,  w        ^ 
of  tLe  woodrouB  IslBnd,  which  cootaina  the  Cave  of  Fir^— T.  W. 

t  See  the  letter  to  his  fiietid  Paul,  containiag  a.  copy  of  this  poem,  and 
dated  Mull,  pp.  1S6-1-8. 
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Mull,  June  14, 1795. 
[Perhaps  my  dale  U  wrong,    I  forget  the  day  of  the  monih^ 

My  Dear  Friend, 

Mv  trunk  and  papers  have  just  reached  me  this  after- 
noon. Their  long  wished-for  arrival  puts  it  in  my  power  to  fulfil 
llie  promise  I  made  before  I  left  Glasgow;  and,  though  the  far- 
retired  Isle,  which  I  now  inhabit,  can  furnish  no  important  arti- 
cles of  information,  yet  the  pleasure  of  speaking  to  a  bosom- 
friend,  is  a  good  deal  increased  by  my  being  at  present  excluded 
from  society.  If  my  Thomson  is  the  subject  of  my  thoughts 
— or  if  I  can  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  his  letters — there  is  no  shore 
t«x)  barren  to  afford  dehght-^there  is  no  hermitage  so  lonely  as 
to  be  disagreeable.  Don't  call  me  romantic,  my  dear  T.,  for  say- 
ing so.  I  never  thought  myself  enthusiastic  in  friendship  till 
this  aflemooD.  Previous  to  that  time,  I  had  been  in  a  most 
uncomfortable  situation,  owing  to  the  absence  of  books  and  pa- 
per— for  there  is  no  paper  in  Mull ;  and  my  trunk  being  detained 
on  its  way  thither,  by  cross-accidents,  I  had  got  no  letter  from 
you,  nor  any  Mend  on  earth ;  and — what  was  worse — I  could 
expect  none  from  yourself  till  I  fulfilled  the  promise  of  writing, 
which  the  want  of  paper  totally  forbade.  I  had  thus  no  plea- 
sure to  look  for,  but  the  domestic  society  of  the  friends  I  live 
with,  and  with  them  I  was  scarcely  acquainted.  I  thus  grew 
weary  of  life ;  and  Mull,  God  knows,  is  a  place  ill-suited  to  rub 
off  the  rust  of  a  dull  temper.  Every  scene  you  meet  with  in  it 
is,  to  be  sure,  marked  by  sublimity,  and  the  wild  majesty  of  na- 
ture ;  but  it  is  only  fit  for  the  haunts  of  the  damned  in  bad 
weather.  In  this  situation  I  continued  from  May  21st  till  a  few 
days  ago,  when  a  few  excursions  at  shooting  wild  geese,  and  a 
most  delicious  alteration  in  the  weather,  somewhat  roused  my 
spirits.  Still,  however,  I  could  not  get  the  means  of  writing  to  ycii ; 
and  that  idea  was  sufficient  to  give  me  trouble  in  no  small  degree. 

Well,  at  long — and  at  last — ^-my  box  came,  and  all  the  above 
preamble  is  intended  to  give  you  some  conception  of  the  joy  I 
felt  in  producing  the  materials,  which  enabled  me  to  put  an  end 
to  this  total  suspension  of  pens,  which  I  lately  experienced. 
Thank  God,  I  may  now  call  myself  happy.  I  can  get  corres- 
ponding with  my  best  fnend — I  can  get  a  reading  of  the  beat 
poets,  and  scribble  whatever  my  brain  dictates.  I  can  go  out 
in  shooting  and  fishing  parties,  whenever  I  please.  I  am  not  in 
love ;  and,  pray,  why  the  deuce  should  not  a  man  in  such  dr- 
aimstanoes  be  happy  f 
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I  thank  you  Binoerely  for  your  detail  of  the  London  characters. 
I  understand  what  sort  of  Lockes  you  have  in  London.  Give 
my  compliments  to  these  Lockes,  and  tell  them  that  for  the  dis- 
ease of  the  Locke-jaw  madness,  the  padlock  applied  to  the  mouth 
is  a  sovereign  remedy.  I  am  glad  that  your  situation  in  Lon- 
don is  agreeable  to  your  wishes.  Happy  may  you  ever  be,  my 
dear  friend !  May  this  bad  world  use  you  better,  than  it  uses 
those  who  resemble  you  in  sincerity  of  heart;  and  may  you  ever 
have  that  happiness  in  ^endship,  which  the  good-hearted  always 
deserve — but,  sometimes,  I  am  afraid,  do  not  find.  The  self- 
sufficiency  of  the  rich  has  poisoned  many  a  generous  heart ; — it 
makes  the  fortunate  believe  himself  far  above  the  friendship  of 
those  whom  he  discovers  inferior  to  him  in  wealth ;  and  after 
two  have  formed  a  friendship — founded  upon  the  strictest  union 
of  sentiments — if  fortune  has  not  bean  alike  favorable  to  both,  it 
discards  the  baser  friend  as  unworthy  of  possessing  esteem.  I 
speak  not  from  the  story  which  another  has  told  me ;  but  I  have 
found  somewhat  of  that  from  experience.  It  is  my  first,  and 
shall  be  my  last,  disappointment  of  that  kind.* — But  I  trouble 
you  with  a  useless  digression,  which,  I  dare  say,  you  don't  know 
the  meaning  of.  I  find  my  paper  near  a  close. — Good  heavens ! 
I  could  fill  twenty  sheets.  I  have  a  thousand  things  yet  to  say. 
I  had  a  very  queer  subject  to  start  for  debate  to  you,  but  shall 
delay  it  once  more.  I  cannot  close  this  scrawl,  however,  with- 
out reminding  you — ^if  you  have*  any  saint  in  heaven,  who  likes 
you  well,  to  pray  to  him  that  you  and  I  may  be  so  fortunate  as 
to  meet  again !  I  should  start  out  of  my  wits  at  the  prospect 
of  shaking  your  honest  hand  once  more.  Grant  it,  kind  Hea- 
ven !  and  pray  for  it,  my  dear  Thomson.     Thine  for  ever, 

Tho8.  Campbell. 

Li  allusion  to  a  passage  in  this  letter,  Campbell  mentioned, 
forty  years  afterwards,  that,  for  the  temporary  want  of  writing 
materials,  he  was  driven  to  the  expedient  of  scribbling  his 
thoughts  on  the  white-washed  wall  of  his  room  with  a  pencil ; 

*  There  is  evidence,  in  this  passage,  that  the  feelings  of  the  young  poet 
had  been  recently  wounded,  and  that  he  was  smarting  under  the  effect  of 
what  was  probably  a  very  unintentional  slight  His  extreme  sensitivenew 
often  exposed  him  to  this  pain,  which — from  whatever  cause,  real  or  ima- 
gined— he  could  seldom  conceal  The  rich  mans  scorn — ^the  proud  man's 
contumely — ^whether  expressed  by  word  or  gesture — were  what  his  own 
frank  and  independent  spirit  could  never  brook.  The  "  disappointment" 
win  be  explained. 
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and  that,  by  the  time  pens,  ink  and  paper  arrived,  his  "  mind 
was  turned  inside  out,"  and  so  liberally  confided  to  the  plaster, 
that  it  appeared  like  a  spacious  broad-sheet  of  manuscript  He 
did  not  say  whether  the  "  sheet"  was  ever  transcribed. 

The  next  correspondent— to  whom  he  sends  a  "  lecture*'  from 
his  island  solitude — is  his  college  friend,  Hamilton  Paul,  with 
whom  he  subsequently  spent  many  delightful  hours  on  the 
romantic  borders  of  Loch  Fyne.  Mr.  Paul  was  a  brother  bard — 
a  prize-man  of  some  years*  standing — and,  as  already  noticed, 
CO- translator  of  Claudian's  "  Epithalamium."  The  letter  (writ- 
ten in  August)  begins  with  this  preface: — 

TO  MR  HAMILTON  PAUL. 

[N.  B. — We  savages  in  Mull  never  keep  any  reckon  of  the  months.    I  be- 
lieve it  is  the  eighteenth  century.] 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  agreeable  epistle  came  to  hand  last  Monday.  I 
am  as  little  disposed  as  yourself  to  enter  into  the  momentous 
dispute  which  you  mention  at  the  outset  of  your  letter.  Selfish 
motives  would  incline  me  to  drop  such  a  subject,  as  I  am  afiraid 
the  decision  would  not  be  much  in  my  favor.  Lazy,  however, 
as  conscience  tells  me  I  have  been,  I  am  not  without  some  plau- 
sible apologies  for  my  conduct.  But,  as  apologies  are  hackney- 
ed things,  I  shall  trust  to  your  good  nature  to  believe  what  my 
eloquence  is  unable  to  prove. 

I  have  many  faults  to  find  with  your  epistle,  which  I  shall 
mention  not  as  a  trial  of  your  temper,  but  as  a  fund  of  advice, 
which  may  be  of  some  service  to  myself,  in  as  far  as  it  adds  per- 
fections to,  or  removes  all  objections  from  my  worthy  corres- 
pondent's future  epistles : — 

I.  By  the  laws  of  propriety  and  Parnassus,  your  epistle  was 
by  far  too  short.  A  poet's  head  should  be  crammed  to  the  brim 
by  ideas  of  the  eccentric  and  amusing  stamp.  You  must  know 
from  experience,  that  when  one  of  them  is  drawn  out,  a  long 
train  follows,  as  fast  as  bees  from  a  hive,  or  students  from  the 
Common  Hall.  It  is  my  opinion  that  when  this  train  of  ideas 
is  committed  to  a  letter,  the  chain  that  unites  them  should  not 
be  broken,  till  want  of  room  absolutely  requires  it  Judge  then 
of  my  surprise  when  I  found  in  your  welcome  epistle  a  large 
blank  below  your  name!  The  train  of  imaginations  were  bril- 
liant, but  why  so  soon  arrested  in  thdr  career?  There  is  no 
vacuum  in  your  brain,  and  why  so  immense  a  blank  in  your  let- 
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ter  ?  No — no :  imitate  the  worthy  example  of  your  little  friend, 
and  write  a  large  and  well-tilled  epistle  ! 

n.  Your  letter  was  by  far  too  full  of  love.  A  poet  should 
have  no  mistress  but  his  muse !  What  smile  of  a  virq^n  is  so 
bewitching  as  the  smile  of  Calliope  ?  What  inuocent  young 
romp  was  ever  so  playful  as  Thalia  ?  What  august  beauty  so 
dignified  as  Melpomene  ?  The  short  and  the  long  of  it  is,  Mr. 
Paul,  unless  you  give  over  talking  with  such  ravishment  of  the 
Inverary  Belles,*  I  will  send  a  formal  message  to  the  kind 
nymphs  of  Parnassus,  telling  them  that — Whereas  H.  P.,  their 
favorite  and  admired  laurelist  of  the  north,  has  been  heard  at 
sundry  times,  and  in  divers  manners,  to  express  his  admiration 
of  certain  nymphs  in  a  cert^n  place,  and  that  the  said  II.  P. 
has  ungratefully  and  feloniously  neglected  to  speak  in  praise  of 
the  nine  goddesses,  daughters  of  Ilelicon — that  he,  the  said  H. 
P.  shall  be  deprived  of  all  aid  in  future  from  the  said  goddesses, 
and  be  sent  to  draw  his  inspiration  from  the  dry  fountain  of- 
£arth ;  and  that  furthermore,  all  the  favors  so  taken  away  from 
Am,  shall  accrue  to  the  said  informer  and  petitioner,  T,  C. 

We  have  plenty  of  beauties  in  Mull ;  but  my  vast  employ- 
ment in  more  important  concerns,  and  my  disregard  of  any  vir- 
gin but  Melpomene,  has  prevented  me  from  giving  way  to 
refined  sensations.  I  am  at  present  much  hurried  at  my  old 
comedy  of  the  "  Clouds  of  Aristophanes.*' — ^It  is  to  be  castigated 
this  summer,  and  sent  into  Young  next  winter.  I  am  the  length 
of  the  73d  page  with  the  Choephoroe  of  -^chylus,  the  choral 
parts  of  which  are  very  fatiguing ;  the  length  of  the  piece  is 
ninety  pages.  My  desultory  pieces  have  this  summer  been  very 
few— of  these  I  shall  scribble  down  an  Elegyf — very  humdrum 
indeed,  which  was  dictated  by  the  dullness  I  felt  at  my  first 
arrival  here — a  dullness  now  entirely  gone. 

N.  B.  I  expect  you  will  write  me  very  soon,  and  prevent 
my  giving  the  intended  information  to  Parnassus,  by  producing 
some  certain  proof  that  you  still  honor  the  Muses,  as  formerly. 
Remember  your  agreement  at  parting  with  your  friend. — ^With 
sincerity,  T.  Campbell. 

*  His  friend  bad  probably  alladed  to  the  approaching  visit,  which  one 
of  these  belles  paid  to  Sunipol  shortlv  after  this  date,  and  which  the  Poet 
himself  has  recorded  in  his  **  Caroline. 

f  This  is  the  Elegy  with  which  Dr.  Anderson  was  so  much  pleased,  on 
the  author's  introduction  to  him  in  Edinburgh,  two  years  after  this  date, 
(July,  1797,)  and  from  the  perusal  of  which  he  prwlictod  his  success  as  a 
great  poet 
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ELEGY. 

WUI'ITICN   IN  KULL. 

The  tempest  blackens  on  the  dusky  moor, 

And  billows  lash  the  lot^reaoimdii^  shore ; 

In  pensive  mood«  I  roam  the  desert  ground, 

And  vainly  si^h  for  scenes  no  longer  found. 

O  tv-hither  fled,  the  pleasurable  hours 

That  chus'd  each  care,  and  fir'd  the  muse's  powers ; 

The  classic  haunts  of  youth,  fiir  ever  gay, 

Where  mirth  and  friendship  cheer'd  the  dose  of  day ; 

The  well-known  valleys,  where  I  wont  to  roam ; 

The  native  sports,  the  nameless  joys  of  home ! 

Far  different  scenes  allure  my  wondering  eye — 
The  wliite  wave  foaming  to  the  distant  sky ; 
The  cloudy  heavens,  nnblest  by  summer's  smile, 
The  souncung  storm,  that  sweeps  the  rugged  isle — 
The  chill,  bleak  sunrniit  of  eternal  Btx>w, — 
The  wide,  wild  glen — the  pathless  plains  below ; 
The  dark  blue  rocks,  in  barren  {pandeur  piled ; 
The  cuckoo,  sighing  to  the  pensive  wild ! 

Far  different  these  from  all  that  charm'd  before 
The  grassy  banks  of  Clutha's  winding  shore ; 
Her  sloping  vales,  with  waving  forests  lin*d, 
Her  smooth  blue  lakes,  unruffled  by  the  wind. 

Hail,  happy  Clutha  1  glad  shall  I  survey 
Thy  gildeu  turrets  from  the  distant  way  1 
Thy  sight  shall  cheer  the  weaiy  traveller's  toil. 
Arid  joy  shall  bail  me  to  my  native  soil 
Juntj  1795.  T.  C, 

Of  the  melancholy,  with  which  the  Poet  was  seised  after  his 
arrival  in  Mull,  many  indications  are  found  in  his  letters.  Mr. 
Paul,  in  his  recollections  of  that  year,  thus  touches  upon  the 
subject : — "  When  Campbell  went  first  to  the  island  of  Mull, 
he  was  affected  with  eimui  and  the  maladie  du  pays.     He  re- 

? nested  me  to  send  him  some  lines  consolatory  to  a  hermit ;  and 
sent  them  in  the  following  note : — 

TO  THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

Dear  Tom, 

Armstrong  says  that  "mere  good  nature  is  a  fool." 
Notwithstanding  the  jud^ent  of  so  great  a  man,  and  so  emi- 
nent a  pliysician,  the  epithet  good-natured,  which  you  have  ap- 
plied to  me,  in  the  introduction  of  your  last  epistle,  gratified 
mo  not  a  little.  Your  "  chorus,"  in  my  opinion,  possesses  su- 
perlative merit.  As  you  have  almost  brought  yourself  to  the 
persuasion  that  you  are  an  anchorite,  I  send  you  a  few  lines 
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adapted  to  the  condition  of  a  recluse.  It  is  the  sentiment  of 
Dr.  Moore,  that  the  best  method  of  making  a  man  respectable 
in  the  eyes  of  others,  is  to  respect  himself.  Take  the  Unes,* 
such  as  they  are,  and  be  candid,  but  not  ao  flattering. 

We  have  now  three  *^  Pleasures,"  by  first-rate  men  of  geniuB, 
viz.: — "The  Pleasures  of  Imagination," — "The  Pleasures  of 
MemoTT," — and,  "The  Pleasures  of  Solitude P'  Let  us  cherish 
"  The  Pleasures  of  Hope  "  that  we  may  soon  meet  in  Alma 
Mater !  Thine  in  sempitemum,  H.  P. 

This  is  rather  remarkable,  as  the  first  time  the  title — Pleasures 
of  Hope — occurs,  either  in  Campbell's  letters,  or  in  those  of  his 
correspondents.  It  was  probably  from  the  challenge  thus  play- 
fully thrown  out,  that  he  conceived  the  idea  of  writing  a  Poem 
with  the  name  of  the  "  Pleasures  of  Hope."  But  whether  the 
title  was  thus  suggested  or  not,  it  is  certain  that  the  Poem  by 
which  he  is  best  known  was  begun  soon  afterwards.  His  fsEioe- 
tious  correspondent  little  imagined  that  while  exhorting  Camp- 
bell to  "  cherish  the  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  he  was  suggesting,  and 
predicting,  the  very  theme  which,  within  three  years  from  that 
date,  was  to  estabhsh  his  reputation  as  a  classic  poet  I  now 
return  to  the  Poet's  letters  from  Mull — the  second  of  which,  to 
his  friend  Thomson,  gives  the  history  of  his  recent  visit  to 
Stafia  and  loolmkill. 

TO  ME.  JAMES  THOMSON. 

Thulk's  WiLOBsr  Shobi,  I6th  day  of  the  Harvest  Storm, 

Sept,  16, 1795. 
Mr   DSAR  F&UBWDy 

I  have  deferred  answering  your  very  welcome  &vor  till 
I  could  inform  you  of  the  accomplishment  of  my  long  medi- 
tated tour  through  the  Western  Isles.  Though  I  have  been 
disappointed  in  my  expectations  of  seeing  St.  KUda,  yet  I  have 
no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with  my  short  voyage,  having  visit- 
ed the  Ceuhous  Staffa  and  IcolmkiH,  so  much  admired  by  your 
countrymen.  I  had  formed,  as  usual,  very  sanguine  ideas  of 
the  happiness  I  should  enjoy  in  beholding  wonders  so  new  to 
me.  I  was  not  in  the  least  disappointed.  The  grand  regularity 
of  StaSa,  and  the  venerable  ruins  of  lona,  filled  me  wiUi  emo- 
tioMs  of  pleasure,  to  which  I  had  been  hitherto  a  stranger.  It 
was  not  merefy  the  gratification  of  curiosity;  for  these  two 

*  The  lines  are  entitled  "The  Pleasures  of  Solitude,"  and  oonsist  of 
twelve  stanzaa-— ftprigfatly,  classical  and  well  timed — such  as  must  have 
liad  some  influence  in  conjuring  the  Poet's  meUnchdy. 
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islands  are  marked  with  a  grand  species  of  beauty,  besides  their 
novelty,  and  a  remarkable  difference  from  all  the  other  islands 
among  the  Hebrides.  In  short,  when  I  looked  into  the  cave  of 
Staffa,  I  regretted  nothing  but  that  my  friend  was  not  there  too. 
Staffa,  the  nearest  to  Mull,  and  the  most  admirable  of  all  the 
Hebrides,  is  but  a  small  island,  but  exceedingly  fertile.  From 
one  point  to  another,  it  is  probably  an  English  mile.  The  shore 
is  boisterous  and  rocky  near  the  sea ;  but  at  the  distance  of 
twenty  yards  from  its  rugged  base,  it  rises  for  thirty  or  forty 
feet  into  a  smooth,  stony  plain,  gradually  sloping  to  the  bottom 
of  the  rocks,  which  rise  perpendicularly  to  a  vast  height,  and 
form  the  w^ls  of  the  island.  On  the  top  of  these  are  rich 
plains  of  grass  and  com,  in  the  centre  of  which  stands  a  lonely 
hut,  in  appearance  very  like  the  abode  of  a  hermit  or  savage. 
The  walls  of  the  island  (for  so  I  beg  leave  to  denominate  the 
rocks  that  form  its  sides)  are  truly  wonderful.  They  are  divided 
into  natural  pillars,  of  a  triangular  shape.  These  pillars  are 
not  a  random  curiosity,  broken  and  irregular.  They  are  as  ex- 
actly similar  and  well  proportioned,  as  if  the  hand  of  an  artist 
had  carved  them  out  on  the  walls  with  a  chisel.  The  range  of 
them  is  so  very  long  and  steep  that  we  cannot  admit  the  idea 
of  their  being  wrought  by  human  hands.  There  is  a  wildness 
and  sublimity  in  them  beyond  what  art  can  produce  ;  and  we 
are  so  struck  with  its  regularity  that  we  can  hardly  allow  Na- 
ture the  merit  of  such  an  artificial  work.  Certain  it  is,  if  Art 
accomplished  such  a  curiosity,  she  has  handled  instruments 
more  gigantic  than  any  which  are  used  at  present ;  and  if  Na- 
ture designed  the  pillars,  she  has  bestowed  more  geometry  upon 
the  rocks  of  Staffa,  than  on  any  of  her  works  so  stupendous  in 
size.  The  cave  of  Staffa  is  at  least  three  hundred  feet  long, 
lined  with  long  stripes  of  pillars  of  the  ssune  kind,  and  hung  at 
the  top  with  stones  of  an  exact  figure  of  five  sides.  The  height 
is  seventy  feet,  so  that,  being  very  wide,  it  appears  like  a  very 
large  gothic  cathedral.  Its  arch  is  gradually  narrowed  at  the 
top,  and  its  base,  except  the  foot-path  on  one  side,  is  the  sea 
which  comes  in.  We  entered  the  mouth  of  the  cave  with  a 
peal  of  bagpipes,  which  made  a  most  tremendous  echo. 

Icolmkill  is  venerable  for  being  the  burial-place  of  forty-eight 
Scotch,  and  eight  Danish  kings,  whose  tombs  we  saw.  Our 
voyage  lasted  three  days.  I  slept  the  first  night  at  Icolmkill, 
the  second  at  Tiree,  and  the  third  again  at  Mull.  If  I  had 
room,  I  would  scribble  down  an  elegy,  composed  a  few  days 
after  my  arrival  in  Mull  from  Glasgow ;  but  you  see  I  have 
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clattered  away  all  my  paper  upon  Staflfa.  I  depend  upon  your 
good-nature  to  excuse  my  prolix  description,  and  the  illegible 
scrawling  of  your  very  sincere  friend,  Lb  Camille. 

Me.  Jamxb  Thomson,  Loodoa 

These  extracts  from  his  correspondence  afford  clear  evidence 
that  Campbell's  residence  in  Mull  was  not  unprofitable.  The 
copious  translations  from  the  Greek  dramatists  occupied  much 
of  his  leisure,  and  he  lost  no  opportunity  of  studying  those 
grander  phenomena  of  nature,  which  every  change  of  season  or 
temperature  brought  into  vivid  display,  and  forced  upon  his 
observation.  It  was  the  very  school  for  laying  in  a  stock  of 
poetic  imagery,  and  he  fully  availed  himself  of  the  opportunity. 
On  one  hand,  he  had  a  heath-clad  wilderness — bleak — lifeless — 
and  broken  into  numberless  glens — strewn  with  rocks — and 
scantily  clothed  with  copse-wood ;  from  the  dusky  covert  of 
which  he  could  observe  the  wild  deer  darting  forth  at  intervals, 
and  again  vanishing  in  a  deeper  and  more  distant  shade.  Blue 
rocks,  fringed  with  wild  flowers,  rising  in  huge  and  oflen  gro- 
tesque masses  through  the  purple  heath ;  streams  and  torrents 
winding  peacefully  through  the  deep  grassy  glens,  or  dashing, 
in  clouds  of  spray,  over  some  rugged  precipice  ;  the  shrill  pipe 
of  the  curlew — the  blythe  carol  of  the  lark  over  head — the 
scream  of  the  eagle  from  his  eyrie  in  the  rocks — the  bleating 
of  goats  from  the  steep  pastoral  acclivities — the  crowing  of  the 
heath-cock — the  barking  of  the  sheep-dog — the  casual  step  or 
shot  of  the  deer-stalker — the  vigilant  and  suspicious  glance  of 
some  petty  obstructor  of  the  revenue,  as  he  left,  or  returned  to 
his  illicit  still,  in  glen  or  cavern — boating,  hunting,  and  shoot- 
ing excursions : — these  were  the  chief  sights  and  sounds  that 
met  the  Poet  in  his  inland  rambles.  But  the  sea,  that  lay  wide 
and  boundless  before  him — studded  with  islands  and  agitated 
by  frequent  storms — ^was  that  which  made  the  deepest  impres- 
sion on  his  flEUicy.  His  descriptions  of  the  striking  phenomena, 
which  he  afterwards  introduced  with  so  much  effect  into  his 
poems,  received  their  first  promptings  among  the  island  soli- 
tudes of  Mull.  These  scenes  remained  deeply  rooted  in  his 
memory  through  life.  The  softer  features,  too,  which  presented 
themselves  to  him,  in  what  he  used  laughingly  to  call  his  "Pon- 
tian  Exile,"  were  not  forgotten.  Often  in  distinct,  though  dis- 
tant retrospect,  he  roamed  through  these  deep  primeval  solitudes. 
Seated  on  his  accustomed  rook,  and  wrapt  in  contemplation,  he 
again  Mield 
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''The  ships  at  anchor  on  the  quiet  ^orc — 
The  PeUochs  roUmg  from  the  mountain  bay ; 
The  lone  sepulchral  cairn  upon  the  moor, 
And  distant  ides  that  hear  the  loud  Corbrechtan  roar.** 

But  it  is  in  his  last  Poem — the  Pilgrim  of  Glencoe — that  he 
has  embodied  most  of  the  native  landscape  in  varions  coloring ; 
and  with  such  truth,  that  there  is  no  difficulty  in  identifying  it 
with  the  original.  The  early  impressions  received  in  Mull,  and 
the  classic  islands  of  lona  and  Staffa,  retained  their  influence, 
when  those  of  a  much  later  date  were  enfeebled,  or  forgotten. 

Among  the  poetical  fragments,  originating  in  scenes  or  inci- 
dents connected  with  Campbell's  short  residence  in  that  island, 
is  "The  Parrot,  a  domestic  anecdote."  "This  incident,"  he 
says,  "  so  strongly  illustrating  the  power  of  memory  and  asso- 
ciation in  the  lower  animals,  is  not  a  fiction.  I  heard  it  many 
years  ago  in  the  island  of  Mull,  from  the  family  to  whom  the 
Dird  belonged." 

**  A  parrot  frcm  tlie  Spanish  main, 

Full  young  and  early  caged,  came  ^er. 
With  bright  win^  to  the  bleak  domain 
Of  Mullftfl  shora 

To  spicy  groves,  where  he  had  won 
HiB  plumage  of  resplendent  hue, 
His  native  fruits,  and  sky,  and  sun. 
He  bade  adiea 

At  last^  when  blind,  and  seemiiu^  dumb. 

He  scolded  laughed,  and  spoke  no  more ; 
A  Spanish  stranger  chanced  to  come 
To  Mulla's  shore. 

He  hailed  the  bird  in  Spaniah  speech ; 
In  Spanish  speech  the  bird  replied ; 
Plapped  round  nis  cage  with  joyous  screech — 
Dropt  down,  and  died'* 

During  his  retirement  at  Sunipol,  the  Poet  was  treated  with 
every  mark  of  respect  and  attention ;  but  the  climate  was  un- 
genial ;  the  place  had  lost  its  "  first  attraction ;"  and,  as  the  Col- 
We  season  approached,  his  island  prison  became  more  irksome, 
miatever  leisure  he  could  spare  from  the  pages  of  JEschylus, 
he  spent  in  what  he  calls  "botanizing"  excursions  round  the 
nmghborhood.  This  was  his  usual  practice  while  meditating  or 
maturing  his  original  pieces.  In  one  of  these  rambles,  he  very 
unintentionally  rendered  himself  an  object  of  great  interest  among 
the  inhabitants.     "  It  happened  to  me  early  in  Mfe,"  he  says,  iii 
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his  retrospective  notes,  **  to  meet  with  an  atnusing  instance  of 
Highland  superstition  with  regard  to  myself,  A  mile  or  two 
from  the  house  where  I  lived  in  MuU,  there  was  a. burial-ground, 
without  any  church  attached  to  it,  on  a  lonely  moor.  The 
cemetery  was  enclosed  and  guarded  by  an  iron  railing,  so  high 
that  it  was  thought  to  be  unscaleable.  I  was  then,  however, 
commencing  the  study  of  botany-^and  thinking  there  might  be 
some  nice  flowers,  and  curious  epitaphs  among  the  grave-stones, 
I  contrived,  by  help  of  my  handkerchief,  to  scale  the  railing, 
and  was  soon  scampering  over  the  tombs.  Some  of  the  natives 
dianced  to  perceive  me,  not  in  the  act  of  climbing  over  the  rail- 
ing, but  in  that  of  skipping  over  the  burial-ground.  In  a  day 
or  two  after  this  adventure,  I  observed  the  family  looking  on  me 
with  an  expression  of  not  angry,  but  mournful  seriousness.  It 
was  to  me  unaccountable ;  but  at  last  the  old  CTandmother  told 
me,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  '  that  I  could  not  hve  long,  for  that 
my  wraith  (or  apparition)  had  been  seen  ?     *  And,  pray,  where?* 

*  Oh,  leaping  over  the  grave-stones,  in  the  old  burial-ground  T 
The  good  M  lady  was  much  relieved  by  hearing  that  it  was 
not  my  wraith,  but  myself." 

I  applied  last  year  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  McArthur,  of  Kilninian, 
in  Mull,  requesting  him  to  favor  me  with  such  traditional  par- 
ticulars regarding  the  Poet,  as  might  still  be  current  among  the 
old  inhabitants ;  but  I  regret  to  say,  that  nothing  of  much  in- 
terest has  resulted.  *'  In  the  course  of  my  inquiries,"  he  says, 
**  I  have  met  with  only  two  individuals  who  had  seen  Mr.  Camp- 
bell while  he  was  in  Mull,  and  the  amount  of  their  information 
is  merely  that  ho  was  *  a  very  pretty  young  man.*  Those  who 
must  have  been  personally  acquainted  with  him  in  this  country, 
have,  like  himself^  descended  into  the  tomb ;  so  that  no  authen- 
tic anecdotes  of  him  can  now  be  procured  in  this  quarter."  .... 
^'  It  is  generally  believed  that  Mr.  Campbell  exercised  his  poetical 
talents  while  in  Mull ;  and  that  one  of^his  minor  poems,  entitled 

*  Caroline,'  received  its  name,  at  least,  from  the  circumstance  of 

a  Miss  Caroline  ■,  daughter  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr. ^ 

of  Inverary,  and  a  young  lady  of  considerable  merit  and  attrac- 
tions, having  been  on  a  visit  at  Mrs.  Campbell's,  of  Sunipol,  du- 
ring the  Poet's  residence  in  the  family." 

The  "Caroline"  named  in  the  preceding  letter,  was  a  young 
lady  to  whom  Campbell  presented  copies  of  two  prize  poems  in 
manuscript^  including  several  others  never  published.  The  pre- 
cious autograph  is  still  in  the  lady's  possession,  and  nearly  in 
the  same  state  it  was  in  when  presented  to  her  by  the  young 
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Poet  at  Sunipol,  where,  as  above  stated,  she  was  on  a  visit  to 
Mrs.  Campbell,  the  widow  of  her  maternal  iincle,  Archibald 
Campbell  of  SunipoL*  She  was  then  in  her  seventeenth  year — 
the  Poet  in  his  eighteenth ;  and  both  were  remarkable  for  their 
personal  and  intellectual  accomplishments.  "Caroline"  was 
proverbial  for  her  radiant  beauty,  to  which  the  minstrel,  in  com- 
mon with  others  of  his  brethren,  did  faithful  homage.  But 
hers  was  literally  "  an  angel's  visit"  in  Mull ;  and,  after  having 
enjoyed  the  summer  festivities  at  Sunipol,  *  she  returned  to  her 
father's  house  at  Inverary,  carrying  with  her,  as  a  parting  gift, 
this  poetical  souvenir.  It  is  pleasing  to  add,  that  notwithstand- 
ing her  advanced  age,  many  £unily  bereavements,  and  delicate 
state  of  health,  this  lady  f  retains  very  distinct  traces  of  that 
beauty  which  inspired  the  young  Harper  of  Mull,  and  produced 
the  **  Caroline"  of  the  West  Their  next  meeting,  as  will  be 
seen,  was  at  Inverary  ;  after  the  Poet  had  left  Mull — had  in- 
creased his  reputation  at  the  University — and  become  a  tempo- 
rary resident  at  Downie.  The  Poem  entitled  "  Caroline,"  owed 
its  origin  to  the  incidental  circumstance  above  related — 

**  Oh,  gentle  gale  of  Eden  bowers, 

If  back  uiy  roey  feet  should  roam, 
To  revel  with  the  cloudless  hours, 

In  Nature's  more  propitious  home, 
Name  to  thy  lov'd  Elysian  groyee 

That  o'er  endianted  spirits  twine, 
A  £Edrer  form  than  Cherub  loves. 

And  let  that  name  be  Caroline,^ 

"  Caroline,"  however,  had  not  so  entirely  engrossed  the  Poet's 
admiration,  as  to  render  him  blind  or  indl£ferent  to  the  native 
beauty  that  now  and  then  shone  forth  among  the  daughters  of 
the  "  lonely  isle."  While  he  justly  admired  the  queenly  rose, 
he  was  not  inattentive  to  the  lowly  violet  that  grew  at  its  feet. 
Hence  the  following  verses — partly  illegible  in  the  manuscript — 
"  On  a  Rural  Beauty  in  Mull  :"— 

**  The  wand'nng  swain,  with  fond  delight, 
Would  view  the  daii^  smile 
On  Pambemara's  desert  height) 
Or  Lomond's  heathy  pile. 


*  Mr.  Campbell  of  Sunipol  waa  a  younger  brother  of  Donald  Campbell 
of  Airds,  who,  although  a  Baronet  of  Ifova  Scotia,  never  assumed  the  title. 
It  was  taken  up,  however,  by  his  son,  and  lastly  by  his  grandsoa 

f  MisA  Caroline  F was  married  on  the  29th  of  January,  1799,  to 

ihe  late  Thomas  W ,  Esq.,  of  Stirling;  and  has  been  a  widow  since 

the  27th  of  Jamiarv.  1816. 


.18.] 


UKX8   ON   A    RURAL   BEAUTY. 

S(\  fixed  in  npture  and  snrpriae, 

I  gazed  acrofis  the  plain. 
When  young  Maria  met  my  eyes 

Amid  the  reaper-train. 

Methought,  shall  beauty  such  as  this, 

Meek,  modest,  and  refined, 
On  Thule's  shore  be  doom'd  to  bless 

The  shepherd  or  the  hind  f 

Frcxn  yon  bleak  mountain*s  barren  side 

That  gentle  form  oonrey, 
And  in  Oolconda's  sparkling  pride 

The  shepherdess  array. 

In  studious  fashion*8  proudest  cost 

Let  artful  beauty  shine ; 
The  pride  of  art  could  neyer  boast 

A  fairer  form  than  thine. 

Tet,  simple  beauty,  never  sigh 

To  share  a  prouder  lot ; 
Nor,  caught  l^  grandeur,  seek  to  fly 

The  solitary  cot  P    .    .    .    .  ♦ 
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*  Th«  concludinf  itanza  Is  illegible  In  the  mannicrlpt 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

RETURN  FROM  MULL--FIPTH  SESSION. 

After  an  absence  of  five  montlis  from  his  native  dutha, 
Campbell  took  a  final  leave  of  those,  shores — 

"  Where  the  Atlazitic  wave 
Pours  in  among  the  stormy  Hebrides." 

He  returned  home — "  glad,"  as  he  says,  "  to  behold  the  kirk 
steeples,  and  feel  his  feet,  not  on  the  ^  b^t '  of  the  Mull,  but 
on  liie  whinstone  pavement  of  his  native  city."  His  feeling  of 
partiality  to  Glasgow — naturally  strong — had  been  increased  by 
distance  and  absence,  and  was  now  more  warmly  cherished  than 
ever.  Here  was  the  scene  of  his  earliest  trials  and  distinctions ; 
here  were  many  of  his  youthful  comrades ;  and  here  was  the 
mental  palaestra,  where  he  aspired  to  new  honors.  With  his 
mind  refreshed  and  filled  with  original  ideas,  drawn  from  a 
region  little  frequented,  he  longed  to  communicate  its  intellec- 
tual treasures  to  others ;  and  with  this  feeling,  returned  to  his 
friends  and  studies  with  increased  alacrity.  The  sight  of  his 
Alma  Mater  was  like  that  of  some  fair  and  indulgent  friend, 
of  whom  he  had  thought  ofren  and  tenderly  during  nis  absence, 
and  who  was  the  first  to  bid  him  a  cordial  welcome.  It  appear- 
ed to  him,  that,  until  now,  be  had  never  felt  in  all  their  force 
and  purity,  the  united  ties  of  friends,  kindred,  and  home.  As 
the  old-cherished  landmarks  one  after  another  re-appeared,  we 
can  easily  believe  how  his  feelings  melted  into  poetry : — 

"  Then,  then  every  rapture  was  young  and  sincere, 
Ere  the  sunshine  of  bliss  was  bedimm'd  by  a  tear ; 
And  a  sweeter  delight  every  scene  seem'd  to  lend. 
That  the  mansion  of  peace  was  the  home  of  a  fiiend** 

His  journey  by  land  and  water  occupied  four  days,  and  was 
performed  in  a  season  when  the  mountains  are  frequently  cover- 
ed with  snow.  Tlie  fact  which  he  relates,  of  his  passing  a  long, 
cold  night  in  the  open  waste,  suflScaently  proves  what  he  had 
before  stated,  that  in  spirit  and  health  ho  was  as  "  gay  as  a  lark, 
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and  as  hardj  as  the  Kghland  heather."  ^  I  came  back  to  Glas- 
gow/' he  says,  "  in  company  with  my  friend  Joseph  Finlajson, 
who,  like  myself,  had  been  living  on  an  adjoining  Highland 
estate.  On  oar  way  between  Oban  and  Lochawe-side,  we  were 
benighted ;  and,  totally  losing  our  way,  were  obliged  to  pass  a 
cold  night,  in  the  end  of  October,  on  the  lee-side  of  a  bare  whin- 
stone  wall.  But,  wrapping  ourselves  in  our  Highland  plaids, 
we  lay  quietly  down  on  the  ground,  and  next  day  found  our- 
selves nothing  worse  for  our  exposure.** 

Immediately  after  his  return,  Campbell  resumed  his  duties 
as  a  College  tutor,  and  appropriated  what  leisure  he  could  spare 
to  the  prosecution  of  his  former  studies.  He  was  again  enrolled 
in  the  Greek — Law — ^Logio — Moral  and  Natural  Philosophy 
Classes — and  devoted  a  portion  of  every  day  to  a  critical  revision 
of  the  translations  made  during  the  summer.  In  his  correspon- 
dence of  this  session,  the  first  letter  on  the  list  is  the  following : 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Qlasoow  College,  November  IHIl,  1796. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 

Whether  the  hurry  of  business  or  some  accident  has 
prevented  the  long-wished-for  receipt  of  my  friend's  letter,  I 
know  not ;  but,  God  knows,  I  have  counted  many  a  solitary 
moment  since  the  time  when  I  expected  his  answer  to  my  last. 
Yet  I  look  forward  with  pleasure  to  that  happiness ;  and  rely 
upon  the  constancy  of  his  affection  for  a  long  and  agreeable 
aeries  of  correspondence.  Write  me  speedily,  my  friend ;  tell 
me  if  you  form  a  distant  idea  of  StafFa,  and  whether  you  could 
ever  be  persuaded  to  visit  the  scene  of  such  a  sublime  curiosity. 
Methinks  I  see  you  shake  your  head  as  a  sign  of  negation— con- 
templating at  the  same  time  in  your  imagination,  the  danger  of 
being  trusted  to  the  mercy  of  wild  Highlanders !  Don't  deter- 
mine too  speedily;  you  may  perhaps  find  leisure  for  such  a  tour; 
and  in  that  case,  by  meeting  with  you  at  Edinburgh  or  Glas- 
gow, I  should  not  only  have  the  pleasure  of  shaking  hands  with 
my  long-absent  Thomson,  but  perhaps  be  of  some  service  to  you 
in  finding  quarters  in  those  places  where  society  is  not  so  far 
t^ned  as  to  give  encouragement  to  innkeepers.  Nothing  wor- 
thy of  notice  has  occurred  since  I  left  Mull.     You  inquire  very 

feelingly  for  poor  W ;  and  poor  he  is — a  living  monument 

that  genius  and  prudence  do  not  always  correspond 

Yet  I  felt  my  heart  warm  to  him  when  he  mentioned  your  name 
with  respect  and  affection Poor  man  !  he  has  lost 
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his  character  and  prudence — ^but  a  good  heart  can  compensate 
for  many  failings.*  No  doubt  you  wiU  think  me  a  queer  beinff 
for  delaying  a  scrap  of  poetry  so  long;  the  following  short  piece f 
I  composed  the  day  after  my  arrival  in  Mull,  during  bad  weather 
and  low  spirits.     The  latter  affliction  soon  vanished  before  the 

diversions  of  Mull I  this  night  give  in  .^Eschylus 

to  Professor  Young.  What  its  fate  may  be,  I  know  not — 
Spero  timeoque  vicissim. — Adieu,  my  dear  Thomson. 

T.  C. 
Mb.  Jamxb  Thomson. 

The  cold  bivouac  at  Oban,  harmless  as  it  appeared  at  the 
time,  had  produced  effects  on  Campbell's  health,  which  he  found 
it  difficult  to  shake  off.  These,  however,  were  rendered  more 
obstinate  by  great  depression  of  spirits,  the  cause  of  which  was 
uncertainty  as  to  his  prospects,  and  an  attachment  which  he  had 
formed  during  the  sunmier.  In  this  state  of  mind  and  health 
he  again  writes  to  Mr.  Thomson  in  December. 

Glasgow, ;  but  I  am  ashamed  to  pat  a  date  to  it 

My  dear  Thomson, 

A  severe  cold  caught  in  the  country,  and  which  I  fool- 
ishly took  no  care  to  get  rid  of  in  proper  time,  continued  my 
constant  companion  till  within  these  three  weeks — ever  since 
the  end  of  September;  A  month's  confinement  during  the 
gloomiest  season  of  the  year  was  an  unusual  luxury  to  me,  and, 
I  assure  you,  I  by  no  means  relished  it  I  was  excessively  low- 
spirited.  When  the  weather  was  wet,  I  grew  so  dreary  and 
sullen,  that  I  took  pleasure  in  reading  nothing.  ....  I  believe, 
had  I  continued  in  this  mood  for  a  month  longer,  I  should  not 
only  have  been  by  this  time  a  democrat — for  I  am  so  already — 
but  a  misanthrope.  While  *under  these  cheerless  thoughts, 
I  then  imagined — though  I  now  blame  myself  for  thinking  so— 
that  anything  from  my  pen  would  be  very  unentertaining  to 
you.  But  you  may  be  assured  that  I  shall  never  fall  into  the 
same  error  again ;  for  whether  Democrat  or  Burkite — whether 
lively  or  cheerless — ^I  shall  never  forget  the  pleasant  hours  which 
your  acquaintance  afforded  me ;  nor  shall  I  ever,  through  any 

*  This  is  one  of  several  cases  to  which  Campbell  has  alluded,  as  lamen- 
table instances  of  genius,  degpraded  and  lost  by  a  too  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  hard'livine  studento  of  that  day.  Finder  reference  to  this  snb^ 
ject  will  be  found  m  a  subsequent  portion  of  the  letter& 

f  See  "Elegy,  page  128. 
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excnsftble  procrastination,  deprive  myself  of  the  pleasure  which 
your  epistles  still  afford  me.  Gregory  Watt  is  in  town  at  pres- 
ent. He  has  got  seven  coats  of  brass  upon  his  face,  swears  like 
an  Irish  dragoon,  and  grows  no  longer  purple  and  blue  at  meet- 
ing the  professors,  but  clatters  to  them  witli  great  confidence. 
While  stajring  in  the  Highlands  I  finished  a  translation,  in  verse, 
of  the  whole  ^*'  Clouds"  of  Aristophanes.  It  was  the  only  enter- 
tainment I  found — ^for  I  was  secluded,  I  thought,  from  all  man- 
kind.    What  its  success  may  be,  I  shall  not  know  till  May. 

T.  C. 

From  this  illness,  which  was  evidently  protracted  by  the  irk- 
some nature  of  his  duties  as  a  preceptor — and  his  own  severe 
studies — he  at  length  rallied,  and  went  through  the  business  of 
the  College  with  his  wonted  energy  and  success. 

In  referring  to  Campbells  notes  of  this  session,  I  find  the 
following  entry  : — "  After  my  return  from  Mull,  I  supported 
myself^  during  the  winter,  by  private  tuition.  Among  other 
scholars  I  had  a  youth,  named  Cuninghame,  who  is  now  Lord 
Cuninghame,  in  the  Justiciary  Court  of  Edinburgh.  Grave  as 
he  is  now,  he  was,  when  I  taught  him  *'  Xenophon  and  Lucian,' 
a  fine,  laughing,  open-hearted  boy,  and  so  near  my  own  age, 
that  we  were  rather  like  playfellows  than  preceptor  and  pupil. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  I  used  to  belabor  him — jocosely  alleging  my 
aacred  duty  as  a  tutor — but  I  seldom  succeeded  in  suppressing 
his  risibility." 

Of  this  interesting  period  Lord  Cuninghame  has  kindly 
furnished  me  with  the  following  reminiscences : — "  I  became 
first  acquainted  with  Campbell  and  his  family  in  October,  1795. 
When  I  went  to  the  Greek  class,  in  the  College  of  Glasgow, 
Mr.  Young,  then  the  eminent  Professor  of  Greek  in  that  Uni- 
versity, took  some  direction  of  my  education,  and  recommended 
the  house  of  Mr.  CampbelPs  father,  as  a  proper  one  for  me  to 
be  placed  in  as  a  boarder,  so  that  I  might  have  the  benefit  of 
reading  Greek  with  his  son.  In  this  house  I  remained  during 
the  whole  Session,  having  the  aid  of  my  young  tutor's  in- 
structions, whose  age  only  exceeded  my  own  by  about  four 
years. 

"  Mr.  Campbeirs  father  was  the  youngest  son  of  Campbell 
of  Eiman,  a  CEunily  who  inherited  a  small  estate  in  Argyllshire. 
He  was  a  man  of  great  benevolence  of  disposition,  and  of  pe- 
culiar mildness  and  courtesy  in  his  manners.  He  had  been  at 
one  time  in  a  prosperous  business  in  Glasgow,  as  a  trader  to 
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Virginia.  But,  having  been  rained  by  the  American  War,  he 
was  chiefly  dependent  on  boarders,  for  the  maintenance  of  his 
domestic  establishment,  which  was  conducted  by  his  wife,  the 
mother  of  the  poet.  She  was  an  active  and  clever  woman, 
though  of  a  more  ardent  and  irritable  temperament  than  her 
husband.  Shortly  before  the  period  when  I  was  fixed  with 
Campbell,  he  had  risen  into  considerable  distinction  as  a  scholar 
and  a  poet,  and  had  thus  attracted  the  notice  of  those  professors 
disposed  to  foster  rising  genius.  In  tliis  manner  he  acquired 
the  friendship  and  patronage  of  Professor  Young,  to  whom  I 
have  already  alluded.  His  classes  were  attended  by  Campbell 
for  the  then  unusual  period  of  four  years.  His  rapid  progress 
in  the  Greek  language,  and  his  ease  and  accuracy  in  poetical 
translations  from  the  Greek  poets,  soon  excited  the  enthusiastic 
admiration  of  his  master,  and  procured  for  him  such  encourage- 
ment as  it  was  in  the  professor's  power  to  bestow.*  In  June, 
1796,  Campbell  left  College" — and  went  to  reside  at  Downie, 
near  Lochgilphead — "  so  that  our  connexion,  as  master  and  pu- 
pil, broke  up  with  the  session  of  that  year.  But  he  left  on  my 
mind,"  continues  Lord  Cunninghame,  "  young  as  I  was,  a  high 
impression,  not  merely  of  his  talents  as  a  classical  scholar,  but 
of  the  elevation  and  purity  of  his  sentiments. 

"  In  reading  Demosthenes  and  Cicero,  he  delighted  to  point 
out  and  enlarge  on  their  sublime  eloquence  and  the  grandeur 
of  their  views.  He  contrasted  their  speeches  with  those  of 
modern  orators  ;  and  admired  the  latter  only  in  so  far  as  they 
could  be  assimilated  to  the  ancient  models.  He  used  occasion- 
ally to  repeat,  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm,  the  more  impas- 
sioned passages  of  Lord  Chatham's  speeches  in  favor  of  American 
freedom  ;  while  at  other  times  he  poured  forth,  with  great  rap- 
ture, Mr.  Burke's  declamation  against  Warren  Hastings,  and 
Mr.  Wilberforce's  heartrending  description  of  the  *  Middle  Pas- 
sage.' It  cannot  appear  surprising  that  these  sentiments — oft 
repeated,  and  made  the  subject  of  reflection  in  youthful  minds, 
produced  a  strong  conviction,  both  with  master  and  pupil,  that 
the  governors  of  the  world  were  in  league  against  mankind, 


*  His  Lordship  haa  mentioned  the  date  of  Campbeirs  matriculation  at 
the  ace  of  thirteen,  and  enumerates  the  prizes  which  he  Buccessively 
gained.  In  tliis  enumeration  tlic  only  omission  is  that  of  the  first  year  or 
Session,  -when — instead  of  **  earning  no  particular  distinction,'*  as  statetl  on 
the  autJinrity  of  "  the  journals  of  the  day" — he  appears,  by  his  own  recol- 
lections, to  liave  gained  two  prizes,  as  well  as  victory  in  the  competition 
for  a  hursarv. 
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and  that  a  time  would  come  for  the  vindication  of  the  wrongs 
of  society. 

"^  In  the  politics  of  these  times  it  will  be  expected,  from  what 
I  have  said,  that  Campbell  would  espouse  warmly  the  cause  of 
the  French  Revolution.  Our  little  circle  at  home  included  Mr. 
Campbell's  parents,  his  sisters,  and  myself  and  his  brother 
Daniel — who  was  an  avowed  Republican — and  also  two  gentle- 
men's sons  from  a  distance,  who  were  in  manufacturing  estab- 
lishments, learning  their  future  trade.  They  were  older  than  I 
was ;  and  having  been  bred  up  at  home  with  a  deep  hatred  of 
innovation  and  Democracy,  they  constantly  gave  battle  to  the 
Poet  and  his  brother  in  conversation,  and  opposed  sternly  all 
their  opinions,  bringing  prominently  forward  the  hideous  out- 
rages of  the  *  Reign  of  Terror '  in  France,  then  fresh  in  the 
memory  of  the  alarmed  inhabitants  of  the  rest  of  Europe. 
But  the  Campbells  adhered  to  their  ultra-liberal  opinions, 
maintaining  that  the  excesses  of  a  year  were  not  to  be  com- 
pared with  the  manifold  evils  that  would  ensue,  if  the  allied 
powers  were  successful  in  restoring  Despotism  in  France,  or  in 
subjugating,  and  di\iding  that  country,  as  they  had  shortly  be- 
fore partitioned  Poland — a  country  for  which  he  always  ex- 
pressed the  deepest  sympathy.  Still,  I  have  the  most  clear 
recollection,  that  these  controversies  were  carried  on  with  all 
possible  good-humor.  In  £act,  the  parties  most  frequently  as- 
sailed each  other  with  banter  and  badinage,  and  were  never  led 
into  the  exasperation  too  common  on  such  subjects,  among  older 
and  more  interested  politicians. 

**  At  this  period,  John  Miller  was  Professor  of  Law  in  the 
University  of  Glasgow.  He  was  a  very  zealous  Whig  of  the 
old  school.  By  his  learning,  sagacity,  and  wit,  he  made  many 
converts,  and  confirmed  the  principles  of  those  youths  in  the 
College,  who  had  any. partiality  for  the  ascendancy  of  freedom. 
The  Government  of  the  day  seldom  fell  into  error,  or  put  forth 
extreme  opinions,  that  were  not  characterized  by  some  pithy  re- 
mark, or  mot  of  Miller ;  and  though  Campbell  was  not  a  regu- 
lar student  of  law,  he  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  Professor,  and 
heard  some  of  his  more  celebrated  lectures,  and  repeated  his 
best  sayings  and  jests  with  much  glee. 

"  During  this  session,  Campbell  was  a  member  of  a  Debating 
Club,  to  which  a  limited  number  of  strangers  were  admitted. 
He  took  me  to  hear  one  of  the  debates,  where,  I  recollect,  the 
question  discussed  was,  *  Whether  Ridicule  was  a  test  of  Tnith  ?' 
I  was,  of  course,  neither  a  judge  of  the  subject  of  controversy, 
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nor  of  the  merits  of  the  speakers ;  but  the  debate  lasted  till 
midnight.  Campbell  and  other  members  seemed  to  me  to 
speak  with  great  force  and  fluency ;  and  I  came  home  not  a 
little  envious  of  the  appareut  learning  and  eloquence  of  the 
members,"  * 

We  now  come  to  the  close  of  the  Poet's  fifth  and  last  session 
at  College.  Of  the  two  prize  poems  gained  this  spring,  namely, 
for  the  Choephoros  of  Anstophanes,  and  a  Chorus  in  the  Medea 
of  Euripides — the  latter  is  the  only  prize-subject  ever  included 
in  his  printed  Poems.  Both  these  translations,  as  mentioned  in 
his  letters  to  Mr.  H.  Paul,  were  written  in  Mull,  during  the 
previous  summer  and  autumn.  Ilis  familiar  letters  this  year 
are  fewer  than  usual.  His  correspondents  charge  him  with 
^'  unkindness,  indolence,  and  forgetfulness !"  But  the  increase 
of  his  original  pieces,  may  account  satisfactorily  for  his  dimin- 
ished correspondence.  Having  failed  in  my  efforts  to  discover 
his  prize-translation  of  the  ^^  Choephoroe,"  I  annex  as  a  substi- 
tute, the  hitherto  unpublished  "Chorus  from  the  Tragedy  of 
Jepkthes,^^ 

Olaasy.  Jordan,  smooth  and  meandering 

Jacobus  flowery  meads  between ; 
Lo,  thy  waters  gently  wandering 

Lave  the  valleys  rich  and  green ! 
When  the  winter,  keenly  showering 

Strips  fair  Salem's  shade ; 
There  thy  current^  broader  pouring, 

Lingers  in  the  leafless  glade. 
When,  O  when,  shall  light  returning, 

Chase  the  melancholv  gloom  I 
And  the  golden  Star  of  morning. 

Yonder  sable  vault  illume ! 
When  shall  Freedom,  holy  charmer, 

Cheer  my  long-benighted  soul  f 
When  shall  Israel,  fierce  in  armor. 

Burst  the  tvrant's  base  contnd ! 
Ye,  that  boldly  bade  defiance. 

Proud  in  arms,  to  Pharaoh's  throne , 
Can  yc  now,  in  tamo  compliance, 

In  a  baser  bondage  groan  f 
Gallant  Nation  1  nought  appalled  you 

Bold,  in  Heaven's  propitious  hour ; 
When  the  voice  of  Freedom  called  you 

From  a  tyranf  s  haughty  power. 
When  their  chariots,  dad  in  thunder, 

Swept  the  ground  in  long  array ; 

*  Letter  from  Lord  Cuniogfaame  to  the  Editor. 
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When  the  ocean,  bunt  asunder, 

Hover'd  o'er  vour  sandy  wa^. 
Gallant  race !  that,  oea^efess  toiling, 

Trod  Arabia's  pathless  wild ; 
Plains  in  verdure  never  smiling ; 

Rocks  in  barren  grandeur  pUed — 
Whither  fled,  O  altered  Nation  I 

Whither  fled  that  generous  soul  ? 
Dead  to  Freedom's  inspiration. 

Slaves  of  Ammon's  base  control ! 
God  of  Heav'n !  whose  voice  commanding, 

Bids  the  whirlwind  scour  the  deep — 
Or  the  waters,  smooth  expanding, 

Robed  in  glassy  radiance,  sleep. 
God  of  Love !  in  mercy  bending, 

Hear  thy  wo-wom  captives*  prayer  1 
From  thy  throne,  in  peace  descencung. 

Soothe  their  sorrows,  calm  their  care ! 
Though  thy  mercy,  lon^  departed, 

Spurn  thy  once-loved  people's  cry ; 
Say,  shall  Ammon,  iron-hcaited. 

Triumph  with  impunity  I 
If  the  sword  of  desolation 

Must  our  sacred  camp  appal, 
And  thy  chosen  generation 

Prostrate  in  the  battle  ficJl — 
Grasp,  O  God  I  thy  flaming  thunder; 

Launcli  thy  stormy  wrath  around  I 
Cleave  their  battlements  asimder, 

Shake  their  cities  to  the  groimd ! 
Hast  thou  dared,  in  mad  resistance, 

Tyrant,  to  contend  with  Gk)d  ? 
Shall  not  Heaven's  supreme  assistance 

Snatch  us  from  thy  mortal  rod  I 
Wretch  accursed ;  thy  fleeting  gladness 

Leaves  contrition's  serpent  stuig ; 
Short-lived  pleasure  yields  to  sadness ; 

Hasty  Fate  is  on  the  wing  I 
Mark  the  battle,  mark  the  ruin ; 

Havoc  loads  the  groaning  plain ; 
Ruthless  vengeance,  keen  pursuing, 

Grasps  thee  in  her  iron  chain  I 

T.  C,  ctL  16. 

In  a  short  review  of  his  College  days,  which  terminated  with 
this  session,  I  find  the  following  remarks  by  the  Poet,  then  in 
his  eighteenth  year : — "  This  winter  was  one  in  which  my  mind 
advanced  to  a  more  expansive  desire  of  knowledge  than  I  had 
ever  before  experienced.  I  attended  Professor  Miller's  explana- 
tion of  Heineccius,  and  Lectures  on  Roman  Law.  To  say  that 
Miller  gave  me  liberal  opinions,  would  be  understating  the  ob- 
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ligation  which  I  either  owed,  or  imagined  I  owed,  to  him.  Ho 
did  more.  He  made  investigations  into  the  principles  of  justice, 
and  the  rights  and  interests  of  society,  so  captivating  to  me, 
that  I  formed  opinions  for  myself  and  became  an  emancipated 
lover  of  truth. 

^'  I  will  not  take  upon  mo  to  say  that  Miller's  tuition  was 
profound ;  for  his  mind,  with  all  its  natural  strength,  had  grown 
to  maturity  in  an  age,  when,  with  the  exception  of  Adam 
Smith  and  a  few  others,  there  appears  to  me  to  have  been  a 
dearth  of  deep-thinking  men.  Accordingly,  I  remember  some- 
thing hke  astonishment  at  so  acute  a  man  as  Miller  holding 
forth  upon  the  necessary  progress  of  man,  from  the  savage  to 
the  pastoral,  and  from  that  to  the  agricultural  state,  as  w^ell  as 
the  sacred  usefulness  of  a  hereditary  aristocracy.  But  John 
Miller  had  the  magic  secret  of  making  you  so  curious  in  inquiry, 
and  so  much  in  love  with  truth,  as  to  be  independent  of  his 
specific  tenets.  Every  lecture  that  he  gave  was  a  treat  from  be- 
ginning to  end.  There  was  so  much  earnestness,  and  yet  such 
easy  conversation-like  familiarity.  Never  shall  I  forget  our 
looking  out  from  the  window  of  his  class-room  to  watch  his  ar- 
rival, for  which  we  were  all  impatient ;  nor  the  general  pleasure, 
when  it  was  buzzed  about  tliat  he  was  *  coming !'  When  his 
lecture  was  done  we  were  all  sorry." 

"  It  could  not  be  said  of  any  of  the  Glasgow  Professors  that 
tliey  were  not  gentlemen,  or  otherwise  than  very  respectable 
College-like  persons ;  but  there  was  an  air  of  the  high-bred 
gentleman  about  Miller,  that  you  saw  nowhere  else.  Something 
that  made  you  imagine  such  old  Scottish  patriots  as  Lord  Bel- 
haven,  or  Fletcher  of  Saltoun.  He  was  a  fine  muscular  man, 
somewhat  above  the  middle  size,  with  a  square  chest  and  shapely 
bust,  a  prominent  chin,  grey  eyes  that  were  unmatched  in  ex- 

i)ressioD,  and  a  head  that  would  have  become  a  Roman  senator. 
Te  was  said  to  be  a  capital  fencer ;  and,  to  look  at  liis  light 
elastic  step,  when  he  was  turned  of  sixty,  disposed  you  to  credit 
the  report.  But  the  glory  was  to  see  his  intellectual  gladiator- 
ship,  when  he  would  slay  or  pink  into  convulsions  some  offensive 
political  antagonist  He  spoke  with  no  mincing  affectation  of 
English  pronunciation ;  but  his  Scoto-English  was  as  different 
from  vulgar  Scotch,  as  that  of  St  James's  from  St  Griles's. 
Lastly,  he  had  a  playfulness  in  his  countenance  and  conversation 
that  was  graceful  from  its  never  going  to  excess. 

"John  Young,  our  Greek  professor,  was  a  ratm  of  great  humor. 
I  never  saw  any  man  who  had  a  more  exquisite  sense  of  the 
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ludicrous ;  but  he  had  no  very  graceful  command  of  his  humor. 
I  remember  an  instance  where,  in  reading  Lucian  and  Aristo- 
phanes, he  gave,  jby  his  example,  a  holiday  to  our  risibilities. 
On  another  occasion,  I  remember  his  throwing  himself  almost 
into  convulsions  of  laughter,  on  a  report  being  made  to  him  by 
the  censor  of  the  Class  to  this  effect — that  an  idle  student  had 
been  detected  in  the  act  of  moulding  a  piece  of  bread  into  an 
ungainly  imitation  of  a  man.  The  censor  repeated — *  Joannes 
Mac — something — solutunis ' — a  certain  fine  for  the  crime  of 
*  faciens  hominem  in  pane  !'  The  absurdity,  it  is  true,  made 
but  a  moderate  joke ;  yet  I  thought  that  Young  would  have 
died  with  laughing.*' 

"  At  the  end  of  the  session,"  he  writes,  "  I  returned  to  Ar- 
gyllshire in  the  capacity  of  domestic  tutor  to  the  present  Sir 
William  Napier,  of  Milliken.  His  father,  General  Napier,  had 
married  the  daughter  of  Robert  Campbell,  of  Downie,  in  whose 
house  my  pupil  lived. 

"  The  impulse  which  Miller's  lectures  had  given  to  my  mind, 
continued  to  act  long  ajfter  I  had  heard  them.  In  this  Highland 
tutorship,  I  had  but  a  few  hours  a  day  employed  in  tuition ; 
and  after  I  had  finished  a  scramble  on  the  rocky  mountainous 
shores,  I  had  no  resource  for  beguiling  time  but  in  reading  and 
writing ;  and  having  provided  myself  with  ample  notes,  which 
I  had  taken  from  Miller's  Commentaries  on  Heineccius,  as  well 
as  with  several  choice  books  on  jurisprudence  and  history,  I 
transcribed  the  former,  and  devoted  myself  to  study.  Poetry 
itself,  in  my  love  of  jurisprudence  and  history,  was  almost  for- 
gotten. In  the  course  of  that  secluded  year,  I  wrote  no  verses 
but  those  on  Miss  Broderic,  which  continue  still  to  hold  a  place 
in  my  published  Poems.  At  that  period,  had  I  possessed  but  a 
few  hundred  pounds  to  have  subsisted  upon  in  studying  law,  I 
believe  I  should  have  bid  adieu  to  the  Muses,  and  gone  to  the 
Bar ;  but  I  had  no  choice  in  the  matter." 


Campbell  now  took  a  final  leave  of  the  University,  and  did 
so  with  many  regrets.  On  former  occasions  the  absence  had 
been  short.  When  he  resided  in  Mull,  his  exile  was  sweetened 
by  the  thought,  that  when  "  the  gusts  of  October  had  rifled  the 
thorn,*'  he  should  find  himself  once  more  in  the  Common  Hall, 
and  amongst  all  his  old  comrades ;  but  in  the  present  case  he 
had  no  such  cheering  prospect.  He  was  engaged  to  reside  in 
the  country  for  at  least  a  twelvemonth ;  to  live,  as  he  expresses 
Vol.  I. — 7 
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it,  the  life  of  "  a  caged  starling," — hemmed  in  by  floods,  and 
rocks,  and  mountains ;  but  all  of  which  he  contrived  to  make 
vocal.  The  circumstances  under  which  he  left  home,  and  the 
object  he  had  in  view,  are  so  fully  stated  in  his  letters,  that  any 
formal  introduction  to  his  second  exile  in  the  Highlands  would 
be  superfluous.  After  a  residence  of  six  weeks  at  Downie,  he 
thus  writes : — 

TO  MR.  HAMILTON  PAUL,  INVERARY. 

The  Epistle  of  Timothy  to  hie  beloved  Pcnd — freetin^, 

DowNiB,  Atiguet  12,  1796. 

You  have  no  doubt  already  passed  sentence  upon  my 
shameful  negligence,  and  what  apology  can  I  plead  ?  I  have 
no  fair  nymphs,  as  you  have,  to  bevrilder  my  attention  from  the 
duties  of  friendship,  nor  am  I  overpowered  with  such  labors  as 
should  deprive  me  of  time  to  dedicate  to  social  correspondence. 
To  draw  my  defence  from  the  comer-stone  of  all  erudition — 
"  Ruddiman's  Rudiments,"  I  must  first  observe — "  Pctnitet  me 
peccati"  for  truly  I  have  good  reason  ;  secondly,  "  wow  deeet  te 
rixarc^*  it  becometh  not  thee  to  scold.  Now,  after  such  con- 
vincing arguments  in  my  favor,  my  pardon  is  undoubtedly 
sealed.  ...  Write  to  me  soon,  and  give  me  some  news  to 
cheer  me  in  this  sequestered  corner,  where  there  is  nothing  to 
chase  the  spleen.  Give  my  compliments  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  F. 
and  the  adorable  Miss  Caroline.  I  will  send  you,  perhaps  in 
my  next,  a  copy  of  some  verses  for  her  perusal. 

T.  C. 

The  verses  here  promised,  were  printed  many  years  after- 
wards— in  the  second  part  of  "  Caroline  " — and  are  justly  ad- 
mired for  their  sweetness  and  delicacy : — 

"  O I  sacred  to  the  fidl  of  day, 

Queen  of  propitious  stars,  appear  t 
And  early  rise,  and  long  delay, 

When  Caroline  herself  is  here  ! 
Shine  on  her  chosen  green  resort. 

Whose  trees  the  sunward  summit  crown. 
And  wanton  flowers,  that  well  may  court 

An  aogel's  feet  to  tread  them  down, 
Shine  on  her  sweetly-scented  road. 

Thou  star  of  evening's  purple  dome, 
That  lead'st  the  nightingale  abroad. 

And  guid'st  the  weary  pilgrim  home. 

*  Examples  of  impersonal  verbs  in  the  Syntax  of  the  **  Rudiments,"  in 
the  application  of  which  he  assumes  the  nir  of  a  learned  pedant 
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Shine,  where  my  Charmer's  sweeter  breath 

Embalms  the  soft  exhaling  dew ; 
Where  dying  winds  a  sigh  bequeath 

To  kiss  the  dieek  of  rosy  hue. 
Where,  winnowed  by  the  gentle  air, 

Her  silken  tresses  darkly  fkyw, 
And  fall  upon  her  brow  so  fair, 

Like  shadows  on  the  mountain  snow. 
Thus,  ever  thus,  at  day's  decline. 

In  converse  sweety  to  wander  fer, 
O  bring  with  thee  my  Caroline^ 

And  thou  shalt  be  my  Ruling  Star  I" 

The  short  distance  between  Downie  and  Inverary  led  to  fire- 
quent  intercourse  between  Campbell  and  his  friend.  Both  were 
intimate  in  the  family  circle  of  the  "  adorable  Caroline,"  who 
had  made  so  favorable  an  impression  on  the  young  poet,  and 
manj  pleasing  inter\iews  were  obtained  during  the  summer. 
Her  residence  at  Inverary — the  "  chosen  green  resort,  whose 
trees  the  sunward  summit  crown ;"  and  her  evening  walk,  "  the 
sweetly-scented  road,"  along  the  border  of  the  lake,  are  clearly 
pointed  out  in  the  lines.  Caroline  was  the  belle  of  Inverary ; 
the  **  Lady  of  Loch-Fyne,"  and  received  the  homage  of  more 
than  one  minstrel.*" 

In  the  course  of  the  autumn,  when  the  landscape  was  pecu- 
liarly inviting  to  the  eyes  of  poet  and  painter,  Campbell  and 
his  friend  Paul  indulged  in  frequent  rambles  along  the  shores 
of  the  Lake — 

"  While  gay,  with  gambols  of  its  finny  shoals, 
The  glancing  wave  rejoices  as  it  rous.** 

When  tired  with  walking,  they  would  climb  some  lofty  pred- 

*  One  of  her  admirers,  after  a  parting  interview,  and  while  **  walking 
his  troubled  spirit  down,**  in  the  company  of  his  friend,  suddenly  stopped, 
smote  his  breast^  in  right  tragic  style,  and  repeated  with  emphasis — 

"  Now,  I  know  what  it  is  to  have  strove 
With  the  tortures  of  doubt  and  desire ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love. 
And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire.* 

On  the  evening  of  a  ball,  at  which  she  was  to  appear,  she  is  described  m 
the  «  Hebe  of  the  West"— - 

**  *  How  slow  the  creeping  moments  pass  T 
Says  Hebe  to  her  looking-glass. 
Her  cheek  transmits  the  rose's  glow ; 
Her  neck  outshines  Ben  Lomond's  snow ; 
Bewitching  smiles  her  lips  adorn, 
like  cfaemes  on  a  dewy  man,"  A&  H.  P. 
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pice,  there  to  enjoy  the  landscape  at  ease,  and  afterwards  repair 
to  a  frugal  dinner  at  the  Inverary  Arms.  '^  The  last  occasion 
on  which  Campbell  and  I  met,''  says  his  friend,  ^^  was  to  dine 
with  two  of  our  old  college  companions — Douglas  and  Macken- 
zie. We  were  all  punctual ; — and  as  soon  as  the  four  met  at  the 
inn-door,  never  did  schoolboy  enjoy  an  unexpected  holiday  more 
than  Campbell.  He  danced,  sang,  and  capered,  half-frantic  with 
joy.  Had  he  been  only  invested  with  the  phiUbeg,  he  would 
nave  exhibited  a  striking  resemblance  to  little  Donald,  leaping 
and  dancing  at  a  Highland  weddings  We  spent  a  delightful 
afternoon  together ;  and  as  our  two  friends  had  to  return  to  the 
Low  country,  we  accompanied  them  across  Loch-Fyne  to  St. 
Klath'erine's,  where  we  parted — they  taking  their  route  towards 
Lochgilphead,  while  Campbell  and  I  promenaded  the  shore  of 
the  Loch  to  Strachur.  The  evening  was  fine,  the  sun  was  just 
setting  behind  the  Grampians.  The  wood-fringed  shores  of  the 
Lake — the  sylvan  scenes  around  the  castle  of  Inverary — the  sun- 
lit summits  of  the  mountains  in  the  distance — all  were  inspiring. 
Thomas  was  in  ecstacy.  He  recited  poetry  of  his  own  compo* 
sition — some  of  which  has  never  been  printed — and  then,  after 
a  moment^s  pause,  addressed  me :  *  Paul,  you  and  I  must  go  in 
search  of  adventures !  If  you  will  personate  Roderick  Random, 
I  will  go  through  the  world  with  you  as  Strap  !'*  *  Yes,  Tom,' 
said  I ;  '  I  perceive  what  is  to  be  the  result ;  you  are  to  be  a 
poet  by  profession ;  I  mean  to  follow  another,  and  to  make  po- 
etry only  an  auxiliary,  like  that  of  a  tradesman,  who  may  take 
up  the  fiddle  when  the  labor  of  the  day  is  over.  But  I  prophesy, 
(and  a  remarkable  prophecy  it  was)  that  you  will  attain  to  un- 
rivalled excellence  in  your  darling  pursuit  P 

"  When  we  reached  the  inn  at  Strachur,  we  resolved  to  hr 
a  parting  glass,  and  made  signs  to  the  bar-maid,  who  could 
speak  a  word  of  English,  that  we  wanted  a  private  room ;  bu. 
she,  knowing  that  I  was  an  intimate  friend,  instead  of  comply- 
ing with  our  desire,  opened  the  parlor  door,  where  her  master 
and  mistress,  with  a  select  party  of  friends,  were  seated  at  tea. 
No  sooner  did  we  enter,  than  the  landlady  sprang  from  her  chair, 
clasped  me  round  the  neck  and  kissed  me — ^for  such  was  the 
uniform  practice  in  the  Highlands  fifty  years  ago ;  but  as  Camp- 
bell was  an  entire  stranger,  she  did  not  pay  him  the  same  com- 
pliment, although  he  was  a  beautiful  boy.  We  were  heartily 
welcomed,  and  pressed  to  join  the  tea-party ;  after  which  the 

*  He  has  often  stated  tiiat  Smollett  was  his  fitvorite  author  in  those  daysi 
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landlord  regaled  the  company  with  a  bowl  of  punch.  Campbell 
and  I  then  took  leave  of  our  kind  host  and  hostess,  in  wkiose 
house,  though  an  inn,  our  purses  had  suffered  no  diminution. 
We  parted  with  much  regret.  Repairing  each  to  his  respective 
ferry,  we  then  recrossed  Loch-Fyne,  and  returned  home — he  to 
Downie,  and  I  to  Inverary.  We  never  saw  each  other  again,* 
until  we  met  at  the  great  public  dinner  given  to  him,  as  Lord 
Rector  of  the  University  of  Glasgow  T* 

In  the  meantime  the  pen  of  Campbell  was  not  idle.  Refreshed 
and  animated  by  those  romantic  walks  and  excursions,  he  re- 
turned with  satisfaction  to  his  classic  studies.  He  had  completed 
and  revised  his  translation  of  the  ^^  Choephoroe,"  with  some  faint 
hope  of  having  it  published ;  and  with  that  view  had  written 
out  and  forwarded  a  copy  to  his  friend  Thomson  in  London.  In 
addition  to  his  smaller  pieces,  he  had  just  finished  '^  Love  and 
Madness,'*  which  is  transcribed  in  the  following  letter,  in  which 
he  has  also  given  some  interesting  particulars  of  his  studies,  his 
prospects,  and  his  position  at  Downie : — 

TO   MR.  JAMES  THOMSON. 

Downie,  Sqttember  16,  1796. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 

I  hope  you  have  by  this  time  received  the  manuscript, 
which  I  sent  by  a  particular  friend  to  Glasgow.  May  I  presume 
to  ask  how  your  pleasant  affair  goes  on  ?  Our  hearts  would  not 
be  so  congenial  as  they  are,  were  either  of  them  stamped  in  a 
dispassionate  mould.  But  certainly  the  object  of  your  tender- 
ness possesses  the  graces  of  the  mind,  as  well  as  those  of  the 
person,  or  she  had  never  made  a  lasting  impression  on  my  friend. 
For  me,  poor  starling^  I  am  caged  in  by  rocks  and  seas  from  the 
haunts  of  man,  and  the  once  prized  interviews  with  my  ^'  Aman- 
da." You  ask  me  how  long  I  mean  to  remain  at  Downie.  I 
believe  I  did  not  inform  you  for  what  purpose  I  had  gone  to 
that  solitary  comer  of  the  world.  At  the  conclusion  of  last  ses- 
sion, I  was  advised  by  a  gentleman  at  Glasgow,  who  has  always 
been  my  friend,  to  accept  of  a  situation  as  tutor  to  the  only  son 
of  Colonel  Napier,  of  Milliken,  who  lived  at  that  time  with  his 
mother  at  Downie,  his  grandfather's  estate.     Colonel  Napier  was 

*  FoUowing  the  example  of  Ooldamitb,  he  went  to  the  CoDtineDt  in  pur- 
rait  of  adventure :  and  toe  first  notice  I  had  from  him  afterwards,  was  a 
copy  of  verses  written  by  him  on  **  Leaving  a  Scene  in  Bavaria." — H.  P. 
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at  that  time  in  the  West  Indies,  but  has  since  returned.  He  is 
a  most  agreeable  man,  with  all  the  mildness  of  a  scholar,  and 
the  majesty  of  a  British  grenadier.  The  son  is  about  eight  years 
of  age,  and  a  miniature  picture  of  his  father.  The  Colonel  is 
uncommonly  refined  in  his  manners,  for  one  who  has  been  a 
soldier  from  his  seventeenth  year.  I  suppose  you  will  not  like 
him  the  worse  for  being  a  great-grandson  of  the  celebrated  Na- 
pier of  Merchiston.  I  believe  he  does  not  intend  staying  long 
with  his  father-in-law  at  Downie,  but  proposes  to  go  with  his 
wife  to  Edinburgh,  or,  perhap,  heaven  grant  it ! — to  London, 
Oh,  Thomson,  if  the  Fates  should  be  so  good  as  to  send  us 
thither,  I  should  certainly  shake  hands  with  one  friend  in  that 
great  metropolis.  I  beHeve  I  hinted  in  my  last,  that  I  proposed 
submitting  a  monody,  lately  finished,  to  your  inspection.  The 
subject  is  the  unhappy  fair  one,  who,  you  may  remember,  was 
tried  about  twelve  months  ago  for  the  murder  of  Errington. 
Some  of  my  critical  friends  have  blamed  me  for  endeavoring  to 
recommend  such  a  woman  to  sympathy ;  but  from  the  moment 
I  heard  Broderick's  story,  I  could  not  refrain  from  admiring  her, 
even  amid  the  horror  of  the  rash  deed  she  committed.  Erring- 
ton  was  an  inhuman  villain  to  forsake  her,  and  he  deserved  hb 
fate ;  not  by  the  laws  of  his  country,  but  of  friendship,  which  he 
had  so  heinously  broken  through. 

MONODY  ON  MISS  BRODERICK. 

Hark !  from  the  battlements  of  yonder  toVr* 
The  hollow  bell  has  toird  the  midnight  hour ; 
Wak'd  from  drear  visions  of  distempered  sleep, 
Poor  Broderick  wakes,  in  solitude  to  weep. 

"  Cease,  Memory,  cease,**  the  friendless  mourner  cried, 
"  To  probe  the  bosom  too  severely  tried ! 
O,  ever  cease,  ye  pensive  thoughts,  to  stray 
Through  the  bright  scenes  of  Fortune's  better  day, 
When  youthful  Hope,  the  music  of  the  mind. 
Tuned  all  its  charms,  and  Errington  was  kind. 
Yet  can  I  cease,  while  glows  this  trembling  finme. 
In  sighs  to  speak  thy  melancholy  name  I 
I  heAr  thy  spirit  wail  in  every  storm. 
In  deepest  snades  I  view  thy  pictured  form ; 
Pale  as,  in  that  sad  hour,  when  doomed  to  feel, 
Deep  in  thy  perjured  hearty  the  bloody  steel 

**  Demons  of  Vengeance  1  ye,  at  whose  command 
I  grasped  the  gleaming  steel  with  nervous  hand — 
Say  ye,  did  Pity's  trembling  voice  control. 
Or  Horror  damp  the  purpose  of  my  soul  I 


*  Warwkk  Csstie. 
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No! — mj  wild  heart  sat  smiling  o*er  the  plan, 
Till  Hate  fulfill'd  what  baffled  Loye  began ! 

*  Yes — ^let  the  clay-cold  heart,  that  never  knew 
One  tender  pang,  to  generous  Nature  true — 
Half  mingling  pity  with  tlie  gaU  of  scorn— 
Condemn  this  hearty  that  bled  in  love  forlorn ! 
And  ye,  proud  £Eur,  whose  souls  no  rapture  warms, 
Save  Bcauty*s  homage  to  your  conscious  charms, 
Delighted  idols  of  a  gaudy  train, 
111  can  your  blunter  feelings  guess  tlie  pain, 
When  the  fond,  faithful  soul — inspired  to  prove 
Friendship  refined — the  calm  dehght  of  love — 
Feels  all  its  tender  strings  with  an^sh  torn. 
And  bleeds  at  perjured  pride's  inhimian  scorn  ! — 
Say  tlien — rUd  pitying  Heaven  condemn  the  deed. 
When  Vengeance  bade  the  futhless  lover  bleed  f 

**  Long  had  I  watched  thy  dark,  suspicious  brow. 
What  time  thy  heart  forgot  Ijer  dearest  vow ; 
Sad,  tho'  I  wept  the  friend — tlie  lover  changed. 
Still  thy  cold  look  was  scornful  and  estranged. 
Till,  from  thy  shelter,  love,  and  pity  tliro^^Ti, 
I  wandered  hopeless — ^liclpless — and  alone  ! 

**  Oh,  righteous  Heaven  ;  'twas  then  my  tortured  soul 
First  gave  to  wrath  unlimited  control  1 
Adieu  I  the  silent  look — tlie  streaming  eye — 
The  murmured  plaint — the  deep  heart-heaving  siVh ! 
Long  slumbering  Vengeance  wakes  to  better  deeds — 
He  shrieks — ^he  fells — the  perjured  lover  bleeds  I 

**  Now  the  last  laugh  of  agony  is  o'er, 
And  pale — ^in  blood  he  sleeps — ^to  wake  no  more  1 
"Tis  aone — the  flame  of  hate  no  longer  bums ; 
Nature  relents ;  but  ah,  too  late  returns ! 
Why  does  my  soul  this  gush  of  fondness  feel  I — 
Trembling,  and  feint>  I  £op  the  guilty  steel : 
Cold  on  my  heart  the  hand  of  terror  fies — 
Deep  shades  of  horror  dose  my  languid  eyes ! 
Oh,  twas  a  deed  of  murder's  deepest  gram- 
Could  Broderick's  soul  so  true  to  wrath  remain  I 
A  friend,  once  true — a  long-fond  lover  fell ! 
Where  Love  was  fostered  could  not  Pity  dwell  I 

**  Unhappy  youth !  while  yon  pale  crescent  glows, 
To  watch  o'er  silent  Nature's  deep  repose, 
Tliy  sleepless  spirit,  breathing  from  the  tomb, 
Foretells  my  fete,  and  smnmons  me  to  come ! 
Once  more  I  view  thy  sheeted  spectre  stand — 
RoU  the  dim  eye,  and  wave  the  paly  hand ! — 
Soon  let  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Forsake  its  languid,  metanchdy  frame ; 
Soon  let  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close ; 
Welcome  the  genial  night  of  long  repose ! 
Soon  let  this  wo-wom  spirit  seek  the  bourne, 
Where,  lull'd  to  slumber,  wo  forgets  to  mourn." 
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I  Lave  thought  it  desirable  to  print  nearly  the  whole  of  this 
poem,  from  the  manuscript,  so  that  it  may  be  'seen  in  all  its 
original  force  and  freshness.  The  piece  was  struck  off  at  one 
heat,  then  polished  and  submitted  to  the  criticism  of  his  friend, 
who  was  too  well  pleased  with  it  to  have  recourse  to  the  file. 

The  joy  inspired  by  the  prospect  of  a  visit  to  London,  where 
Mr.  Thomson  was  now  settled,  was  premature.  The  journey 
was  abandoned,  and  the  Poet  continued,  for  some  months  after- 
wards, in  the  situation  he  then  occupied — "lying  dormant,"  as 
he  says,  "  in  a  solitary  nook  of  the  world."  The  next  letter  from 
his  friend, — giving  an  account  of  his  late  illness,  in  London, 
threw  the  sensitive  mind  of  Campbell  into  alarm,  and  it  is  thus 
acknowledged  with  characteristic  solicitude : — 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

DOWNIX,  BT  LOOHQILPHEAD, 

October  11,  1786. 

You  may  well  believe,  my  dear  Thomson,  that  at  this 
distance  I  cannot  think  without  distressing  suspense  on  your 
situation.  I  must  request  most  particularly,  on  this  account, 
that  you  would  let  me  know,  on  receipt  of  this,  whether  your 
recovery  is  of  a  perfect  nature.  You  know  there  are  various 
ways  of  speaking  about  complaints  and  miseries ;  and  I  am  in- 
clined to  suppose  that,  to  save  me  uneasiness,  you  would  describe 
your  recovery  in  too  fkvorable  a  manner.  Write  me  then,  dear 
T.,  immediately,  whether  this  illness  is  only  a  casual  misfortune, 
or  any  serious  break  in  your  constitution.  Heaven  forbid  that 
the  latter  supposition  should  be  true ! — but,  from  the  duration 
of  your  illness,  I  am  disposed  to  be  apprehensive.  At  all  events 
let  me  know  the  real  case.  If  I  thought  your  sickness  likely  to 
afflict  you  more,  I  should,  I  believe,  be  bold  enough  to  under- 
take a  long  journey,  that  I  might  cheer  you  by  the  presence  of 
an  old  friend.  Why,  it  is  tut  four  hundred  miles !  I  hope, 
however,  there  is  no  use  for  the  journey,  and  that  your  health  is 
better  confirmed  than  my  present  fears  suggest.  Such  an  expe- 
dition would,  1  dare  say,  be  of  little  use  to  my  afflicted  friend ; 
but  it  would  be  a  great  satisfoction  to  my  own  feelings. 

I  am  lying  dormant  here  in  a  solitary  nook  of  the  world  ;  the 
present  moments  are  of  little  importance  to  me :  I  must  expect 
all  my  pleasure,  and  pain  from  the  remembrance  of  the  past,  and 
the  anticipation  of  the  future  I  This  is,  I  believe,  the  case  with 
all  men,  but  more  so  with  one  in  solitude.  I  contrive,  however, 
to  relieve  the  tcedium  vitce  with  a  tolerable  variety  of  amuse- 
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mentg.  I  bave  neat  pocket  copies  of  Virgil  and  Horace— afflu- 
ence of  English  Poets — a  sort  of  flute — and  a  choice  selection  of 
Scotch  and  Irish  airs.  I  have  the  correspondence  of  a  few 
friends,  and  though  I  have  no  companion,  jet,  by  means  of  a 
few  post-reconciliations,  I  can  safely  venture  to  think  that  there 
IS  not  a  soul  under  heaven  bears  to  me  a  serious  grudge.  Life 
is  thus  tolerable ;  but  were  my  former  correspondence  with  my 
best  and  earliest  friend  renewed,  to  its  wonted  vigor,  I  should 
be  completely  happy !  Imagine  not,  however,  that  I  think  our 
mutual  esteem  in  the  smallest  degree  abated.  No ;  but  the  un- 
fortunate distance  of  my  abode  from  the  throng  of  society  has 
occasioned  a  disarrangement  in  our  correspondence,  which  J 
hope  my  speedy  removal  to  my  native  city  will  effectually  obvi- 
ate. I  hope  you  have  by  this  time  received  the  tragedy.  I  can- 
not imagine  what  has  kept  it  from  you  so  long  as  the  date  of 
your  last  Write  me  immediately,  and  believe  me,  in  spite  of 
all  my  laziness,  your  true  friend,  Tiios.  Campbell. 

From  the  date  of  this  letter,  until  the  month  of  March  in  the 
folk>wing  year,  Campbell  applied  himself  with  diligence  to  read- 
ing and  reflection.  He  transcribed  his  notes  of  Professor  Mil- 
lers lectures,  and  enlarged  them  with  commentaries  of  his  own. 
He  read  history,  ancient  and  modem ;  perused  with  attention 
the  best  works  on  jurisprudence,  and  spent  altogether  a  studious 
and  retired  winter.  His  studies,  however,  were  desultory ;  the 
combined  force  of  his  genius  and  perseverance  was  not  directed 
to  one  main  object.  He  was  not  cheered  by  the  prospect  of 
eminence  in  any  profession  ;  for  between  him  and  tine  Bar,  an 
insurmountable  obstacle  had  been  raised  by  the  want  of  funds. 
Beyond  this,  he  had  no  strong  motive  to  attach  his  mind  to  a 
definite  sulneot ; — ^no  prospect  of  friture  independence  to  sweeten 
his  present  u^r,  and  give  an  exclusive  direction  to  his  studies ; 
and  in  this  distracting  position  he  writes  to  his  friend  in  Lon- 
don:— 

TO  MR  THOMSON. 

Dowim,  Marek  12,  1797. 
Mt  dear  Thomson, 

What  demon  of  ill-luck  has  ordained  that  I  shall  be  al- 
ways in  the  complaining  style  when  I  address  you  f  Perhaps  it 
is  owing  to  this,  that  when  I  find  the  generality  of  those  around 
me  sel&h,  hard-hearted  and  severe,  I  seek  relief  by  opening  my 

7* 
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heart  to  a  congenial  and  83rmpathetic  mind.  ...  I  cannot 
think,  my  dear  Th^  but  that  fortune  will  favor  you,  now  and 
then,  with  such  exhilarations  of  poetry  and  philosophy  as  may 
refresh  you  from  the  fatigue  of  business,  and  alle\nate  the  anx« 
iety  of  hfe.  But  think,  my  friend,  of  the  inestimable  blesmng 
you  enjoy  in  being  educated  to  a  business,  which  may  eventually 
guide  you  to  a  fortune,  and  must  certainly  always  reward  you 
with  a  competence ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  you  possess  the 
qualifications  requisite  for  the  acquisition  of  wealth ;  and,  by 
being  early  initiated  in  taste  and  science,  can  furnish  yourself 
with  relaxations  which,  I  beUeve,  are  above  the  possession  of  the 
generality  of  men  of  business.  For  my  own  part,  at  the  age  of 
nineteen,  I  find,  to  my  sad  experience,  the  disadvantage  of  not 
being  early  educated  to  one  employment  or  other.  After  many 
thoughts />ro  and  caii,l  had  at  last  fixed  upon  the  Law,  as  my  pro- 
fession. The  prosecution  of  this  study,  you  may  well  imagine, 
requires  both  time  and  expense;  but  an  unhappy  difference 
with  my  nearest  friend  has,  I  am  afraid,  blocked  up  my  entrance 
to  that  profession.  Still,  however,  after  applications  to  other 
persons,  I  have  been  amused  from  time  to  time  with  offers  and 
promises.  God  knows,  I  have  spent  many  a  weary  night  ex- 
pecting letters  by  every  post  that  arrived.  I  have  been  disap- 
pointed too  often,  to  look  for  success.  Thus  situated,  I  am 
obliged  either  to  follow  the  profession  of  a  teacher,  or  emigrate  to 
my  brothers  in  America.  From  the  latter  plan,  I  am  prevented 
by  the  failure  of  those  friends  who  had  promised  to  assist  me  in 
what  was  requisite  for  such  a  scheme.  As  to  the  other,  if  my 
fate  should  oblige  me,  I  will  submit  with  patience  .  .  but,  if  I 
can  obtain  employment  of  another  kind,  I  will  certainly  embrace 
it.  I  leave  this  place  in  five  weeks ;  I  cannot  say  precisely 
where  I  shall  go,  whether  to  Glasgow  or  Edinburgh.  By  the 
time  you  answer  me,  I  hope  I  shall  be  so  situated  as  to  send 
you  a  more  entertaining  epistle  than  this  phlegmatic  and  dis- 
contented scrawl.  T.  0. 
Mr.  James  Thomson,  London. 

Within  a  fortnight  from  this  date,  the  star  of  hope  was  again 

in  the  ascendant.     Dr.  M and  Colonel  Napier  had  united 

their  efforts  to  serve  him.  His  evening  walks  were  hallowed  by 
a  tutelar  divinity ;  he  had  returned  to  poetry ;  the  aspect  of  his 
fortune  had  improved ;  and  with  this  pleasing  intelligence  he 
again  writes : — 
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TO  MR  THOMSON. 

DowMn,  21tk  Marek,  1797. 
[Address  the  next  to  Glasgow  College.] 

Mr  DSAR  Thomson, 

Before  breaking  up  your  seal,  I  looked  upon  your  well 
known  hand  with  all  the  pleasure  of  satisfied  friendship.  Your 
consolatioD,  my  first  and  best  friend,  is  ever  soothing,  but  on 
thifi  occasion  pecuUarly  so.  I  sincerely  wish  to  demonstrate  my 
gratitude,  by  mutually  affording  you  my  best  counsel ;  and  if 
my  sagacity  to  advise,  were  as  great  as  my  zeal  to  profit  you,  my 
advice  would  be  valuable.  Beyond  all  doubt,  you  are  in  the 
right  to  prosecute  that  which  inclination,  and  not  friends,  may 
dictate.  Vou  should  now  act  with  determination,  if  your  choice 
be  fixed.  Delay  is  at  all  times  imprudent.  It  is  in  your  power 
to  acquire  eminence,  and — if  circumstances  be  not  very  unto- 
ward— opulence  in  a  learned  profession.  But  I  beg  you  would 
inform  me  what  department  of  science  attracts  your  wishes. 
There  are  few  subjects  on  which  I  am  capable  of  advising.  On 
this  I  perhaps  may.  I  am  peculiarly  pleased  with  the  passage 
in  your  last,  for  it  confirms  me  in  a  very  pleasing  opinion.  Yes, 
my  dear  T.,  to  be  independent  is  to  be  happy ;  and,  I  may  add, 
in  the  words  of  a  celebrated  woman,  "  I  will  maintain  my  inde- 
pendence by  lessening  my  wants,  if  I  should  live  upon  a  barren 
heath  I"  But  I  have  reason  to  bless  my  fortune  that,  along  with 
independence,  I  have  enjoyed,  in  the  main,  all  the  pleasures  of 
life  that  I  chiefly  value.  I  have  the  undoubted  prospect  of  still 
enjoying  a  competence,  sufficient  to  screen  me  from  that  con- 
tempt, which  the  poor  man  must  lay  his  account  to  bear.  I 
have  never  known  mdigence  myself;  and  I  have  it  in  my  power 
sometimes  to  gratify  my  feelings,  by  aiding  my  fellow-creatures 
in  misery  and  distress.  Nothing  could  have  reduced  my  mind, 
of  late,  to  vent  one  complaint,  had  I  not  felt  a  disappointment, 
perhaps  of  the  most  important  kind.  It  is  four  months  since  I 
nrst  cherished  the  hope — through  the  warm  recommendation  of 
a  gentleman  of  this  neighborhood,  a  physician  of  refined  man- 
ners, and  the  most  generous  friendship — that  I  should  obtain  a 
situation  with  an  eminent  barrister  in  Edinburgh,  which  would 
reward  my  industry  by  a  Uberal  income,  and  make  the  road  to 
independence,  in  a  business  which  I  wish  to  follow,  easy  and 
certain.  Accidents,  too  tedious  to  detail,  bafiSed  my  hopes,  after 
they  were  wound  up  to  the  highest  stretch,  and  equally  disap- 
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pointed  my  friend  and  myself.  But  I  have  now  perfectly  recov- 
ered from  the  discomposure  it  occasioned.  My  prospects  grow 
more  flattering,  and  my  friends — I  mean  those  of  ray  own  acqui- 
ring— more  valuable  than  before,  by  the  solicitude  they  have 
shown  to  palliate  my  disappointment.  In  particular,  it  never 
entered  my  heart  to  imagine  that  Colonel  Kapier  had  my  inter- 
est so  near  his  heart.  He  has  been  active  to  consult,  to  advise, 
to  recommend  me,  with  warmth  and  success ;  and  that  to  friends 
of  the  first  rank.  Upon  the  whole,  my  disappointment  is  for- 
got ;  and  my  hopes  of  future  happiness  are,  at  least,  as  flattering 
as  ever.  To  console  me  still  further  (but,  Thomson,  I  challenge 
your  secrecy  by  all  our  former  friendship)  my  evening  walks 
are  sometimes  accompanied  by  one,  who,  for  a  twelvemonth 
past,  has  won  my  purest,  but  most  ardent  afi*ectiott — 

"  Dear,  precious  name — reat  ever  iinreveard  I 
"Nor  pass  these  lips,  in  holy  silence  seal'd" 

You  may  well  imagine  how  the  consoling  words  of  such  a  per- 
son, warm  my  heart  into  ecst^cy  of  a  most  delightful  nature.  I 
say  no  more  at  present ;  and,  my  friend,  I  rely  on  your  secrecy. 
I  have  many  remarks  to  send  you  on  this  neglected  nook  of  the 
world,  where  mankind  seem  to  moulder  away  in  sluggishness 
and  deplorable  ignorance.  If  room  permitted,  I  would  idso  send 
you  some  lately  written  morsels  of  poetry,  to  be  submitted  to 
your  opinion,  which  I  so  highly  value. 

Thomas  Campbell. 

The  pleasing  hopes  under  which  this  letter  was  written  were 
very  soon  clouded.  The  negotiations  entered  into  on  Campbell's 
behalf  by  one  or  two  active  friends,  entirely  miscarried.  The 
precise  cause  of  their  failure  has  not  been  ascertained  ;  but  it 
may  be  inferred,  from  what  has  transpired  in  other  letters,  that  it 
arose  from  the  want  of  frmds  to  advance  the  required  premium. 
**  Had  I  possessed  but  a  few  hundred  pounds,"  says  the  Poet, 
in  his  retrospective  notes,  "  I  should  certainly  have  studied  for 
the  Bar."  This  sum  it  was  found  impossible  to  raise.  His 
friends  did  not  venture  beyond  good  wishes,  in  their  efforts  to 
serve  him :  and  when  the  case  of  the  young  poet  and  scholar 
was  exactly  stated  to  the  "  eminent  barrister,"  his  prudent  an- 
swer seems  to  have  been — "  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up 
some  other  station ;  here's  no  room  for  you  ;  pray  you  avoid.*** 
But  we  have  to  thank  this  and  similar  disappointments  for 

♦  Shakspeare.— Cor.  IV,  6. 
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**  The  HeMnres  of  Hq>e.''  Thwarted  m  his  l^;al  ambition,  he 
torned  to  poetiy,  as  if  to  etscape  the  mortifying  recollection  that 
oppreeied  his  mind,  and  prosecuted  the  study  with  more  devo- 
tion than  ever.  The  prospect  of  independence  was  much  di- 
minished by  the  cross  circumstances  of  the  late  negotiation  ;  but 
the  inspiration  was  still  ardent ;  and  we  may  fancy  how  often 
these  {iavorite  lines  were  present  to  his  mind : — 

"  Iby  spirit,  iDdepeDdence,  let  me  share  I 
Lord  of  the  hoo  beart  and  eagle  eve  I 
Tliv  steps  I  follow,  with  my  booom  bare, 
JTor  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky." 

The  physician,  "  of  refined  manners  and  the  most  generous 
fiiendship,*'  was  a  man  worthy  of  the  character  thus  h^towed ; 
but  neither  he  nor  the  "  gallant  coloncF*  could  secure  anything 
of  permanent  advantage  to  the  Poet ;  nor  am  I  aware  that  the 
attempt  to  ser>'e  him  was  ever  repeated.  From  the  date  of 
these  transient  efforts,  he  was  thrown  upon  his  own  resources, 
with  the  happy  consciousness  that  he  was  no  man^s  debtor. 

The  stolen  interviews,  to  which  be  alludes  as  a  profound 
secret,  had  a  favorable  influence  in  promoting  his  renewed  ap- 
peals to  the  Muse.  Defeated  in  all  his  other  prospects,  he  took 
refuge  in  the  enchanted  garden  of  love;  and,  in  the  interchanges 
of  mutual  respect  and  affection,  found  compensation  for  his  dis- 
appointments. Ever  since  the  subject  was  playfully  suggested 
to  him  in  Mull,  the  title  of  "  Pleasures  of  Hope"  seems  to  have 
dwelt  in  his  mind;  and  it  was  most  likely  at  this  very  time — 
when  he  was  so  enthralled  by  a  *  name, — that  the  beautiful 
opening  of  the  second  part  was  composed : — 

**  In  joyous  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known 
Thought,  ieeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  its  own  f 
Who  hath  not  paused  while  Beauty's  pensive  eye 
Asked  from  his  heart,  the  homage  of  a  sigh  I 
Who  hath  not  owned,  with  rapture-smitt^  frame, 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  namer 


Various  peculiarities,  local  and  intellectual,  which  first  struck 
the  Poet's  nncy  in  this  region  of  flood  and  fell,  were  afterwards 
adverted  to  in  his  letters,  and  embalmed  in  the  richest  scenery 
of  his  poems.  In  addition  to  those  already  noticed,  t^e  follow- 
ing are  so  original,  and  so  closely  identified  with  his  residence 
at  Downie,  as  to  invite  attention.  It  may  be  alleged,  perhaps, 
that  the  picturesque  touches  which  he  has  introduced  with  such 
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effect  into  his  poem  of  Glencoe  are  incidental,  and  not  more 
characteristic  of  Downie,  than  of  the  Highlands  in  general  But 
the  likeness,  in  his  sketches,  is  too  striking  to  leave  any  doubt 
that  he  found  the  originals  among  the  scenes,  and  persons  with 
whom  he  was  then  ^miliar.  Like  the  skilful  painter,  he  seems 
to  have  made  a  particular  study  of  this  isolated  scene,  which 
only  resembles  other  portions  of  the  West  Highlands  as  a  group 
of  trees,  sketched  apart,  remembles  the  entire  forest.  Mull  and 
Downie  were  the  two  schools  in  which  he  combined  the  study 
of  Highland  characteristics,  moral  and  physical — the  recollec- 
tion of  which  furnished  him  with  many  life-like  pictures,  Which 
he  afterwards  recast  and  sent  forth  to  the  world.  The  house  he 
once  inhabited — the  primitive  hospitality  he  had  often  enjoyed 
—  the  patriarchal  suppers — the  domestic  circle — the  warm 
hearts  of  the  inmates — and  the  staunch  Jacobite  at  their  head — 
are  sketched  with  a  force  and  brevity  that  show  how  faithfully 
they  had  been  treasured  up  in  the  Poet's  mind : — 

**  The  houie,  no  common  sordid  shieling  cot, 
Spoke  inmates  of  a  comfortable  lot. . . . 
ite  '  Jacobite  white  ro^  festooned  their  door ; 
The  windows  sashed  and  glazed,  the  oaken  floor, 
The  chimney  graced  with  antlers  of  the  deer ; 
The  rafters  hung  with  meat  for  winter  cheer. . . . 
He  knocked,  was  welcomed  in — ^none  asked  his  name, 
Nor  whither  he  was  bound,  nor  whence  he  came. 
But  he  was  beckoned  to  the  stranger^  seat. 
Right  side  the  chinmey-fire  of  blaang  peat 
Their  supper  came :  the  table  soon  was  spread 
With  eggs  and  milk,  and  cheese,  and  boney  bread: 
The  family  were  three — a  father  hoar. 
Whose  age  you'd  guess  at  seventy  years  or  more : 
His  son  looked  fifty :  cheerful  like  her  lord. 
His  comely  dame  presided  at  the  board. 
All  three  had  that  peculiar,  courtly  grace, 
Which  marks  the  meanest  of  the  Highland  race- 
Warm  hearts  I  that  bum  alike  in  weal  or  wo, 
As  if  the  north-wind  fanned  their  bosoms*  glow." 

The  original  of  "  Norman,**  in  the  poem  quoted,  was  a  "  Jaco- 
bite laird,''  well  known  in  this  district,  whom  Campbell  has 
thus  mentioned  in  a  note: — *'  At  the  outbreak  of  die  rebellion 
in  1745,  many  Highland  &mihes  were  saved  from  utter  des- 
truction by  the  contrivances  of  some  of  their  more  sensible 
members — ^principally  the  women,  who  foresaw  the  consequences 
of  the  insurrection.  When  I  was  a  youth  in  the  Highlands,  I 
remember  an  old  gentleman  being  pointed  out  to  me,  who,  find- 
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ing  all  other  arrangements  fiul,  had,  in  conjunction  with  his 
mother  and  sisters,  bound  *^  the  old  laird^'  hand  and  foot,  and 
locked  him  up  in  his  own  cellar,  until  the  news  of  the  battle  of 
Culloden  had  arrived."* 

All  that  he  beheld  from  the  hill  described  as  the  Poet's  favor- 
ite resort — the  inland  scenery,  the  ^*  mountain-bay,"  the  *'  shipt 
at  anchor,'^  the  islands  that  seemed  to  float  on  its  sur&ce,  the 
**  lone  sepulchral  cairn,"  the  "  loud  Corbrechtan,"  "  the  pel- 
lochs,"  the  "  boatman's  carol,"  the  **  wild  deer,"  the  "  early  fox,** 
"  gay  tinted  woods,  rolling  their  verdant  gulfs,"  he  has  beauti- 
fully amplified  and  improved  in  his  subsequent  poems  of  '*  Ger- 
trude" and  "  Glencoe."  In  the  latter,  however,  the  first  im- 
pressions of  youth  were  revived  by  a  tour  of  several  days,  through 
that  portion  of  Argyllshire  where  the  scene  of  the  poem  was 
laid ;  but  in  "  Gertrude,"  the  passages  alluding  to  "  Green  Al- 
bin"  were  chiefly  drawn  from  the  recollections  of  Downie  and 
Snnipol. 

In  the  romantic  walks  to  which  he  alludes,  he  must  have 
greatly  diversified  and  increased  his  stock  of  poetical  ideas.  It 
was  a  fit  nursery  for  a  youthful  poet,  where  everything  around 
him  fostered  a  passion  for  song,  enriched  his  imagination,  and 
peopled  his  solitude  with  the  beings  of  an  ideal  world.  Here 
it  was  his  custom  to  saunter  for  hours  together,  reciting,  as  he 
went,  dramatic  stanzas  from  the  **  Medea,"  or  giving  vent  to 
some  fresh  inspirations ;  and  might  it  not  be  in  some  of  his  wan- 
derings among  these  haunted  rocks  and  glens,  that  the  inter- 
view between  Lochiel  and  the  Wizard  first  presented  itself  to 
his  mind  ?     Few  better  scenes  could  have  been  found. 

In  reference  to  the  scenery  and  the  Poet's  mode  of  life  in  the 
West  Highlands,  the  following  particulars  will  be  found  new 
and  interesting.! 

*  **  A  device  "  he  adds,  "  pleasanter  to  the  reader  of  this  anecdote,  though 
not  to  the  sufferer,  waa  practised  by  a  shrewd  Highland  dame,  whose  hus- 
band was  Stuart-mad,  and  determined  to  join  the  insurgents.  He  told  his 
wife  at  night  that  he  should  start  on  horseback  early  on  the  morrow. 
*  Very  wel^'  said  she, '  but  you  will  allow  me  to  prepare  your  breakfiwt 
before  you  go  f  *  Oh  yes,  by  all  means.'  She  accordingly  got  it  ready, 
and  bringing  in  a  kettle  full  of  boiling  water,  poured  it  by  intentional  acci- 
dent over  his  legs.  Of  course,  there  could  bo  no  '  mounting  for  Charlie 
that  day,  nor  fbr  days  after ;  and  the  ru%e  probably  saved  Iwth  the  laird's 
head  and  lasdsL" 

f  **  1  am  persuaded,"  says  my  correspondent^  *"  that  of  the  thousands  of 
inc^uisitive  and  accomplished  persons,  who  yearly  pass  in  that  direction  to 
visit  the  wonders  of  Staffit  and  looa,  there  are  not  a  £bw  who  would  be 
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"  On  the  shore  of  that  great  arm  of  the  sea,  known  as  the 
Sound  of  Jura,  and  within  an  hour's  walk  southward  of  the  ter- 
mination of  the  canal,  which  connects  the  northern  extremity  of 
Loch  Fjne  with  that  Sound,  stands  the  secluded  and  homely 
farm-house  of  '  Downie.'  This  was  the  abode  of  the  Poet  im- 
mediately before  the  publication  of  his  great  work,  and  it  was 
hence  that  he  proceeded — taking  his  way  on  foot  by  what  is 
now  the  track  of  the  Crinan  Canal — to  claim  for  himself  that 
distinguished  place  which  he  afterwards  held,  and  is  likely  long 
to  hold,  among  the  most  highly  gifted  men  of  his  day.  Imme- 
diately on  leaving  the  northern  extremity  of  the  canal,  the  road 
winds  first  along  the  sea-coast  for  a  short  distance;  it  then 
ascends  a  bold  wooded  mountain ;  passes,  by  a  nearly  trackless 
course,  along  a  high  and  rocky  ridge,  from  which  are  some 
striking  views  of  the  friths  and  islands ;  and  finally  leads  the 
t^paveller  to  a  lofty  point,  from  which,  all  at  once,  he  sees  below 
him  an  unexpected  *bay.'  At  the  nearer  extremity  of  this 
stands  the  house  already  named  as  the  abode  of  the  Poet — with 
a  few  cottages  around  it — scarcely  distinguishable  from  the  in- 
equalities of  the  mossy  ground  beside  them,  and  only  to  be 
traced  by  the  smoke  rising  from  their  turf-built  chimneys,  or 
issuing  through  their  rudely-formed  windows  and  doors. 

"  At  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  bay  stands  another  farm- 
house, the  only  human  habitation  visible  or  accessible  for  many 
miles.  On  descending  towards  the  bay  the  visiter  directs  his 
steps  towards  a  hill  smaller  than  all  the  rest,  and  rising,  by  a 
pleasant  and  gentle  ascent,  directly  from  the  back  of  the  house. 
The  hill  is  covered,  towards  its  lower  acclivities,  by  a  fine,  beau- 
tiful green  sward,  and  near  the  top  breaks  out  into  rugged  and 
sterile  clifils.  Its  summit  is  the  point  to  which  any  person  in 
that  locality  will  instinctively  direct  his  steps,  in  order  to  obtain 
an  extensive  command  of  the  prospect  around  him.  This  was 
Uhe  Poet's  Hill,'  a  favorite  place  of  resort  with  Campbell. 
Scarcely  a  day  passed  in  which,  at  one  hour  or  another,  he  was 
not  to  be  found  on  its  summit.  From  that  elevation  the  eye 
looks  down  towards  the  beach,  where  considerable  masses  of 
rock  bar  all  access  to  the  coast ;  while  the  vast  expanse  of  the 
— — — — ^ 1 

delighted  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  in  the  course  <^  their  joiiniey  in  viuting 
Downie,  a  locality  now  made  dear  to  them  by  its  aModatioii  with  the 
'  Poet  of  Hope.'  The  walk  itself,  independent  of  the  aModaiion,  would 
not  be  without  it«  reward  to  all  lovers  of  scenery  that  is  not  only  wfld  but 
interesting ;  and  that  has,  in  some  of  its  features,  a  oonaidenihle  portkm  of 
picturesque  beauty.** 
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Sound  of  Jura,  with  all  its  varying  aspects  of  tempest  and  of 
ealm,  stretches  directly  in  front  of  the  spectator.  The  Island  of 
Jura,  *  with  trehle  hills/  forms  the  boundary  of  the  opposite 
coast.  Far  southward  the  sea  opens  in  broader  expanse,  towards 
the  northern  shores  of  Ireland,  which,  in  certain  states  of  the 
atmosphere,  may  be  faintly  descried.  Northward,  at  a  much 
shorter  distance,  is  the  whirlpool  of  *  Corrievrecken,'  whose  mys- 
terious noises  may  occasionally  be  heard  all  along  the  coast. 

"  The  view,  in  all  directions,  wide,  varied,  and  interesting,  pre- 
sents such  a  wonderful  combination  of  sea  and  mountain  scene- 
ry, as  cannot  fail  to  captivate  the  eye  of  the  spectator,  and  fix 
itself  indehbly  in  his  memory.     All  around  is  now  classic  ground. 

"  On  re-approaching  the  house  of  Downie  the  visiter  will  re- 
mark a  small  wing  attached  to  its  western  side,  known  by  the 
name  of  the  '  Bachelor.'  It  is  entered  by  an  internal  wooden 
staircase,  and  consists  of  a  small  apartment  with  one  window, 
and  a  recess  of  sufficient  dimensions  to  contain  a  bed.  That 
room  was  at  once  the  private  study,  the  class-room,  and  dormi- 
tory of  the  Poet.  When  I  last  visited  the  house — after  an  ab- 
sence of  more  than  forty  years — I  found  the  whole  in  nearly  the 
same  condition  in  which  it  was  when  occupied  by  the  Poet — 
only  a  different  family  were  then  its  occupants.  It  was  in  that 
room  that  some  of  the  brilliant  episodes  of  the  ^  Pleasures  of 
Hope*  were  brought  into  the  shape  in  which  they  were  after- 
wards presented  to  the  notice,  and  gained  the  unanimous  admi- 
ration of  the  British  public.  From  the  front  door  of  the  house 
itself,  you  step  at  once  into  a  small  garden,  with  a  few  fruit-trees 
in  it ;  and  along  its  outer  or  western  side  runs  a  narrow  and 
rudely-formed  pathway,  leading  to  a  small  landing-place  on  the 
beach — often  trod  by  Campbell — where  a  boat,  such  as  is  com- 
monly employed  by  Highland  families,  was  usually  fixed.  One 
of  the  most  favorite  diversions,  in  which  the  Poet  often  took  a 
share,  was  that  of  launching  the  boat,  when,  at  certain  times, 
and  in  particular  states  of  the  tide,  the  bay  was  visited  by  im- 
mense shoals  of  fish,  that  exceeded  all  powers  of  calculation,  or 
even  thought.  But  what  was  chiefly  remarkable,  was  the  pro- 
digious state  of  delight  in  which  the  fish  seemed  to  sport,  in 
'  numbers  numberless,*  and  nearly  on  the  surface  of  the  water, 
which  was  thrown  by  their  gambols  into  a  state  of  beautiful 
commotion,  such  as  1  have  not  observed  in  any  other  place.  A 
boat  fitted  with  a  dozen  or  twenty  fishing-rods,  arranged  all 
along  its  sides,  might  be  dragged  through  Sie  shoal  and  back 
again,  without  in  me  least  abating  the  sport  of  the  fish,  although 
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they  were  caught  in  abundance  at  every  turn.  Another  of  the 
Foetus  amusements  was  the  launch  of  the  boat  every  Saturday, 
that  we  might  proceed  to  a  small  island,  a  little  fiEurther  south, 
in  order,  by  mere  swiftness  of  foot  and  power  of  hand,  to  lay 
hold  of  a  sheep,  which,  along  with  plenty  of  barley  scones,  ex- 
cellent cream,  butter  and  eggs,  and  a  never-failing  supply  of 
home-made  cheese,  was  to  keep  the  house  in  abundance  of  plain, 
but  delicious  food,  for  the  ensuing  week.  I  may  add,  that 
although  the  son  of  the  lady  of  the  house  commanded  an  Excise 
cutter  for  the  purpose  of  freeing  the  coast  from  smugglers,  yet 
we  had  frequent  and  kindly  visits  from  those  ultra  friends  of 
^  free  trade,  between  whom  and  the  residents  mutual  presents 
used  to  take  place,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  both  parties. 

*^  Such  were  some  of  the  daily  and  weekly  amusements  of  the 
Poet  at  Downie.  In  his  more  meditative  hours,  he  used  to  take 
a  walk — *  if  walk  it  could  be  called  where  path  was  none' — 
along  the  shelving  rocks  which  line  the  beach  to  the  other  frinn- 
house  at  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  bay.  In  these  walks,  he 
was  often  observed  by  the  simpler  portion  of  the  natives  to  be 
in  a  state  of  high  and  rapturous  excitement — ^probably,  when  in 
the  act  of  mental  composition — or  when  repeating  passages  that 
were  in  accordance  with  the  train  of  thought  then  passing 
through  his  mind.  Of  the  meaning  and  tendency  of  these  rap- 
tures, however,  the  unlettered  natives  were  very  incompetent 
judges ;  and  formed  very  strange  and  inconsistent  ideas  as  to 
their  cause. 

*  Bh  yoioe,  look,  gesture,  struck  the  mountaineer 
With  love  and  wonder — not  unmized  with  fear  I' 

'*  The  Poet,  who  at  this  time  had  only  completed  his  eighteenth 
year,  was  a  youth  of  very  pleasing  and  handsome  countenance ; 
and  though  short,  his  figure  was  athletic  and  well-proportioned. 
Of  his  pupils  at  Downie,  one,  at  least,  was  nearly  his  equal  in 
age,  and  more  than  his  match  in  stature ;  and,  having  no  very 
intense  delight  in  elementary  instruction,  occasional  interference 
with  the  proprieties  of  discipline  was  too  apt  to  occur — the  re- 
sults of  which,  as  you  will  readily  believe,  had  anything  but  a 
tranquillizing  effect  on  the  ardent  temperament  of  Campbell. 
Altogether,  however,  he  was  very  happy  in  the  family,  which 
consisted  of  persons  remarkable  for  kindness  and  hospit^ty,  and 
possessing  talents  and  accomplishments  far  above  the  ordinary 
rate.  I  must  add,  neverthel^,  that  the  laird,  Mr.  Campbell,  of 
Downie,  was  a  decided  Tory  of  the  old  school ;  and,  as  the  Poet 
was  already  a  strenuous  advocate  of  those  political  principles 
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wbich  duuracterized  him  throogli  life,  collisions  between  Whig 
and  Tory  were  not  unfrequent  in  their  evening  conversations, 
and  were  little  to  the  taste  of  the  ladies,  who,  with  all  respect  for 
the  cleverness  of  the  preceptor,  entertained  a  natural  partiality 
for  the  opinions  and  the  supremacy  of  their  father.  I  never  un- 
derstood, however,  that  these  disputes  led  to  any  permanent 
bitterness  of  feeUng  between  the  parties ;  they  honored  the  Poet 
while  he  resided  under  their  roo^  and  delighted  to  talk  of  him 
after  he  had  left  them.  At  the  time  I  occupied  his  room  in  the 
Bachelor's  wing,  his  celebrity  was  unrivalled.  His  character, 
his  walks,  the  manifestations  of  extraordinary  genius  which  he 
displayed — ever)'thing,  in  short,  that  was  likely  to  occur  to  the 
inmates  of  a  house,  from  which  so  distinguished  a  guest  had  re- 
cently gone  forth,  were  the  daily  subjects  of  conversation,  and 
were  listened  to  by  them  with  that  extreme  delight,  which  an 
enthusiastic  admiration  of  the  Poet's  genius  naturally  inspired.''* 
The  poem  of  "  Glenara"  was  suggested  to  Campbell  by  the 
following  tradition : — Maclean  of  L>uart,  having  determined  to 
get  rid  of  his  wife,  "  Ellen  of  Lorn,"  had  her  treacherously  con- 
veyed to  a  rock  in  the  sea,  where  she  was  left  to  perish  with  the 
rising  tide.  He  then  announced  to  her  kinsmen  **  his  sudden 
bereavement,"  and  invited  them  to  join  in  his  grief.  In  the 
mean  time,  the  lady  was  accidentally  rescued  from  the  certain 
death  that  awaited  her  and  restored  to  her  &ther.  Her  hus- 
band, httle  suspecting  what  had  happened,  was  suffered  to  go 
through  the  solemn  mockery  of  a  funeral.  At  last,  when  the 
bier  rested  at  the  "  grey  stone  of  her  caim,*^ — 

**  *  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  abroad* — 

Cried  a  voice  uom  the  kinsmen,  all  wrathful  and  loud ; 
'  And  empty  that  Bhroud  and  that  coffin  did  seem  I 
Glenara — Glenara !  now  read  me  ray  dream  I' 
O  pale  p-ew  the  cheek  of  tliat  chieftain,  I  ween, 
When  £e  shroud  was  unclosed,  and  no  lady  was  seen  T 

The  inquest  was  brief.  Maclean,  it  is  added,  was  instantly  sacri- 
ficed by  the  Clan  Dougal,  and  thrown  into  the  ready-made 
grave. 

*  For  this  oammunicatioD,  which  I  have  reluctantly  abridged,  I  am  in- 
debted to  the  Rev.  llKHnas  Wright,  who,  by  his  temporary  residence,  as 
the  Poef  s  suooeasor  at  Downie,  ably  supported  the  classical  interest  whidi 
that  drcnmstanoe  had  awakened. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

RETURN  TO  GLASGOW. 

The  term  of  his  engagement  with  Mr.  Campbell  of  Downie 
being  completed,  the  Poet  returned,  with  no  cheering  prospect, 
to  his  father's  house.  The  present  moments  were  embittered 
by  anxieties :  but  the  hope  which  had  hitherto  sustained  his 
courage  under  so  many  disappointments  did  not  desert  him-; 
although  the  expectation  of  seeing  his  fortunes  improve,  was  still 
vague  and  imsatis^tory.  His  mind,  so  highly  sensitive  and  so 
easily  affected  by  the  complexion  of  his  fortunes,  had  latterly 
acquired  a  morbid  degree  of  excitability,  which  the  soHtude  of 
the  place,  and  the  severity  of  his  studies,  had  evidently  increased. 
His  health  was  on  the  point  of  giving  way,  and,  as  may  be  in- 
ferred from  the  tone  of  his  letters,  was  seriously  impaired. 

Unless  when  roused  by  the  conversation  of  his  old  college 
friends,  his  former  energy  appeared  to  have  forsaken  him;  aiid, 
when  left  to  himself,  the  only  thoughts  passing  through  his  mind 
were  those  of  gloom  and  despondency.  This,  however,  was  not 
merely  the  result  of  ill  health,  but  of  that  natural  temperament 
of  genius,  which  was  never,  perhaps,  more  clearly  defined  than 
in  the  character  of  the  Poet.  The  imaginative  faculty  had  been 
so  unremittingly  cultivated,  that  circumstances,  trifling  in  them- 
selves, had  acquired  undue  influence  over  his  mind,  and  been 
rendered  formidable  by  an  exaggeration,  of  which  he  was  at  the 
moment  unconscious.  Hence  various  difficulties,  which  industry 
might  have  overcome,  assumed  to  his  eye  the  appearance  of  in- 
surmountable obstacles.  Without  resolution  to  persevere,  or 
philosophy  to  submit  to  the  force  of  necessity,  he  drew  from 
everything  around  him,  with  morbid  ingenuity,  some  melmicholy 
presage  of  the  future.  He  was  dissatisfied  with  himself^  chilled 
by  the  world's  neglect,  and  greatly  hurt  by  the  apathy  of  friends, 
who  had  extolled  his  merits,  but  left  him  to  pine  in  obscurity. 
Thus  alternately  excited  and  depressed,  he  was  at  laist  reheved 
by  an  attack  of  fever,  which,  by  calling  the  physical  powers  into 
action,  gave  a  check  to  the  current  of  his  imagination. 
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Tet,  with  all  his  extreme  sensibility,  Campbell  united  great 
strength  of  mind,  great  fortitude  of  endurance.  With  him  ^*  to 
bear  was  to  conquer  his  fate  f  but  to  carry  his  maxim  into 
practice,  cost  him  many  an  unrecorded,  but  severe  struggle.  His 
virtue  was  passive :  the  little  dark  clouds  in  his  horizon,  he  was 
too  apt  to  contemplate  as  symptoms  of  a  storm,  the  danger  or 
inconvenience  of  which  he  chose  rather  to  abide  with  stoic  indif- 
ference, than  avoid  by  seasonable  retreat.  Once  fairly  roused, 
however,  no  youth  could  do  more,  few  so  much  as  Campbell. 
But  the  excitements  of  college  life  had  now  subsided,  and  with 
them  the  stimulus  to  exertion.  He  had  won  for  himself  a  high 
name  and  standing  in  the  University ;  but  the  pleasure  of  hav- 
ing conquered,  was  alloyed  by  the  reflection  that  there  was 
nothing  more  to  conquer.  Then  arose  the  question  in  his  own 
mind,  "What  have  all  these  academical  honors  procured  for 
me  ?"  To  this,  as  it  regarded  the  future,  no  satisfactory  answer 
could  be  given.  Yet,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  discouraging  cir- 
cumstances, there  was  a  silent  current — the  motion  and  tendency 
of  which  he  did  not  perceive — that  was  bearing  him  slowly,  but 
steadily  forward.  Little  did  he  then  imagine,  while  painting  to 
his  friends  the  very  unpromising  aspect  of  his  affairs,  that  he 
was  already  standing  on  the  threshold  of  fame ;  and  that  before 
many  months  elapsed,  he  would  occupy  one  of  the  high^t  niches 
in  the  temple  of  hving  poets. 

To  show  with  what  affection  the  young  student  was  regard- 
ed in  the  family  circle,  and  in  what  estimation  he  was  held  by 
his  townsmen,  I  quote  a  letter,  written  by  his  sister  Elizabetn 
to  their  brother  Alexander,  in  Demerara.  It  is  dated  a  short 
time  before  CampbelFs  return  from  Downie,  and  con6rras  the 
tradition,  that  ever  since  the  public  reading  of  his  "  Essay  on 
the  Origin  of  Evil,*'  at  the  close  of  the  previous  session,  he  was 
familiarly  addressed  by  his  fellow  students,  as  the  "  Pope  "  of 
Glasgow : — 

"  Thomas  has  attended  the  College  near  six*  years,  is  per- 

*  In  explanatioD  of  this  apparent  inaccuracy,  it  is  to  be  noted  that,  hay- 
ing mo/nma^  at  CoUege  in  the  winter  of  1790-91,  he  may  have  at^ 
tended  the  junior  Humanity  Class.  But  of  that  session  I  find  no  traces 
in  the  memoranda  left  for  my  informatioa  His  actual  and  regular  at- 
tendance at  College  began  on  the  Ist  of  November,  1791,  and  continued 
at  the  rate  of  six  months  annually,  until  the  1st  of  May,  1796.  The  Hx 
years  mentioned  by  his  sister  include  that  session  in  which  he  was  first 
enrolled  at  the  age  of  thirteen.  His  attendance  at  the  High  School,  under 
the  care  of  Mr.  AUison,  began  on  the  10th  of  October,  1785,  when  he  was 
eight  years  and  two  months  old 
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fectly  master  of  the  languages,  and  last  year  he  studied  law. 
That  is  the  line  he  means  to  pursue,  and  what  I  think  nature 
has  just  fitted  him  for.  He  is  a  fine  public  speaker,  and  I  make 
no  doubt  will  make  a  figure  at  the  bar.  He  attended  the  Col- 
lege through  the  winter,  and  these  two  summers  past  has  been 
in  the  Highlands,  where  he  is  much  esteemed.  He  has  a  re- 
markable genius  for  poetry ;  has  written  many  beautiful  pieces, 
which  have  gained  him  the  appellation  of  **  the  Pope  of  Glas- 
gow." His  personal  accomplishments  keep  pace  with  those  of 
his  mind ;  and  the  sweetness  of  his  manners  renders  him  a  most 
endearing  relation  indeed.  Judge,  then,  what  my  happiness  is 
in  having  such  a  brother ;  one,  too,  that  loves  me  as  much  as 
it  is  possible.  I  regret  that  he  is  not  at  home  just  now,  that 
he  might  write  by  this  opportunity — ^but  you  shall  hear  firom 
him.*  EuzABETH  Campbell."  ■ 

In  the  preceding  extract  some  allowance  will  be  made  for  a 
sister's  partiality  ;  but  of  his  career  at  the  University  there  is 
only  one  opinion  among  his  surviving  contemporaries  ;  all  con- 
cur in  offering  him  the  tribute  of  unfeigned  regard  and  admi- 
ration. It  is  needless,  therefore,  to  multiply  evidence,  or  assert 
what  has  never  been  disputed  ;  but  I  cannot  resist  the  pleasure 
of  quoting  a  passage  from  "  Personal  Recollections  of  the  Poetj" 
by  a  distinguished  friend  and  class-fellow. 

"Campbell  and  I,"  says  the  Kev.  Dr.  Muir,  "entered  the 
University  at  the  same  time,  and  prosecuted  our  studies  together 
for  several  years.  During  the  whole  course  he  was  a  fevorite 
with  all  the  students  who  knew  him,  and  in  the  department  of 
Philosophy,  he  was  allowed  to  be  one  whom  Homer  would  have 
described  as  desiroxis — 

*  The  other  particulars  in  this  letter  respecting  the  loss  of  her  brother 
James,  and  the  position  of  the  elder  brothers,  give  an  interesting  confirm- 
ation  to  what  has  been  already  stated  in  the  introductory  chapter.  Alex- 
ander and  John  Campbell,  who  had  recently  died  in  Jamaica,  were  the 
Poet's  maternal  uncles.    The  following  is  an  extract  from  the  same  letter : — 

"  I  heard  lately  from  Archibald ;  he  and  Robert  are  both  well ;  they 
are  still  in  the  same  place  in  Virginia,  that  is,  in  CharlotteTille,  about  forty- 
miles  from  Petersburgh ;  they  have  both  had  their  difficoltiea,  but  are  now 
in  a  better  w^  of  business.  John  still  follows  ^ae  seafiuring  way.  My 
dear  brother  James's  death  was,  indeed,  an  unfortunate  event  He  was 
drowned  in  the  Clyde  in  attempting  to  swim.  He  was  a  very  promising 
boy,  about  thirteen  years  old ;  was  remarkably  deyer,  and  a  fine  scholar. 
Your  uncle  Sandy,  m  Jamaica,  died  six  years  ago,  and  left  about  £12,000. 
Your  uncle  John^  eldest  son  is  since  dead,  and  his  widow  now  poseeases 
the  estate.  Your  unde  John  is  likewise  dead ;  his  widow,  two  sons  and  a 
daughter,  now  live  in  Edinburgh.  EL  0." 


JET.  19.]       PIR80HAL  RSCOLLECTIONS  OV  OAliPBKLL.  167 

dil  ipicrtiti¥  nai  X^oj(Oi  iftfttvai  dXXaiy. 

CampbelFs  attainments  to  classical  learning— even  in  those 
earlj  days — were  often  mentioned  with  approbation  in  public^ 
by  the  elegant-minded  Professor  Richardson.  When  his  poet- 
ical translations  from  the  '  Medea  of  Euripides'  came  to  be  read 
in  the  Greek  class,  by  that  profound  grammarian  and  master 
of  manly  elocution,  Mr.  Young,  both  professor  and  students, 
with  one  consent,  voted  to  Mr.  Campbell  the  praise  of  being, 
in  the  department  of  Poetry — ^ facile  princeps.  This  praise, 
however,  seemed  to  have  impaired  the  lustre  of  his  remaining 
career ;  for  in  the  severer  studies  of  mathematics  and  philoso- 
phy, although  distinguished,  he  did  not  excel.  This,  however, 
resulted  much  less  from  want  of  talent,  than  from  want  of  that 
industry  and  perseverance  which  alone  insure  success ;  so  that 
it  seemed  as  if  the  praise  he  merited  and  received  in  the  Laiv* 
guage  Classes  had  led  him  to  form  the  idea  that  perseverance 
and  industry  were  requisite  only  in  meaner  minds.  Like  a  poet, 
indeed,  *  qui  nascitur  non  Jit,*  he  possessed  discernment  of  char- 
acter in  no  ordinary  degree ;  and  although  the  poignancy  of  his 
wit  was  felt  by  some,  when  he  chose  to  give  expression  to  his 
contempt  of  what  was  weak  or  worthless  in  human  character, 
yet  the  suavity  of  his  manners,  the  ease  and  even  grace  with 
which  he  spoke  in  common  conversation,  and  the  entire  absence 
of  pedantry  in  his  words  and  demeanor,  much  endeared  him  to 
us  all.  The  indolence,  incident  to  our  fallen  nature,  was  felt 
indeed  and  shown  even  by  our  youthful  Poet.  He  seldom  ex- 
ercised his  gift,  except  when  roused  into  action,  either  by  the 
prospect  of  gaining  a  prize,  or  by  some  stirring  incident  among 
the  students.  But  once  roused,  he  would  produce  couplets  of 
verses,  impromptu,  in  the  midst  of  his  fellows,  which  were  al- 
lowed by  all  to  be  in  excellent  point.'*  I  now  resume  the  nar- 
rative. 

After  his  return  to  Glasgow,  young  Campbell  made  sundry 
ineffectual  efforts  to  discover  a  road  to  independence  ;  but  neither 
his  own  acknowledged  talents,  nor  the  countenance  of  the  pro- 
fessors, could  procure  for  him  any  situation  of  permanent  value. 
The  patronage  of  the  College,  indeed,  could  only  benefit  the 
Poet,  by  recommending  him  as  an  accomplished  scholar ;  but 
as  he  had  now  relinquished  all  intention  of  entering  the  Church, 
and  felt  an  invincible  repugnance  to  the  duties  of  a  domestic 
tutor,  he  was  no  longer  within  the  sphere  of  its  influence.  His 
intercourse  with  the  Professors,  nevertheless,  continued  on  the 
best  terms ;  and  he  made  every  effort  to  reflect  honor  on  that 
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learned  body,  from  whom  his  youthful  honors  were  derived. 
Greek  and  Latin,  however,  were  now  laid  aside,  and  the  hours 
formerly  given  to  them  were  again  appUed  to  the  study  of  Law. 
Discouraged  as  he  had  been  in  his  late  prospects,  and  still  with- 
out any  solid  grounds  of  hope  in  the  profession,  he  returned  to 
it  with  a  desire  and  a  partiality  which  had  been  rendered  obsti- 
nate by  resistance.  The  longing  for  independence  grew  upon 
him  as  the  difficulties  multiplied — for  with  this  longing  was 
united  the  secret  hope  of  attaining  an  object  on  which  depend- 
ed the  happiness  of  his  life.  In  him  poetry  was  not  the  mere 
expression  of  sentiment ;  it  was  the  language  of  passion  keenly 
felt  and  cherished ;  and  it  may  be  easily  surmised,  from  what 
has  been  said,  that  he  had  for  some  time  resigned  himself  to  its 
strongest  and  tenderest  influence.  The  scenery  which  he  had 
iust  left  had  not  been  unpropitious  to  such  meditation9.  He 
had  already  thought — 

"  Oh,  Love,  in  such  a  wUdemesB  as  this, 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine ; 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  hliss. 
And  here  thou  art^  indeed,  a  god  divine." 

But  the  obstacles  to  be  surmounted,  before  that  picture  could 
be  realized,  threw  a  damp  over  his  spirit,  and  encouraged  a  de- 
spondency, to  which,  by  natural  temperament,  he  was  too  prone. 
To  this,  as  it  affected  his  health,  I  have  already  alluded.  His 
object  in  quitting  Downie,  which  he  did  rather  abruptly,  was  to 
rid  himself  of  a  task  which,  from  its  utter  hopelessness  as  re- 
garded the  future,  had  become  intolerably  irksome,  and  to  make 
another  attempt  to  establish  himself  in  a  profession.  With 
this  view,  two  courses  presented  themselves,  namely,  law  and 
literature ;  and  he  resolved,  if  possible,  to  combine  the  advan- 
tages of  both. 

Poetry  and  the  Pandects,  however,  were  discordant  elements 
which  he  found  it  very  difficult  to  reconcile ;  but  still  he  was 
resolved  to  persevere,  like  a  man  who  had  much  higher  objects 
in  view  than  personal  gratification.  The  thought  that  other 
eyes  were  anxiously  wiftching  him,  animated  his  hopes  and 
stimulated  his  exertions.  The  encouragement  which  he  had 
received  from  a  "  Physician,"  the  previous  winter,  although  it 
entirely  failed  in  its  object,  still  dwelt  upon  his  mind ;  and  he 
determined  to  make  an  experiment  in  the  Metropolis.  His  first 
visit  to  Edinburgh  had  left  pleasant  as  well  as  painful  recollec- 
tions in  his  mind ;  but  under  present  circumstances  the  former 
predominated.    The  motives  by  which  he  was  now  actuated 
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were  of  a  powerful  nature,  and  would  enable  him  to  wrestle 
manfully  with  any  difSculties  that  might  be  thrown  in  his  way. 
He  was  sanguine  as  to  the  result ;  he  had  one  or  two  young 
friends  in  Edinburgh,  on  whose  advice  and  assistance  he  could 
depend,  and  he  had  sufficient  money  in  his  pocket  to  supply  all 
present  necessities.  If  he  could  get  established  in  a  lawyer's 
office,  he  would  have  no  doubt  of  working  his  way  without  the 
expense  of  an  entrance  fee ;  he  would  write  for  the  leading  pe- 
riodicals, and,  if  possible,  establish  a  ''  Magazine."  He  had  be- 
sides nearly  ready  for  the  press,  two  translations  from  Euripides 
and  .^Eschylus ;  and  he  flattered  himself  that  a  bookseller  might 
be  found  who  would  purchase  the  copyright.  Such  were  the 
pleasing  hopes  with  which  Campbell  set  out  for  Edinburgh, 
where  he  arrived  early  in  May.  His  first  object  was  to  call 
upon  the  few  friends  in  whose  affection,  if  not  influence,  he  had 
implicit  confidence.  At  the  head  of  these  was  Mrs.  John 
Campbell,  his  aunt,  who,  after  the  death  of  her  husband  in  Jar 
maica,  had  settled  in  Edinburgh,  for  the  education  of  her  child- 
ren. It  was  at  the  house  of  this  lady  that  the  Poet  was  received 
on  his  first  visit,  during  the  trial  of  Gerald,  and  invited  to  repeat 
it  as  often  as  he  could.  The  family — as  mentioned  in  a  prece- 
ding note — consisted  of  two  sons  and  a  daughter,  Margaret 
Campbell,  who  was  considered  so  beautiful  that  she  went  by  the 
name  of  "  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots.'*  His  eldest  sister,  Mary, 
was  also  residing  near  Edinburgh  at  the  time  ;  and  with  her,  he 
hoped  to  concert  measures  for  his  future  benefit.  Another 
friend,  to  whom  Campbell  announced  his  arrival,  was  his  favor- 
ite pupil,  Mr.  Cuninghame,  with  whom  he  had  formerly  read 
"  Homer  "  and  "  Xenophon."  To  him  he  stated  his  circum- 
stances, the  object  of  his  visit  to  Edinburgh,  and  frankly  added 
that  he  was  an  **  anxious  candidate  for  employment.'* 

"  By  this  time,"  says  Lord  Cuninghame,  "  I  had  been  placed 
in  the  office  of  a  writer  to  the  Signet,  receiving  the  practical 
education  thought  by  my  friends  to  be  a  suitable  preparation 
for  the  Bar ;  and  I  believe  Campbell  at  first  had  hardly  an  ac- 
quaintance in  Edinburgh  but  myself.  Of  course  he  applied  to 
me  to  find  him  emplojrment,  and  my  efiforts  to  accomplish  this, 
I  cannot  now  look  back  upon,  without  sensations  of  wonder  and 
self-ridicule.  The  gentleman  in  whose  office  I  was  then  estab- 
lished— a  Mr.  M'Nab — was  a  man  of  kindly  and  friendly  dis- 
positions ;  but  as  Campbell  had  not  been  trained  as  a  regular 
Law-clerk  in  the  country  (while  our  office  otherwise  was  crowd- 
ed with  young  men)  I  thought  it  in  vain  to  apply  to  him  ;  but 
Vol.  I.— 8 
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I  went  to  the  officer  of  the  Register-House  of  Edinburgh,  a 
Mr.  Millar,  who  then  prepared  our  extracts  of  Judgments  (or 
Exemplifications)  writs  of  immense  length,  and  entreated  him 
to  give  Campbell  a  place  in  his  establishment.  This  he  at  once 
agreed  to ;  and  Campbell  was  forthwith  set  to  the  humble  oc- 
cupation of  a  copying-clerk — the  most  dry  and  intolerable 
drudgery  for  a  scholar,  that  the  legal  profession  afforded.  Camp- 
bell, however,  was  glad  to  accept  it.  He  remained  some  weeks 
in  this  situation  ;  but,  as  might  be  expected,  he  at  last  got  tired 
of  it ;  for,  with  all  its  excessive  labor,  it  barely  afforded  him 
the  means  of  existence.  He  then  procured  a  situation  in  the 
office  of  a  Mr.  Whytt,*  where  there  was  a  little  more  variety 
and  better  payment  than  in  the  Extractor's  office ;  and  there 
he  remained  for  a  short  time." 

Campbell's  temporary  employment  with  Mr.  Whytt  was 
obtained  through  the  influence  of  his  sister,  then  residing  in  the 
&mily  of  Mr.  Anderson,  of  St.  Germains.  It  was  while  writing 
in  this  office,  that  an  incident  occurred  which  forms  a  moBt 
important  epoch  in  his  history.  This  was  the  introduction  of 
Campbell  to  the  author  of  **  Lives  of  the  British  Poets."  The 
following  extract,  with  immediate  reference  to  that  event,  I  give 
in  the  words  of  Dr.  Irving,  whose  interesting  reminiscencea  of 
the  Poet  are  now  before  me : — 

"  Campbell's  introduction  to  Dr.  Anderson — which,  had  no 
small  influence  on  his  brilliant  career — was  in  a  great  measure 

*  That  the  reader  may  be  enabled  to  estimate  the  TOobable  remuneration 
received  by  Campbell  K)r  his  services  in  this  office,  I  avail  s^self  of  the 
flowing  information  in  Mr.  Lockbart's  "*  Life  of  Sur  Walter  ^cott  f—^ 

*<The  Writer's  Apprentice  mentioned  receives  a  certain  aUowanoe  in 
money  for  every  page  he  transcribes ;  and,  as  in  those  days  the  greater 
part  of  the  buamess,  even  of  the  Si^reme  Comts,  was  carried  on  by  means 
of  written  papers,  a  ready  penman,  in  a  well-employed  chamber,  could 
earn  in  this  way  enough,  at  all  events,  to  make  a  hancuome  addition  to  the 
pocket-money  which  was  likely  to  be  thou^t  suitable  for  a  yovth  of  fif- 
teen, by  such  a  man  as  the  elder  Scott — ^  allowance  being,  I  bdieve, 
threepence  for  every  page,  containing  a  certain  fixed  number  of  wcttds. 
When  Walter  had  finished — as  he  teUs  us  he  occaaionaUy  did^l20  pages 
within  twenty-four  hours,  his  fee  would  amount  to  thirty  shillinffs ;  and  in 
his  early  letters  I  find  him  more  than  once  conCTatulatine  himaeli  on  having 
been,  by  some  such  exertion,  enabled  to  purchase  a  bo&  or  a  coin,  other- 
wise beyond  his  reacL" — Vol  i^  p^  184. 

As  Campbell,  however,  was  not  apprenticed  to  the  law,  his  gains  may 
have  been  considerably  less  than  the  amount  stated.  But,  at  Si  events, 
he  made  more  than  he  spent ;  as  much,  perhaps,  as  Rousseau  did  by  copy- 
ing music. 
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aocidentaL  He  had  come  to  Edinburgh  in  search  of  employ- 
ment, when  he  met  Mr.  Hugh  Park,  tiben  a  teacher  in  Glas- 
gow, and  afterwards  second  master  in  Stirling  School  Park, 
who  was  a  frank  and  warm-hearted  man,  was  deeply  interested 
in  the  fortunes  of  the  youthful  Poet — ^which  were  then  at  their 
lowest  ebbw  His  own  character  was  hdd  in  much  esteem  by 
the  Doctor ;  and  he  was  one  day  coming  to  pay  him  a  visit, 
when  the  young  ladies  observed  from  the  window  that  he  was 
accompanied  by  a  handsome  lad,  with  whom  he  was  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation,  and  who  seemed  reluctant  to  take  leave. 
Their  curiosity  was  naturally  excited,  and  Campbell's  story  was 
soon  told — being  merely  the  short  and  simple  annals  of  a  poor 
scholar,  not  unconscious  <^  his  own  powers,  but  placed  in  the 
most  un&vorable  circumstances  for  the  developm^t  of  poetical 
genius.  Park  knew  that  he  had  obtained  distinction  in  the 
Univenity  of  Glasgow ;  and  he  fortunately  had  in  his  pocket 
a  poem  *  which  his  young  friend  had  written  in  one  of  the 
Hebrides.  Dr.  Anderson  was  struck  with  the  turn  and  spirit 
of  the  verses ;  nor  did  he  hesitate  to  declare  his  opinion,  that 
they  exhibited  a  fair  prconise  of  poetical  excellence.  The  talents, 
the  character,  and  the  prospects  of  so  interesting  a  youth,  formed 
the  chief  subject  of  conversation  during  the  afternoon.  He  ex- 
pressed a  cordial  wish  to  see  the  author  without  delay ;  and 
JPark's  kindness  was  too  active  to  neglect  a  commission  so  agree- 
able to  himseK  Campbell  was  accordingly  introduced;  and 
kis  first  appearance  produced  a  meet  favorable  impression.'' 

Of  this  introduction  to  her  fether,  and  the  happy  result  which 
followed,  Miss  Anderson  retains  a  vivid  recollection ;  and  from 
her  notes  written  at  the  time,  I  gladly  borrow  one  or  two  stri- 
king passages.  C^  Campbell's  fint  interview  with  Dr.  Ander- 
son, this  lady  and  h^  sister  were  present  ^  It  was  a  most 
interesting  scene ;  and  although  very  young,  it  made  a  deep  and 
lasting  impression  upon  us.  Mr.  Campbell's  appearance  bespoke 
instant  fiftvor :  his  countenance  was  beautiful ;  and  as  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face  varied  with  his  various  filings,  it  became 
quite  a  study  for  a  painter  to  catch  the  fleeting  graces  as  they 
rapidly  succeeded  each  other.  The  pensive  adr  which  hung  so 
gracefrdly  over  his  youthful  features,  gave  a  melancholy  interest 
to  his  manner,  which  was  extremely  touching.  But  when  he 
indulged  in  any  lively  sallies  of  humor,  he  was  exceedingli^ 
amusing ;  every  now  and  then,  however,  he  seemed  to  checF 

*  TMb  poem  was  a  copy  of  the  Begy  written  in  Midi,  page  128. 
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himBelf,  as  if  the  effort  to  be  gay  was  too  much  for  his  sadder 
thoughts,  which  evidently  prevailed.  As  Dr.  Anderson  became 
more  and  more  interested  in  the  young  Poet,  he  sought  every 
occasion  to  awaken  in  his  &vor  a  similar  interest  in  the  minds 
of  others ;  and  in  this  effort  he  succeeded/' 

Young  Campbell,  though  averse  to  undertake  another  *'  pre- 
ceptorship,^  had  expressed  his  readiness  to  accept  any  literary 
employment  that  might  be  offered ;  and  Dr.  Anderson,  wiu 
his  characteristic  zeal  and  sympathy  in  the  cause  of  friendless 
merit,  did  not  rest  until  the  object  had  been  attained.  Hitherto 
the  only  patronage  which  the  young  prizeman — **  the  Pope  of 
Glasgow*' — had  obtained,  was  the  unqualified  praise  of  his  Col- 
lege ;  but  it  was  not  until  he  found  a  congenial  spirit  in  Dr. 
Robert  Anderson,  that  he  had  any  experience  of  what  was  liter- 
ally implied  by  the  term  patron.  The  next  and  immediate 
step  in  his  better  fortunes,  was  an  introduction  to  Mr.  Mundell, 
the  publisher,  to  whom  he  was  warmly  recommended  by  Dr. 
Anderson.  The  result  of  this  acquaintance  was  an  offer  of  twenty 
pounds  for  an  abridged  edition  of  Bryan  Edwards'  '*  West  In- 
dies," which  was  to  be  finished  within  a  given  period.  The 
offer  was  immediately  accepted ;  and,  having  taken  the  advice 
of  his  veteran  friend  and  author,  as  to  the  method  to  be  observed 
in  this  abridgment,  (his  first  undertaking  for  the  public  press,) 
he  selected  a  few  books  of  reference,  **  sent  in  his  resignation" 
to  Mr.  Bain  Whytt,  and  with  hearty  thanks  to  his  Maecenas, 
prepared  to  take  leave  of  Edinburgh.  This,  however,  was  not 
accomplished  without  regret ;  for  to  the  few  friends  and  relations 
with  whom  he  had  spent  his  evenings,  he  was  mudi  attached. 
Before  starting  for  Glasgow,  he  walked  out  to  St  Germains ; 
and  at  the  parting  interview  with  his  sister — ^whose  affectionate 
solicitude  for  his  welfare  was  the  ruling  passion  of  her  life — he 
left  the  following  verses  in  token  of  a  brother's  regret  to  say, 
"  FareweU  I" 

**  Farewell,  Edina,  pleaoDg  name-^ 
OoDgenial  to  my  heart! 
A  joyous  guest  to  thee  I  came, 
And  mournful  I  depart 

And  &re  thee  well,  whose  UessingB  teem 
Heaven's  bleflsing  to  portend  t 
^  Endeared  by  miture  ana  esteem — 

My  Sister  and  my  friend  I" 

He  then  took  leave  of  Edinburgh,  and  performing  the  journey. 
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as  usual,  on  foot,  arrived  in  Glasgow  on  or  before  the  twenty- 
sixth  of  July.  From  this  date  it  appears  that  his  sojourn  in 
Edinburgh  could  not  have  much  exceeded  two  months ;  but  in 
that  short  time  he  had  found,  by  experiment,  that  the  practical 
duties  of  the  law  were  totally  incompatible  with  his  taste  and 
feelings.  It  is  probable,  however,  that  he  would  have  finished 
the  Abridgment  in  Edinburgh,  had  not  tidings  reached  him 
that  an  elder  brother  from  Demerara  was  every  day  expected 
by  the  family  at  home.  This  brother  he  had  never  seen ;  but 
he  had  long  indulged  the  hope  of  obtaining  a  mercantile  situ- 
ation through  his  influence ;  and  the  prospect  of  meeting  him 
in  Glasgow  tended  greatly  to  revive  it.  His  mind  was  painfully 
agitated  between  hopes  and  disappointments.  He  longed  eagerly 
for  something  permanent  on  which  he  might  lay  hold,  but  noth- 
ing of  that  nature  could  be  obtained  by  merit  alone.  The  real 
object  for  which  he  had  travelled  to  Edinburgh  was  defeated : 
to  anything  in  law,  beyond  the  drudgery  of  a  writer's  office, 
he  found  it  useless  to  aspire ;  and  on  the  literary  side,  the  bar- 
gain which  he  had  just  concluded  with  Mundell,  was  the  only 
"property''  on  which  he  could  calculate.  Those  who  knew 
little  of  the  difficulties  with  which  he  had  to  contend,  charged 
him  with  being  unsteady  and  capricious ;  but  this  charge  he  has 
indignantly,  and  I  think  triumphantly,  repelled.  Had  there 
been,  at  this  distracting  period,  one  generous  and  influential 
patron  to  have  taken  him  by  the  hand,  and  have  given  him 
an  appointment  under  government,  the  Poet  would  have  been 
happy ; — but  we  should  never  have  had  "  The  Pleasures  ci 
Hope." 

it  deserves  to  be  mentioned,  as  no  mean  proof  of  his  econo- 
my, that  during  his  short  engagement  in  Mr.  Whjrtt's  office, 
small  as  the  emolument  must  have  been,  he  had  saved  a  little 
money,  with  which  he  was  now  desirous  to  embark  in  a  new 
literary  speculation.  In  a  letter  to  his  friend  Thomson,  dated 
July  26,  ne  reports  himself  returned  to  Glasgow,  and  adds : — 
"  Well,  I  have  Mrij  tried  the  business  of  an  attorney^  and,  upon 
my  conscience,  it  is  the  most  accursed  of  all  professions  I  Such 
meanness — such  toil — such  contemptible  modes  of  peculation — 
were  never  moulded  into  one  profession  !"  He  then  pronounces 
a  hearty  "  malediction  on  the  law  in  all  its  branches."  "  It  is 
true,"  he  adds,  "  there  are  many  emoluments ;  but,  I  declare 
to  God,  that  I  can  hardly  spend,  with  a  safe  conscience,  the  little 
sum  I  made  during  my  residence  in  Edinburgh  I" 

All  this  is  uttered  under  a  bitter  feeling  of  disi^pointment ; 
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and  the  recolleetion  of  having  heen  totally  unnoticed  bj  his 
employers,  may  have  prompted  this  hasty  philippic  against  the 
law — ^not  against  lawyers ;  for  among  them  he  was  destined  to 
find  some  of  his  best  friends. 

He  now  turned  his  thoughts  to  a  new  subject :  he  says, — 
^  I  heard  of  the  plan  proposed  for  a  new  Magazine.  I  could 
wish  to  see  it  fairly  begun ;  and  of  any  cash  necessary  for  set- 
ting it  on  foot,  I  shall  oheerftilly  subscribe  my  share.  I  should 
be  proud  to  see  morsels  of  my  poetry  among  the  productions  of 
such  ingenious  men  as  Thomson  and  Watt  I  have  returned 
to  Glasgow  in  expectation  of  seeing  a  brother  who  left  England 
before  I  came  into  the  world.  I  promised  myself  a  romantic 
and  uncommon  pleasure  in  being  introduced  to  a  friend  who, 
from  the  accotmt  of  all  his  relations,  is  a  man  of  amiable  dispo- 
sition. You,  Thomson,  who  can  sympathize  with  my  joys  as 
well  as  my  cares,  will  be  happy  to  hear  that  this  brother  returns 
to  spend  the  remainder  of  his  life  at  home,  upon  a  small  fortune 
which  a  painful  industry  of  twen^  years,  in  a  burning  climate, 
has  acquired."*  ....  "I  have  now  finished  my  last 
corrections  of  the  tragedy  of  "  Medea,"  from  the  Greek.  I  have 
been  advised  by  some  of  the  literati  in  Edinburgh  to  publish  it. 
I  spoke  to  the  publishers ;  but  the  ojQTer  they  made  was  far  too 
little.  Do  you  imagine  a  London  publisher  would  offer  any- 
thing worth  acceptance  f  I  can  dther  send  you  up  the  whole 
piece,  or  extracts  from  it ;  but  I  could  wish  to  know  if  there  be 
a  likelihood  of  the  booksellers  offering  a  decent  sum,  before  I 
sent  up  the  piece  complete.'* 

About  ten  days  after  writing  this,  and  before  he  had  any 
communication  with  the  London  publishers,  Campbell  received 
an  offer  from  Mr.  Mundell  to  publish  his  transLadon  of  the 
"Medea"  in  Edinburgh,  but  upon  what  terms  is  not  men- 
tioned. On  reflection,  however,  the  intention  appears  to  ha^e 
been  dropt ;  for  I  do  not  find  the  subject  revived  in  any  of  his 
subsequent  letters.  Tlie  advantages  of  original  poetry  had  be- 
gun to  outweigh  former  considerations ;  and,  as  his  passion  for 
the  Greek  Drama  subsided,  a  spirit  for  English  coniposition  was 
awakened  into  force  and  activity.  Li  the  mean  time,  the  de- 
sire of  establishing  a  Magazine  was  anxiously  indulged,  as  the 
only  enterprise  from  which  he  could  hope  tb  derive  any  perma- 

*  In  this  pleaaing  hope  the  Poet  was  again  disappointed    Th/b  visit 
was  unavoidablj  postponed    For  some  aoooont  of  tUs  Drother,  Alexander, 
Ihtrodiieloiy  uhapter,  pp.  t8,  41. 
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nent  income.  His  other  resources  were  precarioitt,  and  every 
minor  experiment  had  &i]ed ;  but  with  such  contributors  as 
James  Thomson,  John  Douglas,  Gregory  Watt,  and  himself 
Campbell  very  justly  calculated  on  sharing  the  favors  of  "a  dis- 
cerning public"  "  In  regard  to  prose,"  he  says,  "  I  think  we 
are  singidarly  happy  in  having  yourself  and  Douglas ;  and  in 
point  of  poetry,  I  dare  say  Watt  will  join  me  in  prophesying 
that  he  and  your  humble  servant  will  set  all  the  Magazine  scrib- 
blers at  defiance — nay,  hold  them  even  in  profound  contempt  1 
*  Cedite  Romani  Scriptores — cedite  Graii ! — Nescio  quid  majus 
nascitur,'  Magazino — scilicet,  nostro  ! — eh,  Thomson  ?"  The 
Magazine,  however — although  he  had  engaged  that  "  his  own 
pen,  if  necessary,  should  furnish  three-fourths  of  the  contents  " 
— was  never  published.  The  intended  partners  were  less  san- 
guine than  the  Poet,  and  thus  another  was  added  to  the  long 
hst  of  disappointments,  and  **  hopes  frustrated."  In  this  state 
of  his  affairs,  notwithstanding  the  anathema  he  had  so  lately 
pronounced  upon  ^Hhe  law  in  all  its  branches,"  he  still  pro- 
fesses himself  an  amateur  of  the  Bar,  and  tells  his  friend  he 
^  is  busy  reading  the  Corpus  Juris  and  French  poUtics."  Again, 
on  the  tenth  of  August,  he  says  in  a  letter  to  I)r.  Anderson : — 
^  My  leisure  hours  I  employ  in  perusing  Godwin  and  the  Cor- 
pus Juris.  The  latter  I  always  held  as  a  sonmiferous  volume ; 
but  really,  on  closer  inspection,  there  is  something  amusing,  as 
well  as  improving  in  tracing  the  mental  progress  of  manldnd 
from  the  period  of  the  Twelve  Tables,  till  the  advanced  time  of 
Justinian." 

From  the  date  of  the  preceding  letter,  until  the  beginning  of 
November,  Canipbell  spent  much  of  his  time  in  the  family  of 
Mr.  Starling,  of  Courdale,  where  he  always  felt  himself  at  home ; 
and,  having  the  days  chiefly  at  his  own  disposal,  he  proceeded 
rapidly  wiui  the  "Abridgment."  Fond  of  the  national  music 
from  his  very  in&ncy,  he  found  in  this  retreat  a  congenial  spirit 
in  a  young  lady  of  the  family,  Miss  Stirling,  who  played  and 
sang  many  of  tiie  Scottish  melodies  with  great  taste  and  feeling ; 
and  to  several  of  these  airs,  he  was  tempted  to  compose  various 
original  lines.  Among  the  Ijrrics  then  written,  was  "The 
Wounded  Hussar  " — the  subject  of  which  was  suggested  by  an 
incident  in  one  of  the  recent  battles  on  the  Danube.  This 
ballad  was  no  sooner  published,  than  its  popularity  was  estab- 
lished ;  it  was  sung  in  the  streets  of  Glasgow,  and  soon  found 
its  way  over  the  wnole  kingdom.  It  might  be  literally  said  of 
it — as  in  the  Winter's  Tale — "  There's  not  a  maid  westward, 
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but  she  sings  it ;  *tis  in  request,  I  can  tell  you."  The  Dili- 
gence, however,  with  which  it  was  printed,  caused  the  sensitive 
author  no  sinall  annoyance.  By  placing  a  semicolon  at  the  end 
of  the  first  line,  the  printer  had  completely  marred  the  sense 
and  pathos  of  the  whole  stanza.  The  Poet  had  intended  the 
heroine  to  express  her  confidence  that  the  mercy  of  Heaven 
would  be  so  speedily  manifested,  for  the  relief  of  the  husband, 
as  to  "  forbid  her  to  mourn ;"  but  instead  of  this  natural  and 
affecting  sentiment,  the  "fair  Adelaide,"  on  discovering  her 
''*'  wounded  hussar  "  in  the  agony  of  death,  was  made  to  apos- 
trophise him  thus : — 

**  Thou  shall  live,"  flhe  replies,  "  Heaven's  mercy  relieving ; 
JSach  anguUhing  wound  shall  forbid  me  to  numm  f 

and,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  this  little  error  in  punctuation — so 
important  to  the  sense — ^was  repeated  in  more  than  one  or  two 
of  the  authorized  editions.  But  the  art  of  punctuation,  as  al- 
ready noticed,*  was  one  of  those  mysteries  which  the  Poet 
could  never  comprehend. 

About  the  same  time,  he  very  slightly  retouched  and  altered 
another  lyric,  which  had  already  been  received  with  special 
favor  in  the  neighborhood,  where  everything  connected  with 
the  martyr-knight  of  Elderslie  was  sure  to  be  listened  to  with 
enthusiasm,  f  The  subject  had  an  early  and  hereditary  influ- 
ence on  the  mind  of  young  Campbell.  He  was  &miliar  with 
all  that  history  and  tradition  had  preserved  of  the  Wallace- 
wight  ;  his  patriotism  had  been  warmed  by  a  recent  pilgrimage 
to  EUderslie ;  and  either  on  that  haunted  ground,  or  imme- 
diately after  returning  home,  he  composed  the  "  Dirge  of  Wal- 
lace." In  the  Paris  editions,  it  has  been  long  incorporated  wiUi 
his  other  poems;  but  the  fastidious  author,  who  thought  it 
**  too  rhapsodical,"  never  bestowed  a  careful  revision  upon  it, 
and  persisted  in  excluding  it  from  all  the  London  editions.  But, 
although  it  may  be  justly  considered  as  one  of  his  many  uiir 
finished  pieces,  it  contains,  nevertheless,  a  few  lines,  or  passages, 
not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  "  Lochiel."     The  jcopy  here  an- 


*  See  pages  49-61  of  this  volume,  where  some  aoooimt  of  his  nuxnu- 
scripts  is  given. 

f  Of  the  deep-rootod  national  sympathv  in  the  heroic  deeds  and  mel- 
ancholy fate  of  Wallace,  no  better  proof  could  be  mentioned,  perhaps, 
than  the  reception  given  by  the  public  to  Miss  Porter^s  **  l^oottiah  Ohien." 
In  the  **  Walboe*'  of  Joanna  BaiUie  is  depicted  the  beau  ideal  oi  a  free- 
dom-loving, truth-obflerving,  death-despising  patriot. 
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nezed  u  from  the  unrevised  originid,  and  may  enable  the  reader 
to  determine  whether  it  ought  to  be  consigned  to  oblivion. 

THE  DIRGE  OF  WALLAOR 

When  SootIaDd*8  great  Regent  our  warrior  most  dear, 

The  debt  of  his  nature  £d  pay, 
Twas  Edward,  the  cruel,  had  reason  to  fear, 

And  came  to  be  struck  with  dismay. 

At  the  window  of  Edward  the  rayen  did  croak, 

Tho^  Scotland  a  widow  became ; 
Each  tie  of  true  honor  to  WaDaoe  he  broke —  * 

The  raven  croak'd  "  Sorrow  and  shune  T 

At  Elderslie  Castle  no  rayen  was  heard, 

But  the  soothings  of  honor  and  truth ; 
ffis  spirit  inspired  the  soul  of  the  bard 

To  comfort  the  Loye  of  his  youth ! 

Tliey  lighted  the  tapers  at  dead  of  nighty 

And  chaunted  their  holiest  h  jmn ; 
But  her  brow  and  her  bosom  were  damp  with  affright ; 

Her  eye  was  all  slee|^ess  and  dim  1 

And  the  lady  of  Elderslie  wept  fbr  her  locd, 

When  a  c(eath-watch  beat  in  her  lonely  roomi. 
When  her  curtain  had  shook  of  its  own  accord, 
And  the  rayen  had  flapped  at  her  window  board. 
To  tell  of  her  wairior's  doom. 

Kow  sing  ye  the  death-sons,  and  loudly  pray 

For  the  soul  of  my  knight  so  dear  1 
And  call  me  a  widow,  this  wretched  day. 

Since  the  warning  of  Gk>D  is  here. 

For  a  nightmare  rests  on  my  strangled  deep ; 

The  kvd  of  my  bosom  is  doomed  to  die  1 
His  yalorous  heart  they  have  wounded  deep, 
And  the  blood-i«d  tears  shall  his  oooitzy  weep 

For  Wallace  of  Elderslie. 

Yet  knew  not  his  Country,  that  ominous  hour — 

Ere  the  loud  matin-bdH  was  rung — 
That  ^e  trumpet  of  death,  on  an  Siglish  tower. 

Had  the  diige  of  her  champioo  sung. 

When  his  dungeon-light  looked  dim  and  red. 
On  the  high-bom  blood  of  a  martyr  slain, 
No  anthem  was  sung  at  his  lowly  death-bed — 
.  No  weepinff  was  there  when  his  bosom  bled, 
And  his  neart  was  rent  in  twain. 

8* 
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Ob,  it  wwB  not  tinn  irh«o  ini  mabm  aptn 

Was  true  to  that  knight  fiirlorn, 
And  hosts  of  a  thousand  were  scattered  like  deer, 

At  the  blast  of  the  hunter's  horn ; 

When  he  strode  o'er  the  wreck  of  each  well-fought  field. 

With  the  yellow-hair'd  ohiefig  of  hiB  Dative  laod ; 
For  his  lance  was  not  ahirer^d  on  helmet  or  shield. 
And  the  sword  that  was  fit  for  archangel  to  wield. 
Was  light  in  his  terrible  hand. 

Yet,  bleeding  and  bound,  tbsu^  "ths  WaHnM-wight" 

For  his  la^B;-]0ved  countzy  die. 
The  bugle  ne'er  suqg  to  a  bravw  knight 

Than  William  of  Elderslie  1 

But  the  day  of  Ua  triumphs  sbeH  dbyw  depart : 
His  head,  unentonVd,  shatt  with  glory  be  iNusaed*— 

From  its  blood-streMning  altar  hie  ipuit  shall  start; 

Tho'  the  raven  has  fed  on  his  mouldering  heart — 
A  noUer  was  mover  embalmi¥i  I 
JafL,  1796.  T.  0. 

Soon  after  his  sojoum  at  Coardale,  Gampb^  again  visited 
some  of  his  fsivorite  haunts,  particularly  Cartha's  Y^e  and  In- 
verary,  both  of  which  ezerased  a  magnetic  influence  on  his 
movementB.  It  is  probable,  ak0|  that  in  his  way  homeward, 
he  took  a  passing  glance  at  giman,  althaugh  his  poetical  ^  visit 
to  that  scene  in  Argyllshire"  is  ncA  recorded  until  three  years 
later ;  and  having  Uius  incidentally  mentioned  the  name,  it  may 
not  be  uninteresting  to  introduce  an  anecdote  of  the  last  '*  heri- 
tor of  that  ilk."  The  Poet's  .grand&ther,  as  mentioned  in  the 
introductory  chapter,  married  a  daughter  of  Stewart,  the  laird 
of  Ascog,  and  niece  of  Colonel  Stewart,  who  signalized  himself^ 
imder  John  Duk&  of  Argyll,  at  i!ke  batUe  of  KamillieB,  and  was 
present  when  the  FremJi  Guard  surrendered  to  Lord  John 
Hay's  Dragoons.  Shortly  alter  their  maoiage,  Mrs.  Gamjpbell, 
who  had  lived  much  in  the  Lowlands,  became  weary  of  Euman, 
the  solitude  of  which  preyed  upon  her  health  and  spirits.  Her 
husband,  on  the  contraiy,  was  greatly  attached  to  the  place  of 
his  ancestors ;  and  for  some  time  all  aer  efforts  £nl^  to  induce 
him  to  change  his  reaidenoe*  She  was  deeirDUS  of  returning  to 
Edinburgh  ;  but  Mr.  Campbell  promised,  and  procrastinated  so 
often,  that  she  found  a  world  of  difficulty  in  effecting  her  object 
At  last  the  day  was  fixed,  the  boat  was  got  readj,  and  they 
hastily  embarked  for  Inveranr,  where  th^  were  to  engage  a 
conveyance  to  Glasgow,  and  thence  proceed  to  Edinburgh.    One 
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of  ih^  old  domestics,  the  piper,  attended  them  in  the  boat ; 
and,  as  soon  as  the  oars  were  put  in  motion,  he  struck  up  the 
melancholy  air  of  ^^  Lochaber  no  more !" ,  This  had  a  powerful 
efifect  on  old  Campbell. 

But  whether  it  was  the  effect  of  the  music,  or  some  precon- 
certed plan,  that  retarded  the  boat^s  motion,  is  not  known. 
They  rowed  long  and  stoutly,  but  still  they  made  very  little 
way ;  and  it  waa  soon  found  impossible,  as  they  affirmed,  to 
reach  Inverary  that  day.  The  lady  became  weary  and  impa- 
tient, and  again  the  rowers  plied  their  oars  manfully,  while  the 
piper  continued  the  same  doleful  strain.  But  it  was  to  no  pur- 
pose ;  for,  after  another  long  and  hard  pull,  *^  it  is  useless,'^ 
they  said,  '*  to  contend  with  the  current ;''  and  afber  consulting 
the  lady,  **who  frankly  confessed  that  she  had  no  desire  to  he 
all  night  on  the  water,"  a  private  signal  was  given  to  the  boat- 
men; the  piper  struck  up  *^The  Campbell's  are  coming,''  in 
quick  time,  and  away  went  the  boat  like  lightning.  The  cur- 
rent, singular  enough,  carried  them  rapidly  in  the  direction  of 
Eirnan !  and  in  less  than  half-an-hour — just  as  the  night  set 
in — ^the  boat  grated  slightly  on  the  beach,  and  they  prepared  to 
land.  '^  I  know  a  house  close  by,"  said  Mr.  Campbell  to  his 
lady,  ** where  we  can  be  comfortable  for  the  night;  and  to- 
morrow morning  you  shall  start  again,  before  the  current  sets  in.*^ 
To  this  Mrs.  Campbell  cheerfully  assented,  stepped  on  shore,  and 
taking  her  husband's  arm,  proceeded  in  quest  of  lodgings  for 
the  night.  An  unfrequented  path  on  the  left,  soon  brought 
them  in  sight  of  their  quarters  ;  but,  muffled  up  in  her  silken 
snood,  the  lady  saw  nothing  that  excited  the  least  suspicion, 
until  she*  had  actually  recrossed  her  own  threshold,  and  heard 
the  piper,  in  great  glee,  playing  the  Lowland  ditty — 

**  Ye*re  welcome  back,  my  lady  £iur, 
In  tityth,  yeVe  welcome  hiune,  Lady ; 
For  weel  I  wot  our  hearts  were  aair 
To  Jose  our  lovely  daDoe,  Lady  "  Ac 

*'And  now,'^  said  Campbell,  looking  round  him,  "I  think 
this  is  the  house  where  we  shall  be  well  lodged  for  the  night." 
His  wife,  however,  though  greatly  amused  by  the  ingenious 
stratagem,  could  never  be  reconciled  to  a  Highland  life;  and  dis- 
covered at  last  a  counter-current  that  took  them,  not  to  Inverary 
but  direct  from  Eirnan  to  Edinburgh.* 

*  They  iock  up  their  readenoe  in  an  old  mansion  in  the  Tnmkmakei's- 
row,  Oanongate,  when*  their  yotin^i^  son,  the  Poet'fi  father,  waa  horn;  and 
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The  society  in  which  Campbell  had  lived  at  Glasgow  was  of  a 
mixed  character,  composed  of  literary,  mercantile,  and  profes- 
sional men.  In  the  country  it  was  very  different ;  there,  he  was 
thrown  upon  his  books,  and  those  sweet  communings  with  na- 
ture, which  seldom  failed  to  act  upon  his  sensitive  frame,  with  a 
refreshing  and  purifying  influence.  In  his  pohtical  sentiments, 
to  which  he  had  given  early  and  emphatic  expression,  he  con- 
tinued firm  and  consistent.  *^  French  politics  and  Godwin,"  as 
he  has  told  us,  formed  some  portion  of  his  reading  series ;  but 
the  true  foundation  of  his  political  creed  was  based  on  the  Lec- 
tures of  Professor  Miller,  to  whose  merits  he  has  paid  the  tribute 
of  grateful  admiration. 

John  Miller  was  born  at  Shotts,  in  the  county  of  Lanark,  in 
1735,  and  educated  at  the  University  of  Glasgow,  in  which, 
through  the  interest  of  Lord  Eaimes,  he  obtained  the  Professor- 
ship of  Law,  which  he  held  for  nearly  forty  years.  He  was  au- 
thor of  the  "  Origin  of  the  Distinction  of  Ranks,"  and  a  "  His- 
torical View  of  the  English  Grovemment." 

Dr.  Thomas  Rcid,  &om  whom  the  Poet  received  his  name, 
died  while  the  latter  was  at  Downie,  in  the  Highlands.  He 
was  a  native  of  Strahan,  in  Kincardineshire ;  he  received  his 
education  at  Aberdeen,  and  succeeded  Dr.  Adam  Smith,  in  the 
Moral  Philosophy  Chair  of  Glasgow.  The  Poet's  &ther,  who 
had  been  a  pupil  of  Wodrow,  the  historian,  was  one  of  Dr. 
Reid's  intimate  friends.  This  justly  celebrated  metaphysician 
was  the  first  writer  in  Scotland  who  attacked  the  skeptictsm  of 
Hume,  and  endeavored  to  refute  the  Ideal  theory. 

The  character  of  John  Young  has  been  ahready  given  in  the 
words  of  his  favorite  pupil.  "  Professor  Richardson,"  says  one 
who  knew  him,  "had  travelled  in  his  youth,  and  been  secretary 
to  an  embassy.  He  was  a  poet,  and  had  acquired  a  name  in 
the  world  of  Belles  Lettres  by  his  contributions  to  the  ^  Mirror' 
and  *  Lounger,'  and  by  some  admirable  Essays  on  Shakspeare's 
characters.  He  was  widely  distinguished  from  most  of  his  class, 
by  the  style  of  his  general  appearance,  manners,  and  habits ; 


it  is  an  interestiiig  hct,  that  he  was  educated  under  the  care  of  Robert 
Wodrow,  the  celebrated  historian  and  preacher,  whoee  aoooont  of  **  1^ 
Sufferings  of  the  Church  of  Scotland**  has  long  maintained  iia  reputatioD 
as  a  standard  authority.  It  was  from  Wodrow  that  AlA-gaiuUw  Campbell 
imbibed  those  strict  religious  principles,  ah^ady  noticed,  whicb  he  chenshed 
to  the  close  of  life.    See  Introductory  Chapter  page  86. 

Yar  the  aboye  particulars,  of  much  fiuniJy  interest,  I  am  indebted  to  Mr. 
Alexander  Campbell,  the  Poet's  nephew. 


uBT.  20.]    GLA800W    PROFESSORS — RURAL   HOSPITAUTY.  181 

and  J  can  suppose  Gray,  the  poet^  to  have  bad  something  of  the 
same  air.  He  had  a  delicate  rosy  complexion,  a  truly  gentle- 
manlike expression  of  face,  a  beautifully  curled  wig,  and  a  pon- 
derous queue  behind — the  same  sort  of  cheveleure  that  one  sees 
in  the  prints  of  Frederick  of  Prussia.  Richardson  was  a  high 
Tory  ;'*  Young  and  Miller  were  keen  Whigs ;  and  hence  the 
greater  intimacy  between  them  and  Campbell.  Professor  Jar- 
dine  is  briefly  noted  by  Campbell,  as  the  ^*  amiable,"  "  the  be- 
nign," **  the  philosophic  Jardine."  Of  Professor  Arthur,  Dr. 
Reid's  successor,  he  has  expressed  great  admiration  in  one  of 
his  letters  to  Mr.  Gray.  Under  the  discipline  of  these  able  and 
distinguished  Professors,  Campbell  spent  his  College  days. 

Of  the  social  habits  and  manners  of  the  Highlands — where  the 
distinctions  of  race  were  still  prominent,  and  old  customs  religi- 
ously observed — Campbell  was  a  minute  and  shrewd  observer. 
He  admired  the  Celtic  character ;  and  was  always  a  welcome 
guest  at  the  houses  of  the  native  gentry,  to  whom,  independent- 
ly of  his  own  merits,  his  family  name  and  connexion  served  as 
an  accredited  passport.  It  often  happened  when  invited  to  din- 
ner, that  "  the  distance  in  those  wild  districts  had  to  be  mea- 
sured not  by  streets,  but  miles  ;"  and  under  such  circumstanoes 
the  landlord  was  too  happy  to  see  his  friends,  not  to  use  every 
friendly  endeavor  to  prolong  their  visit.  In  their  social  meet- 
ings the  virtue  of  hospitality  was  often  carried  to  excess ;  and 
many  strange,  but  characteristic  anecdotes,  were  treasured  up 
by  Campbell  during  his  retreat  in  the  Highlands. 

Hard  drinking,  he  said,  was  the  fashion  among  all  classes  in 
his  day.  The  habit  of  carousing  till  midnight,  or  even  daybreak, 
was  not  yet  exploded  even  from  the  hospitable  tables  of  Edin- 
burgh and  Glasgow — ^much  less  was  it  banished  from  the  shores 
of  Loch-Fyne  or  Mull.  The  time  of  dinner  was  one  o'clock : 
but,  as  the  party  knew  little  or  nothing  of  time-pieces,  the  hours 
flew  by,  unreckoned,  unless  by  the  bumpers  which  were  drained 
and  replenished,  with  little  intermission,  until  long  after  sunset 

A  habit  of  drinkii^,  so  ^Eital  to  the  health  and  prospects  of 
several  young  men  of  the  Poet's  acquaintance,  was  too  frequent- 
ly acquired  during  attendance  at  College.  If  two  students  hap- 
pened to  meet  at  one  another's  rooms  in  the  evening,  there  was 
always  a  third  companion,  in  the  form  of  a  black  bottle,  that  ex- 
ercised no  little  influence  on  their  discussions.  This  bottle  was 
intended  to  represent  the  genius  of  hospitality ;  but  it  was  in 
reality  their  evil  genius ;  for,  when  the  young  laird  returned  to 
\m  estate,  or  the  professional  student  to  his  duties,  in  the  ooun- 
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trj,  they  carried  with  them  the  habits,  as  well  as  the  aooom- 
plishments,  of  their  college  days.  A  melancholy  instance  is 
mentioned  in  one  of  Campbell's  letters,  of  a  youth  of  the  bright- 
est promise,  who  was  early  lost  to  himself  and  the  world,  by 
yielding  to  the  solicitations  of  his  more  robust  companions  in 
their  academic  revels.  The  terms  in  which  he  alludes  to  the  cir- 
onmstanee,  afford  evidence  that  he  had  hitherto  resisted,  success- 
fully,  the  too  &shionable  temptations  to  which  his  talented  young 
friend  had  fallen  a  victim.  He  was  uniformly  simple  and  spare 
in  his  diet,  as  if,  in  the  exercise  of  his  high  mental  functions,  he 
still  kept  belbre  his  eyes — 

ISimc  utile  mulfis 


Piftllere,  et  yinran  toto  nescire  Deeembri — 

What  were  his  regions  principles  at  this  stage  of  his  career  I 
have  no  positive  evidence  to  show.  He  affirmed-^in  playful  allu- 
sion to  his  intimacy  with  the  masters  of  that  language — ^that  he 
was  of  the  Greek  Church.  Brought  up  from  his  l»rth  by  reli- 
gious parents,  and  educated  by  masters  not  less  distinguished  by 
moral  worth  than  profoimd  learning,  his  mind  was  trained,  both 
by  precept  and  example,  to  serious  impressions  of  religion.  Of 
the  benefits  resulting  from  this  early  culture,  much  pleasing  evi- 
dence is  found  in  his  school  and  college  exercises.  At  the  ^^  age 
of  eighteen,''  as  he  informs  us,  "  he  became  an  emandpated  lover 
of  truth,"  and  entered  upon  a  course  of  *^  free  inquiry''  into 
'^  the  merits"  of  certain  infidel  writers  of  that  period.  At  the 
time  in  question,  or  even  earlier,  as  he  acknowledged  many  years 
afterwards,  he  suffered  great  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  re%ion, 
and  spent  much  time  in  its  investigation.  At  last,  his  mind  be- 
came settled,  and  he  arrived  at  what  he  conceived  to  be  "  satis- 
factory conclusions ;''  but  when  brought  into  collision  with  his 
previous,  and  naturally  strong,  religious  aspirations,  these  sophis- 
tries produced  a  discord  in  his  mind,  of  which  he  never  seemed 
fully  aware.  His  adopted  **  opinions,"  however,  had  only  a  su- 
peiAcial  hold ;  they  could  never  eradicate  the  deep-seated  im- 
pressions which  he  had  imbibed  under  his  father's  roof;  and  if, 
during  their  influence,  he  was  at  times  rash,  of  unguarded  in 
conversation,  he  was  uniformly  grave  and  circumspect  in  his 
writings.  Following  the  impulse  of  his  own  heart,  he  was  the 
friend  and  advocate  of  every  virtuous  aspiration.  To  £orm  a  cor- 
rect judgment  of  his  moral  character  at  this  period,  we  can  have 
no  better  evidence  than  his  letters  and  poems,  the  i»-evailing 
sentiment  of  which  harmoniees  with  this  opinion — that^  in  the 
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■pint  wbich  dictfttes  and  diffiues  itself  through  the  *^  PkisareB 
of  Hope,"  we  have  a  clear  and  genuine  index  of  the  Poet's  aind 
and  feelings. 

It  was  not  neeessaiy^  perhaps,  that  I  should  enter,  even  thps 
bfiefly,  upon  the  question ;  but,  as  every  reflecting  reader  will 
expect  some  information  regarding  the  religious  principles  with 
which  Campbell  took  leave  of  the  University,  and  made  his  first 
start  in  the  world,  I  felt  thai  it  was  a  topic  which  I  had  no  right 
and  no  dedie  to  avoid. 

Among  various  reminiscences  of  the  Poet  bow  before  me,  I 
take  advantage  of  a  letter  from  one*  of  his  distinguished  co»- 
iempcHraries,  to  make  an  additional  and  concluding  ecxtract: — 

^  Though  oomparatively  small  in  stature,  his  youthful  eoun- 
tenance  was  handsome  and  prepoesessing,  being  oharacterifled  hf 
intelligent  animation  and  cheerful  openness,  yet  capable  of 
assuming,  when  not  pleased,  a  gravity  approaching  to  sternness. 
His  manners  were  affable ;  his  conversation  was  sprightly,  face- 
tious, and  mirthful,  with  a  spice  of  racy  humor  and  wit.  His 
scholarship  was  superior ;  and  his  taste  in  English  composition, 
especially  m  his  poetical  translations,  which  were  given  in  by  him 
to  the  lS*ofessor,  either  as  ordinary  or  as  prize  exercises,  gave  all 
the  promise  of  the  exquisite  chasteness  and  elegance  which  his 
published  works  discover,  and  more  than  at  that  early  age  could 
nave  been  expected. 

^  Seldom  was  our  good  Professor  sublimed  to  an  enthusiasm 
more  ecstatic,  than  in  reading  to  the  class  these  compositions. 
Surviving  fellow-students  will  see  him  before  them,  as  if  he  had 
got  on  the  very  tripod  of  Delphic  inspiration.  They  will  remem- 
ber how 

**  The  big  round  tears  hung  trembling  in  his  eye," 

and  thence  coursed  down  his  cheek ;  and  the  difficulty  he  had  to 
get  words  to  utter  the  fulness  of  his  delight,  at  particular  por- 
tions that  struck  him  as  specially  felicitous,  in  catching  and 
bringing  out,  elegantly  and  loftily,  the  spirit  of  the  originid. 
That  original,  of  course,  in  the  mind  of  a  Grecian,  such  as  John 
Young,  was  not  to  be  surpassed.  And  yet  such  was  his  ecstacy 
on  these  occasions,  that  one  might  have  fancied  young  Campbell 
had  almost  got  above  it  Some  of  these  translations  have  ap- 
peared in  £s  works ;  and,  especially  when  the  youth  of  the 

*  The  Rev.  Dr.  Wardlaw,  of  Olasgow,  whose  j>erBODal  intimaey-  coni- 
meneed  with  the  Poet  while  clami-fellaws,  and  continued  until  his  death. 
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translator  is  taken  into  aooount,  they  fiilly  justify  the  Profetaor's 
enthusiasm.  With  that  Professor,  I  need  not  add,  he  was  a 
mighty  favorite  ;  but  the  favor  was  justly  bestowed,  and  it  there- 
fore stirred  no  grudge  in  the  bosoms  of  his  fellow-students.  He 
was  eqiially  a  &vorite  with  them  ;  and  thus,  in  my  experience, 
I  have  always  found  it.  When  there  is  no  manifestation  of  un- 
due partiality;  and  when  a  youtli  who  attains  eminence  is 
known  to  attain  it  by  productions  which  are  hcnafide  his  own — 
not  those  of  a  hireling  tutor,  or  a  literary  relative ;  when  he 
makes  his  way  by  the  force  of  native  genius,  or  the  plodding  of 
persevering  industry — auU  viribus  nitena — ^the  traducing  miuioe 
of  an  envious  jealousy  will  be  found  a  rarity.  He  was  caressed 
and  cheered  on,  even  by  his  competitors ;  and  most  generously 
and  heartily  of  all,  perhaps,  by  those  who  were  next  to  him  in 
the  race.*' 


JET.  30.]  an  BRUKH  TO  IDIIIBUBOB.  18S 


CHAPTER  X. 

HIB  RETURN  TO  EDINBURGH. 

The  lifd  of  Campbell  has  now  been  traced,  with  tsome  degree 
of  minuteness,  from  his  cradle  down  to  the  close  of  his  nine- 
teenth year.  His  infancy  and  school-boy  days — his  career  at 
the  University,  distinguished  by  twelve  successive  prizes — his 
exemplary  conduct  to  his  parents — his  respect  and  gratitude  to 
his  teachers — ^his  affection  for  his  brothers  and  sisters — ^his 
strong  attachment  to  his  friends  and  class-fellows — ^patience  un- 
der many  difficulties — ^moderation  in  success — his  self-denying 
generosity  and  warmth  of  heart — ^his  wit,  humor,  personal 
traits,  and  classical  attainments,  have  been  £uthfully  brought 
before  the  reader. 

In  the  enumeration  of  so  many  rare  and  estimable  qualities  in 
a  mere  youth,  care  has  been  taken  that  neither  fancy,  nor  the 
partiality  of  friendship,  should  betray  the  writer  into  any  state- 
ment not  supported  by  simple  facts.  The  reader  who  has  fol- 
lowed him  thus  far,  in  his  efforts  to  delineate  the  youthful 
Poet's  character  with  life-like  fidelity,  has  now  the  means  of 
satisfying  himself  that  the  testimony  on  which  it  rests — ^as  far 
as  human  evidence  can  go — is  unquestionable.  We  are  now  to 
observe  the  Pbet's  entrance  upon  a  new  epoch,  where  he  is  to 
appear  in  another  sphere  of  action,  to  mix  in  a  wider  range  of 
society,  and  to  assume  a  more  important  and  interesting  part  in 
the  complicated  drama  of  life. 

The  arrangements  necessary  for  this  change  in  his  habits  and 
prospects  were  soon  completed.  His  travelling  equipage,  of  the 
simplest  and  least  costly  materials,  consisted  of  a  box  or  trunk, 
which  had  already  made  acquaintance  with  the  Highland  car- 
riers and  boatmen.  In  this  were  stowed,  with  his  wardrobe,  a 
few  Greek  and  Latin  classics ;  a  large  portfolio  crammed  with 
manuscripts,  and  a  red  pocket-book  containing  letters  from  his 
friends.  This  precious  inventory  was  duly  booked  and  consigned 
to  the  Edinburgh  carrier,  and  Campbell  made  preparations  to 
follow  it  within  two  days.    He  called  upon  the  Professors  to 
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take  leave,  and  this,  to  a  youth  of  his  sensitive  feefings,  was  a 
rather  painful  duty.  The  advice  he  received  from  these  excel- 
lent men,  and  the  warmth  with  which  it  was  offered,  fully 
evinced  the  friendly  solicitude  with  which  they  watched  his  pro- 
gress. Professors  Jardine,  Richardson,  Arthur,  and  Young 
were  visited  in  turn ;  but  the  visit  to  "  John  Young'*  was  the 
longest ;  and  from  him  the  Poet  reoeired  a  letter  of  introduc- 
tion to  Mr.  Dalzell,  the  eminent  Professor  of  Greek  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh.  He  then  called  upon  his  private  friends 
and  acquaintances,  and  finally  took  an  affectionate  leave  of  his 
aged  parents.  But  to  console  them  for  this  bereavement,  it 
was  mutually  arranged,  that,  as  soon  as  circumstances  h^d  as- 
sumed a  more  favorable  aspect,  they  were  to  join  him  in  Edin- 
burgh. With  this  cheering  prospect,  which  he  had  afterwards 
the  happiness  to  see  realized,  he  started  with  alacrity ;  and,  per- 
forming the  journey  on  foot,  found  himself  a  still  unknown,  but 
welcome  denizen  in  one  of  the  polished  coteries  of  Edinburgh. 

This  migration  to  the  capital  took  place  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  Ck^lege  Session,  when  it  was  thought  literary  em- 
ployment would  be  more  easily  obtained,  and  an  opportunity 
afforded  him  of  attending  some  of  the  public  lectures.  The 
Abridgment,  on  which  he  had  bestowed  much  pains,  was  com- 
pleted ;  and  in  return  for  his  punctuality  in  this  task,  he  ex- 
pected a  further  commission  from  the  publisher^ 

With  this  view,  he  made  a  judicious  arrangement  of  his  time 
and  studies,  immediately  after  his  arrival ;  and  began  the  Ses- 
sion by  giving  his  mornings  to  the  College,  and  his  evenings  to 
the  service  of  the  booksellers.  It  has  been  seen  in  a  former  let- 
ter, how  much  he  regretted  the  want  of  a  profession : — "  At  the 
age  of  nineteen,''  he  says,  ^  I  find  to  my  sad  experience,  the  dis- 
advantage of  being  brought  up  to  no  regular  employment" 
This  thought  pressed  heavily  on  his  mind,  and  the  pain  it  occa- 
sioned had  been  recently  increased  by  insinuations  that  he  had 
not  sufficient  steadiness  and  perseverance  to  succeed  in  any  pro- 
fession. In  evidence  of  this  opinion,  it  was  said  that  he  had 
tried  Theology,  Law,  and  Physic,  and  failed  in  all.  But  those 
who  brought  this  charge  against  him,  knew  nothing  of  the  pain- 
ful necessity,  which  only  permitted  him  to  choose,  and  then 
compelled  him  to  relinquish  what  he  had  chosen.  It  could  not 
be  said  with  any  justice,  t^at  he  had  deserted  the  Church,  for 
he  had  never  made  theology  an  object  of  study.  Law,  as  he 
found  by  experiment,  was  a  profession  which  he  could  not  pro- 
secute without  capital — without  "  a  few  hundred  pounds"  which 
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he  had  found  it  impomible  to  raise ;  and,  therefore,  in  giving  up 
this  branch  of  study,  he  had  acted  not  from  caprice,  but  neces- 
sity. As  a  last  effort  to  accommodate  his  mind  to  drcum- 
stances,  and  work  his  way  by  dint  of  perseverance,  he  had  per- 
formed the  most  irksome  and  laborious  duties  in  a  lawyer's 
office :  and  i^  at  length,  dispirited  with  the  hopelessness  of  the 
task,  and  sick  of  the  drudgery,  he  retired  in  disgust,  it  was  with 
the  painful  conviction  that  he  had  no  alternative.  With  regard 
to  the  study  of  medicine  and  surgery,  which  it  was  alleged  he 
had  also  abandoned,  it  has  been  already  shown  that  he  did  so 
under  the  impulse  of  feelings  which  he  could  not  resist,  and 
which  it  was  no  discredit  to  avow.  It  could  not  be  denied,  per- 
haps, that  appearances  were  against  him ;  but  to  those  who 
were  acquainted  with  the  real  circumstances  of  his  case,  it  was 
perfectly  evident  that  he  felt  every  change  in  his  plans  to  be  a 
severe  disappointment.  But  to  some  who  envied  his  fame,  or 
felt  the  sting  of  his  satire,  every  unavoidable  transition  in  hia 
pursuits  was  magnified  into  a  proof  of  unsteadiness.  Thej  said — 

"  his  humor 

Was  DothiDg  but  mutatioo ;  ay,  and  that 
From  one  Uid  thing  to  won&  -^— 

But  in  the  following  letter,  addressed  to  his  friend  Tliomson, 
from  Edinburgh,  he  vindicates  his  character  from  this  imputa- 
tion ;  and  such  is  his  desire  to  acquire  professional  knowledge, 
that,  in  spite  of  his  former  repugnance,  he  has  betaken  himself 
once  more  to  the  study  of  Chemistry  and  Anatomy ;  and  again 
it  was  objected  that  he  was  unsteady. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Edotbuboh,  Hih  Nov.  1797. 
Mt  dear  Frikhd, 

To  have  written  you  during  my  residence  at  Levenside 
and  Glasgow,  would  have  been  doing  injustioe  to  my  best  cor- 
respondent. Harassed,  as  I  then  was,  by  considerations  about 
the  future,  I  must  have  only  disclosed  the  picture  of  a  feverish 
and  discontented  mind.  I  thank  God  I  am  now  safely  set  down 
at  my  fire-side,  with  my  Chemistry  and  Anatomy  class-notes  on 
each  side  of  me.  My  dear  friend,  you  wiU  think  me  changeable ! 
I  am  attempting  to  study  a  new  profession.  Law  I  have  aban- 
doned ;  and  my  prospects  of  going  abroad  to  my  brothers,  will 
not  da  If  I  find  myself  able  to  accomplish  this  view,  I  shall  be 
hiqppy ;  bat  my  hopes  are  not  sanguine.    Much  depends  upon 
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my  Bucoees  witli  those  most  variable  patrons,  the  Edinbargh 
booksellers.  I  have  the  prospect  of  employment  with  Mundell 
&  Son,  sufficient  for  this  winter.  Beyond  that  period  I  dare  not 
hope.  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  forced  to  abandon  the  pursuit  at 
present  so  near  my  heart,  and  again,  as  before,  incur  the  censure 
of  unsteadiness.  My  friends — or  some  persons  who  from  ties 
of  blood  affect  to  be  so — have  not  been  sparing  in  that  asser* 
tion.  Witness,  Truth  !  I  have  failed  in  some  former  attempts, 
but  not  from  the  want  of  resolution.  But,  perhaps,  I  may  dis- 
appoint them  in  their  allegations  by  persevering  in  this  attempt 
and  succeeding  in  a  respectable  profession.  I  should  not  have 
troubled  you  with  my  own  misanthropic  complaints,  before  re- 
turning you  thanks  for  your  pledge  of  affection.  Horace  is  my 
&vorite  lyrist,  ancient  or  modem.  Believe  me,  your  agreeable 
remembrance  shall  not  be  an  unfrequent  visitant  to  my  evening 
hours;  it  shall  sleep  under  my  pillow  and  inspire  delightfru 

dreams.     Concerning  ,   he  is  extremely  sensible,  but 

never  off  his  guard.  I  cannot  give  you  his  character  in  almost 
any  other  words — cautious,  polite,  agreeable,  he  wiD  never  of- 
fend ;  but  to  espouse  the  interest  of  a  friend,  with  the  true 
energy  of  a  generous  mind,  he  will  prudently  decline.   God  only 

knows  who  is  the  friend  of ;  but  I  well  know  he  speaks 

in  modified  terms  of  some  whom,  to  their  face,  he  treats  as  bo- 
som companions.  Want  of  room  obliges  me  to  omit  some  tri- 
fles in  poetry  which  I  intended  for  your  amusement ;  but  I  shall 
cast  about  for  a  safe  hand  who  may  frank  them  to  London.  I 
am  yours  eternally.  T.  C. 

In  his  estimate  of  their  mutual  friend,  Campbell  was  quite  cor- 
rect ;  it  was  verified  by  experience ;  but  the  discovery  that  his 
confidence  had  been  misplaced  was  mortifying  to  his  feelings. 
His  fear  of  being  again  compelled  to  '*  abandon  a  pursuit  so  near 
his  heart,"  was  too  well  founded :  he  was  again  buoyed  up  with 
false  hopes  of  settling  in  Virginia ;  but  the  horizon  was  gradu- 
ally brightening,  and  after  the  date  of  his  letter,  his  disappoint- 
ments and  hopes  appear  to  have  been  so  nearly  balanced,  as 
neither  to  elevate  nor  depress  his  mind  beyond  the  point  favora- 
ble to  health  and  successful  industry.  One  of  tne  "trifles," 
which  he  meant  to  have  inclosed  in  the  preceding  letter  to  his 
friend,  he  afterwards  presented  to  Mr.  Richardson,  from  whom  I 
have  received  the  following  copy.  To  this  poem  a  little  history 
is  attached,  which  may  be  told  in  a  few  words. .  After  leaving 
Edinburgh  in  the  previous  July,  the  Poet  made  a  visit  to  a  fiipii- 
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ly,  then  residing  at  Cathcart,  consisting  of  three  young  ladies, 
for  whom  he  entertained  the  highest  respect,  and  who  were 
among  the  very  first  who  had  read  and  admired  his  youthful 
Poems.  These  ladies  were  Isabella  and  Helen  HiU^  sisters ;  and 
their  cousin,  Jean  Grahame — sister  of  the  author  of  ^^  The  Sab- 
bath^^— of  whom,  individually,  frequent  mention  is  found  in  the 
Poet's  letters.  In  their  society  he  met  with  a  reception  highly 
gratifying  to  his  taste :  and  by  daily  intercourse  with  refined  and 
congenial  minds,  he  was  encouraged  imder  disappointment,  and 
stimulated  to  higher  efiforts  in  poetry.  The  "  Epistle'^  describes, 
with  beauty  and  accuracy,  the  rural  walks  in  which  they  in- 
dulged— the  subjects  on  which  they  conversed — the  interesting 
objects  that  claimed  their  attention ;  and  concludes  with  some 
touching  allusions  to  his  own  recent  exile  in  the  Hebrides.  This 
Epistle,  like  (me  or  two  others,  of  his  youthful  poems,  shows  a 
gradual  approach,  in  style  and  sentiment,  to  **"  The  Pleasures  of 
Hope.''  It  was  never  retouched ;  but  it  is  probable  that  the 
mature  revision  of  the  author  would  have  greatly  improved  it. 
It  is  interesting  in  another  sense,  as  it  evinces  his  unabated  love 
of  the  country,  and  the  truth  and  freshness  of  his  feelings  at  this 
youthful  period. 

EPISTLE  TO  THBEE  LADIES. 

WRATrJCW     ON     VHB     BAHKS     OF     THX     OAET. 

Health  and  content  for  ever  more  abide 

The  sister  Friends  that  dwell  on  Cartha's  side  1 

Pleased,  may  ye  paas  your  rural  life,  and  find 

In  eveiT  goest  a  pure  oongenial  mind  1 

Bleaeed  be  your  aneltered  oot»  and  sweet  the  walk 

Where  Mira,  Helen,  and  Eugenia  talk  1 

Where,  wandering  dow,  the  pendent  woods  between 

Te  pass  no  song  imheard — no  flower  unseen; 

Witti  kindly  voioe  the  little  warbler  tame, 

And  call  fiuniliar  **  Robin"  by  his  name ; 

Hae  fiivorite  bird  oomes  flutteriiu^  at  command, 

Nor  fears  uddndness  firom  a  genue  hand. 

I  bless  your  sheltered  vale  and  rural  ooil — 

Tet  wl^  my  blessing f-—fbr  ye  need  it  not; 

Hie  charm  of  life  for  evermore  endures. 

Congenial  sisters,  in  a  home  like  yours  1 

Whatever  sweets  descend  firom  lieaven  to  dieer 

The  changeful  aspect  of  the  circling  year ; 

Whatever  charms  the  enthusiast  can  perum 

In  Nature's  fsjce — ^in  muaio— and  the  Muse — 

Tis  yours  to  taste,  eialted  and  refined. 

Beyond  the  pleasures  of  a  Tulgar  mind.  ^       .  ' 
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When  dofwdwps  glitter  Id  the  monaag  ray. 
By  Cartha's  side,  a  azniliog  ^roQ}>  ye  stray ; 
Or,  round  the  tufted  hill  aelight  to  roam 
Where  the  pure  torrent  fiiUs  in  showery  fbam ; 
Or  dimb  the  eastled  cli£^  and  pause  to  view 
Spires,  yillaa,  plains,  and  mountains  dimly  bhie; 
Tnen,  down  thfS  steep,  a  wood-grown  path  expk»re, 
And,  wandering  home  by  Elspa's  cottage  docr^ 
To  0reet  the  rustic  pair  a  while  delay, 
And  aak  for  their  poor  boy,  in  India, — ^fiir  away  t 

Congenial  Sisters  1  when  the  ▼esper-bell 
Tolls  from  yon  Tillage,  thro*  your  echoing  deO, 
Around  your  parlor-fire  your  group  conyenes 
To  talk  of  friends  beloyed,  and  former  scenes — 
Remembrance  pours  her  yisiofis  on  the  sights 
Sweet  as  the  suyer  mooD's  reflected  lieht ; 
And  Fancy  colon,  with  her  brightest  dye^ 
The  musing  mood  of  peosiye  ec^tacy. 

Periiape  ye  hear  in  heayenly  measure  play 
The  pipe  of  Shenstone,  or  the  lyre  of  Gray ; 
Willi  £loise  deplore  the  loyer^s  doom ; 
With  Oasian  weep  at  Agandecca's  tomb; 
Or  list  the  lays  or  Bums,  untimely  starred  I 
Or  weep  for  **  Auburn"  with  the  sweetest  bard. 

Friends  of  aeoording  hearts  1  to  you  bekxig 
The  soul  of  feeling — fit  to  judge  of  song ! 
Unlike  t^  clay^cold  pedantry ,  that  diawa 
The  length  and  breadth  for  censure  and  applause. 
Shame  to  the  dull-browed  arrqganoe  of  soboolal 
Shall  apish  Art  to  Nature  dictate  rules  t 
Shall  critic  hands  to  pathos  set  the  seal, 
Or  tell  the  heart  to  feel--or  not  to  feel ! 
No ! — ^let  the  yerse,  a  host  of  these  defy, 
That  draws  the  tear  from  one  impasaioii*d  eye. 

Congenial  Friends  I  your  Cartba's  wood^  side 
How  simply  sweet,  beyond  the  dfy's  mde  1 
Who  would  forsake  yoiir  green  re&eat  to  share 
The  noise  of  life — ^the  fi&shion  and  the  glare  I 
To  herd  with  souls  by  no  fine  feeling  moyed ; 
To  speak,  and  liye,  unloying — ^unbeloved  I 
In  noisy  crowds  the  languia  heart  to  ^wo» 
And  barter  Peace  and  Nature  for  a  town  I 

Oh,  Natyre-^Natura  I  thina  the  yiyid  chaim 
To  raise  the  true-toned  ipirit^  and  to  warm  1 
Thy  face  still  obai^ng  with  the  changeful  cliiiM» 
Mild  or  romantio---heauteous  or  sublime ; 


Can  win  the  raptured  taste  to  eyenr  soene-^ 
Hilda's  wild  shore,  or  Boelia's  loyely  green. 
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Tet-— I  iiATB  ftnind  thy  power  pervade  my  nuDd* 
Wben  every  otber  charm  was  left  beUnd ; 
When  doomed  a  liatless,  friendless  guest  to  roam, 
Far  from  the  sports  and  nameless  joys  of  home  I 
Yet,  when  the  eveniug  linnet  sang  to  rest, 
The  day-star  wandering  to  the  rosy  west — 
I  loved  to  trace  the  wave- worn  shore,  and  view 
Romantic  Nature  in  her  wildest  hue. 
There,  as  I  linger'd  an  the  vaulted  steep, 
Zona's  towers  toU'd  mournful  o'er  the  deep ; 
Till  all  my  bosom  owned  a  sacred  mood, 
And  blessed  the  wild  delight  of  solitude  1 

Tes — all  alone,  I  loved  in  days  of  yore 
To  climb  the  steep,  and  trace  the  sounding  shore ; 
But  better  fiyr  my  new  delight  to  hail 
Nature's  mild  fiiee  in  Cartha's  lovely  vale ! 
Well  pleased,  I  haste  to  view  each  fiivorite  spot — 
The  wood,  the  stream,  the  castle  and  the  cot, 
And  hear  sweet  Robin  m  the  sheltered  waDc, 
Where  Mira,  Helen,  and  Eugenia  talk ! 

T.  C,  cbL  20. 


In  a  preceding  letter,  Campbell  has  mentioned  that  from 
Messrs.  Mundell  and  Son  he  bad  tbe  prospect  of  sufficient  em- 
ployment for  the  winter.  Another  employment  consisted  of 
vanoBs  contributions  to  a  geographical  work,  then  in  the  press. 
But  from  both,  tbe  remuneration  was  as  little  adequate  to  his 
expenses,  as  the  subject  was  grateful  to  bis  taste.  Having  the 
promise,  however,  of  something  better,  be  persevered  in  tbe  task 
of  compilation  until  tbe  end  of  January,  earning  just  sufficient 
to  dear  his  way.  After  the  commencement  or  the  new  year, 
however,  bis  interest  with  the  booksellers  procured  him  no  bet- 
ter patronage.  His  pay  was  diminished ;  and,  to  maintain  his 
independence,  be  was  obliged  to  have  recourse,  once  more,  to 
the  salary  of  a  classic  tutor.  On  resuming  the  duties  of  this 
honorable — ^but  to  the  Poet  most  uncongenial-— office,  the  letter 
which  introduced  him  to  Professor  Dalzell  did  not  fkil  to  be  of 
service ;  for  by  this  recommendation  he  succeeded  in  obtaining 
one  or  two  pupils,  by  whom,  in  justice  to  his  own  high  stand- 
ing  at  college,  he  was  paid  with  more  than  wonted  liberality. 
No  sooner,  nowever,  was  everjrtbing  put  into  a  fair  train,  than 
letters  from  his  brothers  in  Virginia  brought  him  a  pressing  in- 
vitation to  join  them ;  and  the  prospect  held  out  was  so  encou- 
ra^ng  that  he  accepted  it  without  hesitation,  and  made  up  his 
nund  to  quit  Scotland  in  March.  About  the  same  time  another 
letter  from  his  friend  Thomson  announced  that,  being  in  deli- 
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cate  health,  he  had  resolved  to  accept  the  friendly  challenge  sent 
him  from  Mull,  and  with  the  cheering  prospect  of  joining  him 
in  Scotland  would  leave  home  by  a  certain  day.  With  what 
feelings  Campbell  received  this  letter  from  his  earhest  and  best 
friend  is  recorded  in  his  imswer,  written  in  the  midst  of  prepa- 
rations and  regrets. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  THOMSON; 

January,  1*798. 
My  dear  Thomson, 

Your  intelligence — can  you  think  it  possible  ? — I  wish  I 
had  not  received.  I  would  give  the  world  you  had  not  informed 
me  you  are  coming  to  Scotland  ;  for  long  ere  that  time  I  fear 
your  friend  will  be  on  the  other  side  of  Uie  globe !  This  is  all 
of  a  piece  with  my  other  fortunes  I  I  have  found  few /riendg — 
few  that  care  whether  I  exist  or  not.  Yet  of  these  congenial 
minds,  there  is  not  one  whose  society  I  have  been  able  to  enjoy 
for  any  length  of  time.  I  have  either  left  them,  or  they  have 
left  m€»  This,  my  dear  Thomson,  you  will  say,  is  a  gloomy 
welcome  to  Scotland !  But  I  wish  you  may  enjoy  all  the  hap- 
piness and  restoration  of  health  which  the  tour  can  confer — I  do, 
sincerely !  But  the  idea  that  our  mutual  expectation  of  happi- 
ness in  meeting,  after  such  a  long  absence,  must  be  disappoint- 
ed, obliges  me  to  think  on  your  jaunt  with  little  pleasure.  In 
all  probability,  at  that  very  time  when — were  I  permitted  to 
stay  here — we  might  be  seated  at  this  humble  but  hospitable 
fire-side,  I  shall  be  crossing  the  Ecliptic,  or  mooring  in  the  mouth 
of  the  Ohio !  I  have  engaged  to  go  to  America ;  and,  in  all 
human  probability,  must  sail  in  six  weeks !  A  ray  breaks  on 
my  mind — ^is  it  a  false  hope  I  entertain  ? — that  before  that  time 
you  may  have  at  least  spent  one  day  here.  I  fear — I  see  it  is 
impossible.  The  weather  is  too  severe,  even  at  that  time,  for  a 
valetudinarian  to  travel.  There  is  no  chance  of  forewell.  I  will 
think  of  you  as  often  in  America  as  here.  I  will  write  to  you 
by  every  chance,  and  console  myself  with  the  hopes  of  hearing 
from  you  in  return.  I  have  only  one  request  to  make :  send  me 
a  lock  of  your  hair,  and  I  will  have  it  set  in  the  most  precious 
stones — at  least  that  I  can  afford.  I  will  immediately  triyiscribe 
all  the  Pieces  in  my  possession,  and  leave  yon  them — a  sad  re- 
membrance of  your  friend  1  I  cannot  help  recurring  to  my  old 
theme.  I  woidd  have  accompanied  you  to  Loch  Lomond  and 
the  Western  Isles,  had  &te  permitted — ^but  my  doom  was  set- 
tled befifre  the  receipt  of  your  letter.    You  will  certainly  b^ 
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mucli  pleaded  with  the  romantic  scenes  you  have  to  visit  I 
advise  you,  in  particular,  to  see  the  islands  of  Staffa  and  lona ; 
they  are  enough  to  inspire  a  man  of  taste  with  enthusiasm.  Oh, 
how  happy  an  excursion  had  it  been,  to  have  shared  with  my 
friend  the  sublime  pleasure  of  contemplating  the  works  of  na- 
ture. Write  immediately,  and  say  if  my  half-formed  and  ro- 
mantic hope  of  seeing  you,  before  March  expires,  be  quite  so 
absurd  as  I  fear  it  is. — ^I  am,  as  ever,^  T.  C. 

This  letter  was  written  from  his  father's  house  in  Glasgow, 
where  he  was  busy  making  arrangements  for  his  voyage :  but 
his  health  being  again  impaired  by  too  much  study  and  confine- 
ment, he  was  urgently  advised  to  employ  the  interval  in  excur- 
sions among  his  friends.  This,  aided  by  the  exhilarating  pros- 
pect of  crossing  the  Atlantic,  had  the  desired  effect ;  and  he  was 
enabled  at  the  same  time  to  finish  some  literary  task-work  which 
he  had  undertaken  for  one  of  the  Edinburgh  booksellers.  He 
was  to  have  embarked  for  America  early  in  March ;  but  long 
before  the  month  elapsed,  the  color  of  his  fate  underwent  ano- 
ther sudden  change.  His  elder  brother  interposed  his  advice 
and  authority,  and  the  voyage  to  America  was  postponed.  The 
grounds  of  his  brother's  objections  to  his  going  to  America,  will 
be  found  stated  in  a  subsequent  letter ;  but,  in  the  meantime, 
the  Poet's  health  was  re-established — his  task  was  completed ; 
and  when  the  countermanding  order  arrived,  he  appears  to  have 
received  it  as  only  "  one  of  those  occurrences  with  which  he  had 
been  all  his  life  familiar."  This,  however,  was  the  third  time 
that  the  prospect  of  emigrating  to  America  had  been  ardently 
indulged,  and  as  cruelly  defeated.  Dreaming  of  a  home  beyond 
the  Atlantic,  and  "  of  mooring  in  the  Ohio,'  he  seldom  looked 
on  the  sea  without  feeling — 

"■  Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory. 
And  Bpies  a  £EU'-off  shore,  where  he  would  tread, 
"Wldiin^  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye, 
And  dudes  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence." 

This  longing  desire  to  visit  the  land  of  Washington  is  often 
expressed  m  his  early  letters,  and  was  naturally  strengthened 
by  its  being  the  adopted  country  of  so  many  members  of  his 
own  &mily.  Of  this  partiality,  the  fact  of  his  having  chosen, 
long  afterwards,  the  Vale  of  Wyoming  as  the  scene  of  his  "  Grer- 
trude,"  is  a  flattering  proof.  But  upon  this  disappointment, 
all  further  negotiations  with  his  friends  in  Virginia  were  drop- 
ped, and  he  resolved  not  to  be  again  deluded  into  any  scheme 
Vol.  I. — 9 
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of  emigration.  It  is  easy,  however,  to  perceive,  from  the  style 
and  tenor  of  his  letters,  that  his  philosopny  had  a  stubborn  task 
in  maintaining  the  ascendancy,  under  so  many  vexatious  disap* 
pointments. 

Tlie  remaining  fortnight  of  his  visit  was  spent  in  concerting 
with  his  parents  the  best  method  of  carrying  into  effect  the  plan 
on  which  they  had  decided  the  previous  November,  of  changing 
their  residence  to  Edinburgh ;  and  having  arranged  this  to  their 
satisfaction,  he  returned  once  more  to  his  lodgings  in  Rose-street, 
until  a  suitable  house  or  apartments  could  be  met  with  for  their 
reception.  By  his  unexpected  return  to  his  friends,  after  so 
many  adieus,  some  suspicion  as  to  his  steadiness  of  purpose 
escaped  them ;  and  feeling  that  he  was  thrown,  more  than  ever, 
upon  his  own  resources,  he  again  took  refuge  in  poetry.  The 
opinion,  or  rather  prediction,  of  Dr.  Anderson,  as  to  his  future 
reputation  as  a  poet,  had  left  its  impression  on  his  mind,  and 
he  determined  to  make  one  great  effort,  and  put  it  to  the  test 
of  experiment.  He  then  ¥rrote  to  his  friend  Thomson — the 
faithful  depositary  of  all  his  conflicting  thoughts — the  following 
account  of  the  total  failure  of  his  American  scheme : — 

Edinbuboh,  March  ZOth,  1798. 
Mv  DEAR  Friend, 

You  were  among  the  few  to  whom  I  mentioned  my 
resolution  of  going  to ,  and  you  may  well  suppose  I  con- 
gratulate myself  now  upon  the  discretion  with  which  I  mention- 
ed it — being  compelled  by  necessity  to  stay  at  home  !  Yes,  there 
is  surely  either  a  fate,  or  a  Providence,  or  a  blind  necessity, 
which  regulates  the  course  of  things.  Ever  since  I  knew  what 
Americ^i  wjis,  I  have  loved  and  respected  her  government  and 
state  of  society ;  but,  without  incurring  censure,  I  cannot  yet 
become  a  citizen  of  that  enviable  country.  My  youngest  bro- 
ther,* who  resides  there,  anxious  to  see  me  once  more,  nego- 
tiated for  me,  at  my  request,  and  procured  me  a  situation ;  but 
my  eldest  brother,  who  is  a  man  of  more  experience,  forbids  me 
to  quit  Britain  till  I  have  acquired  more  useful  knowledge.  I 
venerate  his  opinion,  and,  however  unwilling,  I  relinquish  my 
wish.  But  I  hasten  to  ask,  will  your  journey  assuredly  hold  ? 
The  country  looks  charming — Edinburgh  is  yet  gay.  I  hope 
you  are  not  so  changeable  as  I  am.  But  I  know  not. what 
makes  me  fear ;  I  think  the  prospect  too  brilliant  to  be  realized. 

*  He  means  his  broker  Robert,  the  third  son.    See  page  42. 
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May  I  live  in  hope,  until  you  write  me  I  Assuredly  I  should 
have  let  you  known  the  change  in  my  arrangements,  as  soon  as 
they  took  place,  but  a  stress  of  work*  in  the  bookseller^s  employ 
had  given  me  a  breast  complaint,  for  the  benefit  of  which  I  was 
forbid  to  write.  I  made  a  visit  to  the  West  Country,  which 
brought  me  back  to  my  desk ;  and  I  devote  the  first  Hbation  of 
ink  upon  the  Altar  of  Friendship !  I  heard  lately  from  Watt ; 
like  me  he  has  been  a  sick  man — ^but  is  now,  I  believe,  conva- 
lescent in  Wales.  He  writes  in  high  spirits,  and  is  as  witty  as 
usual.  I  have  never  troubled  you  on  politics ;  but  I  shall  beg 
your  opinion  on  Godwin,  and  on  the  general  sentiments  of  the 
Londoners,  respecting  his  writings.  T.  C. 

Having  finished  another  prose  task  for  the  booksellers,  Camp- 
bell appears  to  have  withdrawn  from  all  further  contributions, 
and  confined  himself  to  poetry.  He  was  now  convinced  that,  to 
acquire  independence,  he  must  cultivate  the  native  treasures  of 
his  own  mind,  for  every  attempt  which  he  had  made  through 
other  channels,  had  ended  in  disappointment.  From  this  mo- 
ment, the  episodes  in  "  The  Pleasures  of  Hope''  were  gradually 
brought  forth,  and  elaborately  finished ;  for  it  was  on  labor,  he 
said,  not  on  inspiration,  that  he  must  depend.  Nature  might 
supply  the  material,  but  to  give  it  shape  and  lustre  required  the 

ingenuity  of  art — 

alterius  sic 

Altera  posdt  opem  rea,  et  coojurat  amic^. 

"  I  well  recollect,"  says  Lord  Cuninghame,  "  that  his  favorite 
maxim  then  was,  that  a  man  accustomed  to  work,  was  equal  to 
any  achievement  he  resolved  on  ;  and  that  necessity,  not  inspi- 
ration, was  the  ffreat  prompter  of  his  Muse.  That  impulse  Camp- 
bell now  felt;  he  wrote  rapidly  when  he  began,  and  set  about 
the  composition  or  completion  of  a  poem  for  publication." 

While  thus  laying  down  rules  for  his  future  studies,  he  did 
not  forget  that,  to  carry  them  into  effect,  he  must  resume  his 
former  labors  in  order  to  meet  the  current  expenses.  '*  And 
now,"  he  says,  "I  lived  in  the  Scottish  metropolis  by  instructing 
pupils  in  Greek  and  Latin.  In  this  vocation  I  made  a  comforta- 
ble livelihood,  as  long  as  I  was  industrious.  But  *  The  Pleasures 
of  Hope'  came  over  me.     I  took  long  walks  about  Arthur's  Seat, 

♦  Dr.  Irvine  has  asoertamed  that  he  was  one  of  the  compilers  of  a  Goo- 
ffraphy — **  A  New  Geographidal,  Commercial,  and  Historical  Orammar,  Ac^ 
by  a  society  of  ^^entlemen.  Edinbmiph,  1799.  2  vola  8va  This  was  only 
an  improved  edition  of  the  wofk,  punted  for  Alexander  Kincaid,  who  was 
not  a  regular  publisher." 
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conning  over  my  own  (as  I  ihouglit  them)  magnificent  lines ; 
and  as  my  '  Pleasures  of  Hope'  got  on,  my  pupils  fell  off.  I 
was  not  friendless,  nor  quite  solitary  at  this  period  in  Edinburgh. 
My  aunt,  Mrs.  Campbell,  and  her  beautiful  daughter  Margaret*' — 
so  beautiful  that  she  was  commonly  called  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots — 
used  to  receive  me  kindly  of  an  evening,  whenever  I  called ;  and 
it  was  to  them — ^and  with  no  small  encouragement — ^that  I  first 
recited  my  poem  when  it  was  finished."  ^*  I  had  other  friends 
also,"  he  mentions  in  another  note,  ^*  whose  attachment  was  a 
solace  to  my  life.  Before  I  became  known  as  an  author,  I  was 
intimate  with  Francis  Jeffrey,  and  with  Thomas  Brown,  after- 
wards the  successor  of  Dugald  Stewart,  in  the  Moral  Philosophy 
Chair  of  Edinburgh.  I  was  also  acquainted  with  Dr.  Anderson, 
author  of  *  The  Lives  of  the  British  Poets.'  " 

Campbell's  acquaintance  with  John  Richardson — a  name 
which  occurs  so  often  in  his  correspondence — commenced  about 
the  same  time.  Mr.  Richardson  was  then  serving  his  appren- 
ticeship with  a  writer  to  the  Signet.  They  were  introduced 
by  a  common  friend,  who  was  a  fellow-lodger  with  the  I^oet, 
at  "  Lucky  Learmont's."  With  James  Grahame,  author  of  the 
"  Sabbath,"  and  his  sisters,  Campbell  was  previously  acquaint- 
ed»  both  in  Glasgow  and  at  Cathcart,  where  he  had  recently 
>T8ited  the  "  three  ladies,"  and  composed  the  poetical  souvenu: 
inserted  in  these  pages.  Campbell  had  introduced  Mr.  Richard- 
son to  James  Grahame,  then  an  advocate  at  the  Scottish  bar. 
"  Grahame,  who  was  considerably  the  senior  both  of  Campbell 
and  Mr.  Richardson,  had  encouraged  the  latter  in  some  attempts 
at  verse,  made  probably  under  the  influence  of  the  society  of 
two  such  friends:  and  happening,  when  accompanjdng  his 
cousins  and  sister  in  a  walk  to  Arthur's  Seat,  to  have  a  stanza 
of  Mr.  Richardson's  in  his  pocket,  Grahame  read  it  to  the  ladies, 
pretending  it  was  by  Burn8,f  and  omitted  by  Dr.  Currie  in  the 

*  This  lady  married  Dr.  Badham,  late  of  the  Glasgow  XJmTersiiy,  and 
died  a  few  years  ago  at  Brighton.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Badham  were  hb  frequent 
visiters  while  the  Poet  liyed  at  Sydenham.  Dr.  B.,  tranalator  of  Juvenal, 
was  considered  one  of  the  best  claiMic  sdiolani  of  that  day. 

f  The  original,  as  published  in  Bums's  Poentis,  to  the  air  of  **  Hughie 
Grahame,''  consists  of  two  stansas,  the  first  hy  Bums,  the  laiBt  ancient  Be- 
tween these  a  new  stanza,  inserted  by  Mr.  Kichardson,  was  that  which  led 
to  the  introductioiL    They  stand  thus  in  Thomson's  Melodiee : — 

How  I  wftd  iiMmni  whM  It  wm  torn  if 

By  Autamn  wild  and  Winter  rode ; 
But  I  wad  iloff  on  wuitOB  wing. 


O,  w«ra  my  Iot«  yon  litee  fklr, 
Wr  porple  blossoiDS  to  the  Spring, 

And  I  a  bird  to  alieKer  there. 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing— 


When  yoathfa*  May  lie  bkxMU  renewed 


.80.] 
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Bard^  life.  They  weie  pleased  with  the  lines,  which  soon  ap- 
peared in  the  collection  of  Scottish  Melodies  by  Mr.  Thomson,* 
to  whom  the  public  owes  so  much  for  exciting  Bums  to  the 
production  of  those  exquisite  lyrics  written  for  that  work."  The 
incident  of  the  walk  to  Arthur's  Seat  led  to  Mr.  Richardson's 
introduction  to  Miss  Qrahame  and  the  Misses  Hill,  who  had  then 
taken  up  their  abode  in  Edinburgh ;  and,  during  the  remainder 
of  his  sojourn  there,  few  days  passed  without  finding  Camp- 
bell and  Richardson  in  the  family  circle  of  these  gifted  friends. 

From  that  time,  a  close  intercourse  was  kept  up  between 
Qrahame,  Campbell,  and  Richardson,  which,  to  the  great  sor- 
row of  the  survivors,  was  cut  short  by  the  death  of  Qrahame 
in  1811.  His  intimacy  with  Mr.  Richardson,  at  this  period, 
was  one  of  the  fortunate  circumstances  of  the  Poet's  life.  To 
its  influence,  in  cheering  him  under  depression,  in  stimulating 
his  literary  industry,  and  in  rendering  him  faithful  advice  and 
service  imder  many  difficult  circumstances,  frequent  testimony 
is  found  in  his  letters.  It  is  pleasing  to  add,  that  during  the 
long  period  of  forty-six  years,  the  friendship  between  Campbell 
and  Richardson  suffered  no  interruption.  It  is  recorded  in  the 
Poet's  first  pilgrimage  to  Crermany,  and  in  his  last  correspond- 
ence from  Algiers ;  and  Mr.  Richardsonf  was  one  of  the  very 


O, jrin  my  lov«  w«re  ycm  red  roaa. 

That  growl  apoa  the  cutle  wa*, 
And  I  mywl*  a  drap  o*  dew, 

Into  her  bonnle  breast  to  fa* — 
Oh,  there  beyond  ezpresalon  blest, 

rd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night; 
SealM  on  her  sllk-saft  faulds  to  rest, — 

mil  fley*d  awa*  by  Phoebus*  light. 


Oh.  were  my  lore  yon  violet  sweet. 

That  peeps  frae  *neath  the  hawthorn 
And  I  myser  the  xephyr's  breath,     [spiay, 

Amang  Its  bonnle  leaves  to  play — 
I'd  Ihn  it  wi*  a  constant  gale, 

Beneath  the  noontide's  scorchinf  ray ; 
And  sprinkle  ilgwl*  freshest  dews. 

At  moniing  dawn  and  parting  day. 

J.  Richardson. 

*  It  is  Dot  foreign  to  the  subject  of  a  Life  of  Campbell,  to  notice  that 
this  excellent  person,  with  whom  Grahame  and  Campbell  and  Mr.  Richard- 
son had  the  happiness  of  being  on  habits  of  great  mtimacy,  has  recently 
received,  at  his  advanced  age,  an  honorable  and  gratifying  Uibute  of  the 
respect  in  which  he  is  so  justly  held.  An  elegant  cup  was  presented  to 
him  at  a  late  public  meetmfi^  in  Edinburgh,  wim  an  appropriate  and  affect- 
ing address,  bj  Lord  Cockbum.  Among  the  subscribers  to  this  token  of 
conaideratioD,  is  the  immortal  name  of  Joanna  Baillie. 

f  Equally  happy  in  tbe  fticndship  of  their  illustrious  contemporary.  Sir 
Walter  Scott»  it  may  be  imagined  how  the  recollections  of  bow  are  now 
treasured  up  by  the  survivor : — 

"  I  count  mypelf  in  nothing  else  so  happy, 
Ab  in  a  buul  remembering  my  good  mends." 

The  happiest  result  of  the  Poef  s  introduction  of  his  friend  to  the  drde 
aboye  mentioned,  waa  the  marriage  of  Mr.  Richardson,  some  jean  after- 
wards, to  Vim  pill,  a  niece  of  the  ladies  so  affectionately  mentioned  in  the 
foUowing  lefteriw 
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few  early  friends  who  had  the  melancholy  satk&ction  of  attend 
ing  his   remains  to  their  last  resting-place,  in  Westminater 
Abbey. 

Henry,  Lord  Brougham,  was  another  of  the  young  men  of 
genius  with  whom  he  then  associated,  and  of  whose  abilities  he 
delighted  to  write.  His  acquaintance  with  Thomas  Robertson, 
to  be  mentioned  hereafter,  commenced  at  the  same  time. 

Among  his  other  bachelor  friends,  of  whose  attachment  he 
speaks  as  '^  the  consolation  of  his  Edinburgh  life,"  was  Frands 
Clason,  afterwards  of  the  Chancery  Bar,  in  England.  With 
Henry  Cockburn,  now  one  of  the  Lords  of  Session,  he  had  also 
the  happiness  of  forming  an  early  acquaintance,  which  ripened 
into  steady  and  consistent  friendship. 

With  some  other  families  and  individuals,  found  in  the  list 
of  his  Edinburgh  friends,  he  was  not  acquainted  until  the  spring 
following,  when  his  poem  had  become  a  favorite  topic  in  every 
literary  circle.  Among  the  more  retired  families,  wnere  he  was 
perfectly  at  home,  was  that  of  Mrs.  Eeddie,  whose  son  John 
was  one  of  the  Poet's  familiar  companions.  Her  daughter 
Mary,  who,  in  gifts  of  mind  and  person,  resembled  his  ^'  beauti- 
tiful  cousin  Margaret,"  was  an  accomplished  musician ;  and,  in 
listening  to  her  melodies,  the  young  Poet  spent  many  of  those 
soothing  hours,  which  in  after  life  he  so  delighted  to  recal. 
This  lady,  now  Mrs.  Ireland,  retains  a  pleasing  recollection  of 
his  visits ;  and  bears  testimony  to  the  cordial  admiration  with 
which  he  was  received  in  Edinburgh. 

With  this  brief  enumeration  of  his  early  friends,  which  I 
shall  have  occasion  to  enlarge  in  a  future  chapter,  I  resume  the 
narrative  of  the  Poet's  movements  during  the  summer.  After 
a  pause  of  unusual  length  in  their  correspondence,  he  thus 
breaks  silence  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Thomson : — 

Edinburgh,  J%um  26, 1798. 
My  dear  Friend, 

Write  me,  if  you  be  in  life,  that  I  may  have  the  satis- 
faction to  know  it !  The  last  was  by  Mr.  Clason,  who  has  since 
written  me  to  say  that  he  sent  it  immediately  on  his  arrival. 
My  fears  suggest,  from  the  tenor  of  your  former  letter,  that 
your  health  is  not  re-established.  Are  you  in  London,  or  where? 
for  God's  sake  let  me  know.  I  have  sent  directions  to  Mr. 
Clason,  to  make  some  inquiries  after  you.  You  will  find  him  a 
valuable  fellow ;  I  hope  you  will  be  better  acquainted.  I  be- 
lieve I  was  explicit  in  mentioning  my  reasons  for  retracting  from 
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my  views  of  going  to  America.  The  advice  of  my  eldest  bro- 
ther, and  that  of  my  brother  Robert,*  prevailed  over  my  in- 
clination. I  have  it  still  ultimately  in  view,  though  God  knows 
in  what  different  shapes.  I  shall  be  forced  to  pursue  my  *^  busi- 
ness," until  the  time  arrive  when  I  can  go  out  on  a  truly  re- 
spectable and  agreeable  footing.  I  think  of  leaving  this  city 
soon,  so  that  you  may  address  either  to  the  College,  or  Char- 
lotte-street, Glasgow.  I  have  been  much  disappointed  that  you 
have  not  fulfilled  your  journey  to  Scotland.  The  summer  is 
not  quite  spent,  so  that  I  may  still  entertain  some  hopes ;  but 
my  mind  is  very  uneasy,  and  must  be  so  until  I  hear  from  ydU. 
How  can  it  be  otherwise,  when  you  are  so  long  silent  ?  If  you  be 
alive,  and  still  my  friend,  I  am  happy — and  believe  me,  I  am 
still  yours—  T.  C. 

The  "  business,"  to  which  he  refers  in  this  letter,  was  that  of 
private  tuition ;  and,  as  all  duties  of  this  kind  were  usually  sus- 
pended at  the  termination  of  the  summer  classes,  he  was  looking 
forward  to  an  emancipation  of  several  weeks,  which  were  to  be 
spent  in  revisiting  Glasgow  and  the  neighborhood.  His  private 
studies,  however,  were  of  a  nature  that  did  not  allow  him  any 
protracted  relaxation.  While  proceeding  with  his  poem,  he 
had  taken  much  pains  with  a  critical  revision  of  one  or  two  of 
the  Greek  tragic  poets,  a  small  edition  of  which  he  intended  to 
publish  with  original  notes.  This  undertaking  was  encouraged 
by  an  Edinburgh  bookseller ;  and  it  is  probable  that,  between 
the  text  of  -^chylus,  and  the  "  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  he  fairly 
divided  the  ensuing  vacation.  His  visit  to  the  West  Country, 
which  took  place  in  July,  was  the  last  to  his  father's  house  in 
Glasgow.  Arrangements  were  now  concluded  for  the  safe  trans- 
fer of  the  household  gods  to  Edinburgh,  where  a  small  house 
was  engaged  for  their  reception,  at  St.  John's  HilLf  Under 
less  encouraging  circumstances,  the  propriety  of  such  a  step 
might  have  Wn  justly  questioned  ;  but,  finding  that  Edinburgh 
was  to  be  the  field  of  his  literary  exertions,  Campbell  was  de- 
sirous to  have  his  parents  beside  him.  "  He  had  the  prospect 
of  spending  a  happy  winter ;  he  had  enlarged  and  liberal  views 
of  rising  in  life ;"  and  to  see  them  participating  in  his  better 
fortune,  would  double  the  enjoyment.     The  old  people,  too,  had 

*  For  a  Dotioe  of  these  two  brothere  see  introductory  chapter,  pp.  41-2. 

f  To  the  reader  it  may  appear  a  forced  association ;  yet  I  never  think 
of  this  episode  in  the  Poef  s  history,  but  the  old  story  of  .£ncas  and  the 
venerable  Anchises  is  immediately  presented  to  my  mind 
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been  long  watching  for  the  rising  son,  to  finish  the  last  stage  of 
their  pilgrimage ;  and,  thinking  they  ooold  now  perceive  yisible 
tokens  of  his  approach,  they  joyfully  prepared  to  meet  him  in 

the  east.* 

But  as  the  removal  on  which  they  had  resolved,  was  not  to 
commence  until  the  Martinmas  following,  CampbeU  prolonged 
his  ^Tsit  to  Glasgow,  and  divided  the  time  between  his  friends 
and  the  Muses.  Among  other  localities  ^^  endeared  to  young  re- 
membrance," he  again  visited  the  "  scenes  of  his  childhood,**  on 
the  River  Cart.  On  taking  final  leave  of  this  scene,  he  com- 
posed the  following  "  Lines,"  a  copy  of  which  he  gave  to  his 
friend,  Mr.  Richardson.  As  it  is  interesting  to  observe  the 
train  of  feeling  then  passing  through  the  Poet's  mind,  I  have 
ventured,  notwithstanding  a  pre\'ious  quotation  from  it,  to  pre- 
sent the  whole  poem  as  it  stands  in  the  manuscript — 

**  O,  scenes  of  my  diildhood,  and  dear  to  my  heart, 
Te  green  waving  woods,  on  the  banks  of  the  Cart  I 
How  oft  in  the  morning  of  life  I  have  strayed 
By  the  stream  of  the  vale,  and  the  grass-oovered  g^ade  1 
Then — then,  every  rapture  was  young  and  sincere, 
Ere  the  sunshine  of  hfe  had  been  diimned  by  a  tear ; 

*  In  a  letter  from  Mis.  Campbell,  the  Poet's  mother,  to  her  seeond  aGO, 
Alexander,  in  Demerara,  and  written  in  October  of  this  year,  I  find  variooB 
allusions  to  the  state  of  family  affiiirs.  The  following  are  extracts  :-^ 
^  You  cannot  imagine,  my  dear  Sandy,  what  pleasure  it  gives  your  fiither 
and  me  to  hear  of  your  welfare.  Your  father  has  given  up  correspoDdiDg 
with  evcirbody ;  [he  was  then  eighty-eight]  but  if  you  direct  for  me,  'Mrs. 
Campbell,  of  Kirnan,'  [see  page  34]  it  wiU  find  either  of  us  that  may  be 
aliva  You  will  find  m  me  a  regular  correspondent,  and  an  aflEectioDate 
mother.  I  wish  to  God  I  could  give  you  an  mvitation  to  ocnne  home  to  a 
wealthy  father  and  mother's  house  I  But  that  is  not  in  my  power.  You 
may  be  assured  that  it  would  be  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  that  the  Al- 
mighty could  bestow,  to  see  yon  under  our  roof  I  thank  God  that  we 
have  both  the  regard  and  esteem  of  all  our  connexions  and  aoquamtanoes. 
I  have  had  very  little  to  depend  on  but  my  own  industry,  [pages  87,  88] 
since  yoiu*  fieithcr  cave  up  business — now  near  seventeen  years  ago— witfi 
VD.  eightsome  family  to  provide  for.  I  have  furnished  a  small  house  for 
Elizabeth,  [see  page  40]  and  there  she  is  mistress.  Daniel  [see  page  48] 
is  in  business,  and  I  assure  you  is  doing  very  well;  and  your  fiither^s 
opinion  and  mine  is,  that  if  you  determine  to  come  home^  you  oould  not  do 
better  than  by  putting  part  of  your  money  into  his  concern ;  but  this,  my 
dear  Sandy,  is  what  we  will  not  urge,  as  ^ou  must  be  the  best  judge  of 
this  matter.  We  have  had  no  letters  from'  Aidiy  since  last  /a?/,  [end  of 
autumn].  He  was  weU  then,  and  sent  us  a  present  of  twenty-five  pounds. 
Mary  and  Tom  arc  well  Your  worthy  &ther  joins  me  in  saying,  may  the 
Almightt  bless  our  dear  Sandy  I  Believe  me  to  be,  with  tender  aflectioii, 
Margaret  Campbeff.** 


'.  so.] 
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And  a  sweeter  delight  every  scene  seemed  to  lend, 
Tliat  the  mansion  of  peace  was  the  home  of  tk  friend, 
Kow,  the  scenes  of  my  childhood,  and  dear  to  my  heart. 
All  pensive  I  visit,  and  sigh  to  depart ; 
Their  flowers  seem  to  langiiish — their  beauty  to  cease ; 
For  a  stranger  inhabits  the  mansion  of  peace  ! 
But  hushed  be  the  sigh,  tliat  untimely  complains. 
While  Friendship,  with  all  its  enchantment,  remains — 
While  it  blooms  like  the  flower  of  a  winterless  dime, 
Untainted  by  chance,  unabated  by  time  T 
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CHAPTEE  XL 

THE  PLEASURES  OF  HOPE. 

On  his  return  to  Edinburgh,  his  progress  with  the  "  Pleasures 
of  Hope  "  had  been  so  satisfactory,  that,  in  the  opinion  of  one 
or  two  confidential  friends,  it  was  now  ready  for  the  press.  It 
was  proposed,  therefore,  to  publish  it  by  subscription ;  and  all 
his  young  companions  were  ready  to  m&ke  every  exertion  in  his 
flavor.  It  does  not  appear,  however,  that  Campbell,  in  this  pro- 
posal, acted  upon  the  advice  of  his  seniors  in  criticism  ;  but  as 
the  manuscript  had  passed  the  ordeal  in  some  of  the  minor  co- 
teries, the  step  was  considered  safe  and  judicious.  The  only 
point  that  now  remained  to  be  settled  was,  to  provide  sufficient 
funds  to  defray  the  expenses  of  printing.  This  required  some 
time  and  consideration  ;  and,  while  Campbell  was  meditating  on 
the  subject,  he  received  a  visit  from  Mr.  Thomas  Robertson,  one 
of  those  private  friends  who  were  in  the  secret  In  his  retro- 
spective notes  of  this  year,  he  thus  expresses  himself: — **I  had 
a  friend  at  this  time,  whose  kindness  I  shall  never  forget"  . .  . 
"  He  had  seen  the  manuscript  of  *  The  Pleasures  of  Hope,'  and 
calling  on  me  one  morning,  he  said — **  Campbell,  if  you  need 
money  for  the  printing  of  the  Poem,  my  purse  is  at  your  ser- 
vice. How  much  will  it  cost?'  At  a  random  guess  I  said 
'fifteen  pounds.'  *But,  my  dear  fellow,'  I  added,  *  God  only 
knows  when  I  may  be  able  to  repay  you  I'  *  Never  mind  that,' 
he  replied,  and  left  me  the  money.  But  for  the  fifteen  pounds, 
I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  calls  more  pressing  than  the  press 
iteelf."* 


*  On  remiDdiag  Mr.  Robertson  of  this  drcumstance,  as  recorded  by  the 
Poet^  I  was  informed  through  their  mutual  friend,  Mr.  Richardson,  that  the 
fad  regarding  the  money  had  escaped  his  memory ;  but,  admitting  that  it 
happened  as  described,  he  thinks  the  amount  of  kinchiess  greatly  overstated. 
This  is  honorable  both  to  borrower  and  lender — ^in  the  latter  to  forget,  in 
the  former  to  remember.  The  sum  may  possibly  haye  been  inaccurately 
stated ;  but  whether  it  was  five  or  fifteen  pounds,  Uie  obligatico  in  the 
Poet's  mind  was  the  same.  He  was  the  last  to  ask  a  pecuniary  fiivor,  but 
the  first  to  acknowledge  it  when  received.  It  was  usual  with  Campbell 
to  look  at  the  merits  of  his  friends  through  a  powerful  magnifier;  and  to 
reverse  the  glass  when  he  looked  at  his  own. 
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Under  these  circumstances,  which  had  been  rendered  urgent 
by  recent  disappointments  from  a  literary  connexion,  the  scheme 
of  printing  the  Poem  by  subscription  was  abandoned.  Before 
the  sevenw  of  November,  however,  he  consulted  his  friend,  Dr. 
Anderson,  whose  experience  as  an  author  gave  peculiar  weight 
to  his  advice  on  this  point  The  manuscript  was  then  shown 
to  Mr.  Mundell,  the  only  man  in  the  trade  ^*  with  whom  the 
Poet  had  any  profitable  transactions ;"  and  after  some  discussion 
between  Dr.  ^derson  and  the  publisher,  as  to  the  merits  and 
chances  of  the  Poem,  "the  copyright  of  my  'Pleasures  of 
Hope,'  "  says  Campbell,  "  worth  an  annuity  of  two  hundred 
pounds  for  hfe,*  was  sold  out  and  out  for  sixty  pounds,"  in  money 
and  books.  "  But  on  this  subject  let  me  not  forget,"  he  adds, 
"  that  for  two  or  three  years  the  publishers  and  purchasers  of 
my  Poem  gave  me  fifty  pounds  on  every  new  edition."  Some 
further  particulars  of  this  transaction  are  thus  stated  by  Dr. 
Irving,  who  has  taken  much  pains  to  investigate  the  subject : — 

"  When  the  Poem  was  completed,  his  friend.  Dr.  Anderson, 
was  again  ready  to  negotiate  with  Mundell,  who  consented  to 
publish  it  either  on  the  condition  of  dividing  the  contingent 
profits,  or  of  furnishing  a  certain  number  of  copies.f  This 
number  amounted  to  only  two  hundred ;  nor  could  Campbell 
be  dissuaded  from  parting  with  the  copyright  for  so  inadequate 
a  consideration.  The  truth  is,  that  his  exquisite  taste  had  led 
him  to  form  a  very  high  standard  of  poetical  excellence,  and 
that  his  anticipations  of  success  were  very  &r  from  being  san- 
guine. When  his  resources  were  so  scanty  and  precarious,  the 
immediate  possession  of  a  very  moderate  sum  might  easily 
seem  preferable  to  the  uncertain  expectation  of  a  very  great 
one.  Nor  is  the  publisher  to  be  censured  for  his  want  of  liber- 
ality ;  the  author  was  an  obscure  (?)  young  man ;  and  few 
booksellers  are  disposed  to  incur  the  risk  of  publishing  the 
works  of  a  Poet  so  untried  and  unknown.  Poetry  is  generally 
considered  by  the  *  trade '  as  a  commodity  by  which  money  is 
more  likely  to  be  lost  than  gained." 

*  In  estimatiDff  the  value  of  the  poem  at  **  an  annuity  of  two  hiuuired 
pounds  for  life,**  S^onpbeU  ia  quoting  the  worda  of  an  offer  mode  to  him 
Dy  a  London  publishery  about  three  years  after  this  period. 

f  "  The  retail  price  was  six  shillmgs ;  and  the  binding  of  each  copy 
must  have  cost  hmi  a  gioat  If  all  the  author's  copies  were  delivered  to 
retaflers  oo  the  usual  terms,  his  profits  could  not  amount  to  fif%y  pounds. 
If  we  suppose  a  oonsidenibte  proportion  to  have  been  sold  at  the  ful^ 
price,  they  may  have  approached  to  fifty  pounds." — Ihr.  Irving, 
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All  preliminaries  being  now  settled  between  the  anther  and 
his  publishers,  it  was  agreed  that  the  Poem  should  be  sent  fortbi 
with  engravings,  early  in  the  spring ;  and  that  the  manuscript 
should  remain  for  the  present  in  the  author's  hands,  to  receive 
a  thorough  revision,  and  such  additions  as  might  be  suggested 
during  the  interval. 

Very  soon  after  this  arrangement,  the  Poet  wrote  the  follow- 
ing letter,  which  contains  some  interesting  and  rather  remarka- 
ble passages  : — 

TO  MR.  JAMES  THOMSON,  LONDON. 

Edinbueoh,  ^th  November,  1798. 

I  should  stand  inexcusable,  my  dear  forgi\ing  friend,  if  the 
time  that  has  elapsed  since  I  wrote  you,  had  not  been  the  moat 
troublesome  I  have  experienced  during  my  Hfe.  I  thought^  be- 
fore this  gloomy  monUi,  to  have  had  every  article  of  my  private 
affairs  snugly  settled  for  the  winter,  and  to  have  begun  my 
studies  with  a  vacant  and  satisfied  mind.  I  have  been  disap- 
pointed by .*     It  is  needless  to  say  any  more  to  you, 

my  friend.  Let  the  page  of  our  sacred  correspondence  be  un- 
stained by  relating  the  mean  subterfuges  of ^  not  Mr. 

Mundell ;  I  have  had  profitable  transactions  with  him,  and  never 
was  treated  ungenteelly.  But  although  in  part  disappointed  in 
my  views,  I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform  you,  in  return  for  your 
kind  and,  I  know,  heart-felt  inquiries,  that  the  black  side  of  my 
fortune  has  been  compensated  by  pleasant — ^unexpectedly  pleas- 
ant events  !  I  have  the  prospect  of  spending  a  happy  winter. 
I  have  enlarged  and  liberal  views  of  rising  in  life ;  and  I  foel 
that  one  great  cause  of  tumultuous,  foolish,  contemptible  infe- 
licity, has  subsided  in  my  mind.f  My  silence  may  have  given 
the  appearance  of  indifference  to  my  feelings ;  but  you  biow, 
Thomson,  I  never  had  a  heart  of  a  phlegmatic  description.  The 
subject  of  your  visit  to  Scotland  has  been  the  predominant 
thought  in  my  mind  ever  since  I  heard  of  your  intention.    The 

*  This  disappointment  arose  from  the  bad  fiEuth  of  a  pefBon  with  whom 
he  had  some  Uteraiy  dealing  which  were  to  have  produced  a  certain  re- 
muneration in  cash  at  this  tmie. 

f  He  alludes,  apparently,  in  this  passage  to  an  "  eariy  attachment," 
wmch  pecuniary  circumstances  had  prevented  his  bringing  to  a  happy  is- 
sue ;  and  in  wmch,  as  he  ascertainea  on  good  authority,  his  place  was  now 
occupied  by  a  rival,  who  was  better  supplied  than  himself  wHh  the  gifts 
of  fortune. — A. 
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sligbtest  association  calls  it  up ;  and  it  is  so  pleasant  as  to  be  a 
match  for  the  most  pleasant  that  can  start  np.  It  throws  itself 
into  the  balance  of  happiness,  when  I  speculate  npon  the  long- 
disputed  point  in  philosophy,  whether  pain  or  pleasure  predom- 
inates in  this  wicked  world,  and  forms  the  decision — certainly 
the  truest  and  the  best.  I  feel  a  strange  and  delightful  curiosity 
to  know  what  change  the  time  that  has  elapsed  since  we  last 
shook  hands,  has  produced  upon  my  friend  !  I  anticipate  the 
start  we  shall  mutually  give  on  meeting.  I  shall  want  words 
to  accost  you.  You  remember  I  was  a  laughing  little  boy — 
and  you  were  but  a  boy  yourself — ^when  we  lounged  about 
Alma  Mater.  My  friends  all  tell  me,  I  have  now  got  a  Parnas- 
sian thoughtfiilness  in  my  physiognomy,  which  must  be  very 
different  from  my  former  aspect !  But  we  are  old  mm,  com- 
pared with  the  tyros  of  those  days  !  and  time  produces  wonder- 
ful changes  at  our  period  of  life. 

I  thii£,  by  a  person  returned  from  London,  there  will  be  few 
prodigies  to  be  seen  at  Edinburgh.     But  if  you  admire  men  of 

fenius  devoutly,  I  will  introduce  you  to  two  young  men,  whom 
expect  to  see  ornaments  of  their  country,  I  speak  without 
exaggeration.  One  of  them  is  Henry  Brougham,  of  English 
extraction — a  man  of  twenty — who  has  written  some  papers  for 
the  Royal  Society,  on  a  matibematical  subject — Porism — which 
Newton  left  unfinished,  and  which  has  never  been  hitherto  pur- 
sued by  any  other.  I  am  an  indifferent  mathematician  mj^elf, 
and  cannot  pretend  to  appreciate  their  merit ;  but  the  best 
judges  here  regard  them  with  (istonishment*  The  other  is  a 
lad  of  the  same  age ;  he  is  author  of  a  publication  entitled 
'*  Observations  on  Darwin's  Zoonomia."  Of  these  I  can  better 
judge ;  and  have  read  with  delight  and  wonder  the  works  of  a 
young,  daring,  but  yet  modest  philosopher,  who  seems,  in  the 
generality  of  instances,  to  have  confuted  this  eccentric  writer 
upon  his  own  principles.  With  the  latter  genius  I  have  par- 
ticularly cultivated  acquaintance ;  he  is  as  amiable  in  temper  as 
remarkable  in  literature.  At  the  same  time  our  minds  do  not 
come  into  the  closest  contact ;  there  is  no  coldness  in  his  dispo- 
sition :  but  a  timid  gentleness,  and  a  politeness  which  to  me 
seem  rather  distant     There  is,  in  short,  a  something  which 

*  "  General  theoremo,  chieflk  Poiinns,  in  the  higher  Geometry  *  hy 
Henry  Brougham,  Jua,  Eeq^  PhiL  Trans.  1'798,  pp.  S'ZS-SOe.  Alio,  by 
the  same  author,  "  Experiments  and  Obflervatlona  on  the  Inflection,  Reflec- 
tion and  Colors  of  Light  ;'*  1796.  S^  ProYoefs  paper  on  this  subject^ 
*"  Quelques  ReflezionB  Optique^,  Ac^"  FhiL  Trans.,  1798,  p.  811. 
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makes  me  rather  proud  to  hold  him  as  an  aoqaaintanoe,  than  to 
be  upon  the  most  familiar  footing  with  him.  You  may,  how- 
ever, suspend  your  judgment  till  you  see  him.  There  are  a 
few  more  to  whom  I  could  wish  you  known.  I  know  not  from 
what  motive  I  desire  that  our  acquaintance  with  them  should 
be  common  ;  perhaps  it  is  from  wishing  us  to  think  upon  the 
same  topics,  at  the  same  time.  I  sometimes  regret  that  minda 
so  much  in  unison  as  ours,  should  be  employed  so  &r  away 
from  each  other,  in  thinking  of  subjects  equally  distant. 

Before  May  shall  unclose  her  blue  voluptuous  eye,  and  wave 
her  shadowy  locks  of  gold,  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  present- 
ing you  with  a  Poeniy  in  two  Books,  to  be  published  as  soon  aa 
the  plates  for  it  are  finished  I  I  hope  the  sentiments  it  de- 
velopes  will  be  as  congenial  to  yours,  as  our  sentiments  hitherto 
have  been. 

Before  concluding,  I  must  inform  you  that  your  time  is  now 
fixed,  and  fixed  it  must  remain !  In  Scotland  you  must  be  I — 
yes — in  Edinburgh — at  the  fire-side  of  your  sincerely  happy 
friend.  T.  C. 


"  The  Pleasures  of  Hope"  was  now  publicly  announced  a§  **  a 
new  poem  in  the  press  :''  but  its  merits  were  already  well  known 
to  a  few  select  judges,  among  whom  various  portions  of  the 
manuscript  had  been  circulating,  ever  since  the  author's  return 
from  Glasgow.  The  title  of  the  poem  was  soon  generally  known 
among  CampbelPs  private  friends  and  acquaintances ;  and  by 
them  he  was  distinguished  as  the  author  of  "  The  Pleasures  of 
Hope"  three  months  before  it  was  sent  to  press.  In  the  literary 
Society  which  Dr.  Anderson  drew  around  him,  it  was  a  familiar 
topic  in  conversation  ;  and  he  had  soon  the  pleasure  of  finding 
that  the  opinion  of  other  judicious  critics,  respecting  its  merits, 
were  in  harmony  with  his  own. 

The  circle  in  which  the  young  poet  now  moved,  was  daily 
widening.  "  It  was  about  this  time,"  says  Mr.  Fletcher,  "that 
Dr.  Anderson  introduced  him  to  our  acquaintance^  after  having 
shown  us  his  *  Pleasures  of  Hope'  in  manuscript.  He  was 
then  an  ardent,  enthusiastic  boy,  younger  even  in  appearance 
than  in  years.  Mrs.  Fletcher  was  won  by  his  passion  for  liberty, 
and  I  charmed  by  the  beauty  of  his  poem.  He  was  alwap  a 
welcome  guest  at  our  table,  and  soon  felt  at  home  by  our  fire- 
side; but  he  never  was  an  obtrusive  or  forward  visiter.  I 
never  but  once  had  occasion  to  check  his  sarcastic  humor,  when 
it  was  petulantly  exercised  towards  that  good-natured,  but  ec- 
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oentric  peer,  the  Earl  of  B — n.  Campbell  had  heard  his  Lord- 
ship's oddities  made  the  subject  of  derision,  and  yielded  to  the 
temptation  of  quizzing  him  one  day,  when  they  met  acciden- 
tally at  our  house,  in  Queen-street,  on  a  morning  call.  The 
old  peer  did  not  lose  temper,  but  took  up  his  hat  hastily,  and 
left  the  room.  I  was  very  angry,  and  gave  Campbell  a  tremen- 
dous lecture  (such  as,  he  told  me  forty  years  after,  he  never  had 
forgotten)  on  the  ill-breeding  of  insulting  an  old  man,  in  the 
house  of  a  mutual  friend.  He  was  choked  with  rage — ^rang  the 
bell  for  a  glass  of  cold  water — and  rushed  out  of  the  house.  I 
did  not  see  him  for  a  whole  week  after ;  but  when  he  came 
again,  he  looked  very  contrite,  and  we  shook  hands  and  were  as 
good  friends  as  ever. — " 

'*  Campbell  was  much  with  James  Grahame  and  John  Rich- 
ardson at  this  time.  I  have  no  recollection  of  introducing  him 
to  Henry  Erskine  or  Mr.  Gillies ;  but  he  found  his  way  into  the 
best  society  of  Edinburgh ;  and  we  were  all  proud  to  receive  a 
man  of  such  undoubted  genius.  He  was  then,  and  at  all  times, 
a  yery  cherished  guest  of  Dugald  Stewart.  Mrs.  Stewart  was 
one  of  his  best  counsellors  and  friends,  and  he  had  the  highest 
deference  for  her  opinion." 

Dr.  Moore,  who  was  probably  the  physician  mentioned  in  one 
of  the  Poet's  letters  from  "Downie,"*  had  the  pleasure  of  intro- 
ducing him  to  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart  This  amiable  and  learned 
philosopher  took  a  paternal  interest  in  the  young  poet,  and  be- 
came the  medium  through  which  he  obtained  the  friendship  of 
Mr.  Alison,  whom  he  ever  afterwards  delighted  to  honor  as  his 
''intellectual  father.''  In  the  society  of  these  two  families, 
Campbell  spent  many  of  the  happiest  and  most  profitable  hours 
of  his  life. 

To  the  £unily  of  Mr.  Fletcher,  as  already  mentioned,  he  was 
introduced  by  Dr.  Anderson.  **  Mr.  Fletcher  was  an  eminent 
and  an  able  advocate ;  and  Mrs.  Fletcher  was  the  ornament  of 
the  circle  in  which  she  moved."  At  Dr.  Anderson's  house  he 
was  a  frequent  ^iter ;  and  there  the  merit  of  the  "  last  finishing 
touches'*  which  the  Poet  was  then  giving  to  his  manuscript,  was 
made  the  topic  of  friendly  discussion.  At  that  period,  says  Dr. 
Irving,  in  his  notes,  "  The  Editor  of  the  British  Poets  had  a  venr 
extensive  acquaintance;  and  it  was  through  him  that  Campbell 
formed  his  earliest  connexions  with  men  of  letters;    His  house 

*  **  A  gentleman,  a  physiciaa  of  refined  mannerB  and  the  most  generous 
frieDdflUp."    See  page  178. 
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at  Heriot's  Green  was  frequented  hy  individaalB  who  bad  tiMn 
riseD,  or  who  afterwards  rose,  to  great  eminence.  Aa  he  had 
relinquished  all  professional  pursuits,  his  time  was  very  mnch  at 
the  disposal  of  his  friends,  whatever  might  be  their  denomina- 
tion. He  was  visited  by  men  of  learning  and  men  of  genius ; 
and  perhaps,  in  the  course  of  the  same  day,  by  some  rustic 
rhymer,  who  was  anxious  to  consult  him  about  publishing  his 
works  by  superscription.  I  remember  finding  him  in  consulta- 
tion with  a  Httle  deformed  student  of  physic,  from  the  North  of 
Ireland ;  who,  in  detailing  his  hterary  history,  took  oocasion  to 
mention,  that  at  some  particular  crisis,  he  had  no  intention  of 
persecuting  the  study  of  poetry. 

"  Here,  however,  Campbell  met  with  individuals  df  a  very  di^ 
ferent  description : 

**  £&  tempestate  floe  poetamm  fuii, 
Qui  DUDC  abi^runt  mnc  in  communem  locom*^- 

and  one  of  these  was  his  fellow-townsman,  James  Gh'ahame,  who 
was  not  yet  known  to  the  public  as  a  votary  of  the  Muses.  He 
had  been  called  to  the  Scotch  bar  in  1*795 ;  but  he  had  previously 
sent  to  the  press  an  anonymous  volume  of  poems,  in  English, 
Scotch,  and  Latin.  He  was  a  man  of  an  amiable  disposition, 
and  of  gentle  manners;  but  although  he  possessed  no  mean 
talents,  Uiey  were  not  the  peculiar  talents  of  the  profession  which 
he  had  chosen,  and  in  which  he  never  rose  to  any  degree  of 
eminence.  His  poem  entitled  the  *  Sabbath' — ^whieh  was  like- 
wise published  without  the  author's  name,  speedily  passed 
through  several  editions.  His  largest  work,  '^  British  Georgics," 
did  not  obtain  the  same  degree  of  popular  &vor.  Grahame  was 
on  friendly  tei-ms  with  Campbell,  and  invited  him  to  his  house 
before  such  invitations  were  very  numerous.  Another  gentle- 
man with  whom  he  now  formed  an  acquaintance,  was  William 
Erskine,  who  was  also  in  the  law-line,  and  who  is  the  sole  sur- 
vivor of  a  remarkable  group  of  young  men,  who  were  then  accus- 
tomed to  meet  each  other  at  Dr.  Anderson's.  No  one  could  be 
less  inclined  to  make  a  display  of  his  talents  and  learning ;  but 
even  at  that  early  period,  he  was  regarded  by  all  his  friends  as 
possessing  very  superior  attainments. 

**  It  may  not  here  be  improper  to  record  the  opinion  of  Gamp- 
bell,  who  was  not  considered  as  too  lavish  of  his  praise : — '  I 
think  Erskine  is  the  most  unexceptionable  young  fellow  of  my 
acquaintance.'  As  a  Poet  he  was  known  to  his  particular  friends, 
though  not  to  the  public.    He  is  the  author  of  an  anonymous 
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poem,  which  has  sometimes  been  ascribed  to  a  late  Judge  of  the 
same  name. 

^  Another  associate,  who  afterwards  rose  to  high  distinction, 
was  Thomas  Brown.  His  original  destination  was  for  the  bar, 
but  he  finally  preferred  the  study  of  phjrsic.  He  was  a  young 
man  of  very  uncommon  talents,  and  of  various  accomplishments, 
but  was  eminently  conspicuous  for  his  metaphysical  acumen.  He 
was  a  writer  of  Latin,  as  well  as  English  verses,  and  seemed 
more  anxious  to  acquire  the  fame  of  a  poet  than  that  of  a  philo- 
sopher; but  with  all  his  ingenuity  and  refinement  he  was  not 
eminently  successful  in  any  of  his  poetical  attempts,*  which 
were  suflSciently  numerous.  His  poetry  was  generally  of  that 
description  which 

'  Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart* 

Dr.  Brown  became  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh. 

"  John  Leyden  was  another  poet,  with  whom  Campbell  now 
formed  an  acquaintance.  Leyden's  talents  had  enabled  him  to 
surmount  difficulties  incident  to  a  lot  originally  very  humble 
and  obscure.  He  was  a  poet  and  an  antiquary,  but  was  chiefly 
distinguished  as  a  linguist." 

In  the  same  literary  circle  at  Heriot^s  Green,  Dr.  Murray,  and 
other  distinguished  individuals,  were  accustomed  to  associate ; 
and  "  Campbell,"  continues  Dr.  Irving,  "  must  have  derived 
some  benefit  from  his  habitual  intercourse  with  individuals  like 
these,  most  of  whom  were  superior  to  himself^  not  in  poetical 
senius,  but  in  acquired  knowledge.  The  range  of  their  studies 
had  been  very  extensive,  as  well  as  variegated ;  and  all  of  them 
being  full  of  youthful  ardor,  were  able  and  willing  to  discuss 
many  interesting  subjects,  which  could  not  previously  have 
attracted  any  great  share  of  his  attention.  He  did  not  form  a 
lasting  friendship  with  any  one  of  the  individuals  whom  I  have 
now  enumerated.  A  cordial  intimacy  subsisted  between  Dr. 
Brown  and  Mr.  Erskine,  and  was  only  terminated  by  the  death 
of  the  former.  Leyden  was  on  such  friendly  terms  with  Brown, 
that  on  his  departure  for  Madras,  he  intrusted  him  Mrith  the 
charge  of  superintending  the  printing  of  his  ^  Scenes  of  Infancy,' 
the  most  considerable  of  his  poetical  works.    Dr.  Leyden  and 

♦  We  ought»  perhaps,  to  except  the  «  Paradise  of  Coquettes,"  which 
readied  a  second  editicxi,  and  even  obtained  a  fevorable  notice  from  Lord 
ByroD.  The  anonymous  author  he  dasses  with  Johnson,  (Goldsmith,  Rogers, 
Campbell,  and  other  disdples  of  Pope. — Byron**  WorkSf  vol  zv.  p  96. 
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lir.  E^kine  cultivated  the  same  studies  in  India,  and  the  one 
completed  a  work  which  the  other  had  begun.  Of  the  s^ntl- 
ments  which  Campbell  and  Leyden  harbored  towards  each  other. 
Sir  Walter  Scott  has  furnished  us  with  a  characteristic  account.* 
Dr.  Anderson  introduced  Leyden  to  Heber,  who  introduced  him 
to  Scott" 

The  name  of  another  ingenious  person  still  remains  to  be 
mentioned.  This  was  Anne  Bannerman,  who  acquired  a  con« 
siderable  share  of  reputation  by  her  poetical  talents.  Her  ear- 
liest publication  was  a  thin  volume  of  poems,  containing  a 
poetical  inscription  to  Dr.  Anderson,  to  whose  advice  and  en- 
couragement she  was  much  indebted.  Her  productions  display 
more  fancy  than  feeling;  but  they  are  distinguished  by  ingenm- 
ty  and  refinement,  with  much  skill  in  versification.  The  spirit 
of  the  author  was  greatly  superior  to  her  birth  or  fortune ;  but 
she  had  received  an  excellent  education,  and  was  highly  aocom- 
plished. 

The  "  characteristic  account"  to  which  Dr.  Irving  refers,  and 
which  requires  explanation,  is  the  following : — *^  John  Leyden,'* 
says  Scott,  ''  introduced  me  to  him,  (Campbell.)  Th^  after- 
wards quarrelled.  When  I  repeated  *  Hohenlinden'  to  Leydoiy 
he  said,  *  Dash  it,  man ;  tell  ^e  fellow  that  I  hate  him.  But, 
dash  him,  he  has  written  the  finest  verses  that  have  been  pub- 
lished these  fifty  years.'  I  did  mine  errand  as  fiuthfully  as  one 
of  Homer^s  messengers,  and  had  for  answer,  '  Tell  Leyden  that 
I  detest  him ;  but  I  know  the  value  of  his  critical  approbation.' 
This  feud  was  therefore  in  the  way  of  being  taken  up.  *  When 
Leyden  comes  back  from  India,'  said  Tom  Campbell,  *  what  can- 
nibals he  will  have  eaten,  and  what  tigers  he  will  have  torn  to 
pieces.' "  Such  is  the  passage  referred  to. — Here  follows  the 
explanation  of  the  "  feud  :*' — "  CampbeU's  first  visit  to  Edin- 
burgh took  place  in  1797." — **  His  situation  was  then  so  despe- 
rate,'' according  to  Mr.  Park,  *^  he  thought  he  might  go  and 
drown  himself.  This  strong  expression,  which  evidently  was  not 
to  be  understood  according  to  the  literal  meaning,  seems  to  have 
been  the  only  foundation  of  a  legendary  tale,  that  he  had  actual- 
ly been  prevented  from  committing  suicide." — ^The  "  legendary 
tale'*  was  this,  which  I  copy  from  an  Edinburgh  periodical : — 
"  He  (Campbell)  was  one  day  seen  hurrying  along  Princes'-street, 
seemingly  frantic,  on  his  way,  it  was  thought,  to  destroy  himselt 

- 

♦  "Life  of  Sir  Walter  Soott^Bart,  by  J.  G.  Lockhsrt,  Bsrt,"  vbLvL 
Ph826. 
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In  thk  unliappy  state  of  mind  he  was  met  by  Dr.  Anderson,  who 
turned  him  from  his  purpose.  This  gentleman  gave  him  his 
eountenance  and  assistance  in  arranging  matters  for  the  publica- 
tion of  the  work ;  and  but  for  his  timely  interference,  this  immor- 
tal production  of  Campbell's  early  genius  (the  *  Pleasures  of 
Hope')  might  never  have  been  given  to  the  world.  It  was  forth- 
with published.  The  first  edition  realized  a  considerable  sum, 
and  the  Poet  was  enabled  to  escape  from  his  hiding-place,  in  the 
confinement  of  which  he  was  reduced  to  the  very  verge  of  dis- 
traction and  despair." 

Such  was  the  statement  which  appeared  in  an  Edinburgh  Jour- 
nal, soon  after  Campbeirs  death.  It  was  only  a  new  edition, 
however,  of  what  had  been  circulated  many  years  previously  in 
Scotland,  and  which,  it  was  said,  the  Poet  had  "  never  contra- 
dicted." To  my  certain  knowledge,  however,  he  did  contradict 
it,  and  that  very  emphatically.  When  requested  to  give  some 
explanation  as  to  the  truth  of  the  report,  *^  It  is  false,"  he  said — 
''  utterly  &lse  I  I  was  annoyed  by  it  at  the  time,  and  took  some 
pains  to  trace  it  to  the  author.  After  some  difficulty  I  found 
that  it  originated  with  John  Ley  den.  I  taxed  him  with  it  He 
denied  it ;  but  there  was  the  clearest  evidence  that  I  had  dis- 
covered the  real  source.  The  consequence  was,  that  I  dropt  his 
acquaintance,  and  this  was  the  origin  of  the  '  feud'  between  us." 

I  give  the  above  as  nearly  as  possible  in  the  words  of  Camp- 
bell— softening  only  one  or  two  expressions  of  indignation  at  the 
calumny.  The  passive  quoted  from  the  "  life  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott"  is  thus  explained.  ^*  The  misunderstanding  was  much  to 
be  regretted :  but  if  a  *  feud'  sprang  up  between  two  young  men 
of  such  acknowledged  talent,  it  did  not  originate  with  Campbell." 

With  respect  to  the  latter  quotation,  in  which  it  is  said  that, 
just  before  the  publication  of  his  poem,  Campbell  "  was  reduced 
to  the  very  verge  of  distraction  and  despair ;"  I  find  no  evidence 
of  such  a  state  of  mind  and  fortune,  either  in  his  own  letters,  or 
in  the  personal  recollections  of  his  friends.  That  he  had  diffi- 
culties to  contend  with,  is  very  apparent  in  his  correspondence ; 
but  it  is  equally  certain  that  by  his  industry  and  resolution,  these 
difficulties  were  all  met  and  overcome.  Similar  reports  have 
been  propagated  in  other  quarters ;  but  they  are  so  manifestly 
erroneous,  that  to  refute  them  in  detail,  would  be  to  waste  the 
reader's  time  and  patience. 

Had  they  not  been  industriously  revived  since  Campbell's 
death,  and  found  their  way  into  various  respectable  and  widely- 
circulated  journals,  I  should  have  felt  justified  in  passing  them 
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orer  in  total  silence.  If  misrepreeentation  be  pari  of  tlia 
tax  which  men  generally  pay  for  their  celebrity,  there  was  Httla 
reason  to  expect  that  he  should  form  an  exception.  **  He  never 
guided  his  life  by  the  whispers  or  opinions  of  the  world ;  yet  he 
had  a  great  reverence  for  a  good  reputation.  He  hearkened  to 
fame  when  it  was  a  just  censurer,  but  not  when  it  was  an  ex- 
travagant babbler." 

The  following  reminiscences  of  the  Poet,  while  he  was  giviw 
the  finishing  touches  to  his  manuscript,  afford  a  clear  thon|pB 
rather  exaggerated  picture  of  his  habits  and  peculiaritieB  : — 

^  According  to  Mrs.  Dugald  Stewart,  it  was  while  quartered 
at  a  dusky  lodging  in  Rose-street,  that  the  '  Pleasures  of  Hope' 
was  principally  composed.  In  the  same  land,  or  its  immediate 
neighborhood,  resided  at  that  time  good  Mr.  Somerviile,  the 
landscape  painter,  (hen  also  a  mere  youth,  and  whose  worldly 
prospects  were,  I  believe,  not  more  dazzling  than  those  of  the 
l^oet.  Let  phrenologists  explain  the  reason,  but  I  never  knew  a 
painter  of  auy  real  talents — and  rarely  a  good  musidan — who 
did  not  also  entertain  a  liking  for  poetry.  Somerviile  waa  in- 
tensely struck,  nay  quite  amazed,  as  he  told  me,  by  the  first  spe- 
cimens which  fell  in  his  way  of  his  neighbor's  poem,  so  little 
could  he  have  expected  a  production,  thus  highly  finished,  and 
dignified  in  tone,  from  a  youth  whose  demeanor  was  so  unpre- 
tending, and  whose  ordinary  conversation  was  quaint,  queer, 
desultory,  comic,  occasionally  querulous  and  sarcastic,  but  al- 
ways rather  the  reverse  of  poeticaL  Very  observant,  thereforei 
did  Somerviile  become  of  his  eccentric  neighbor,  who  sometimes 
amazed  him  in  another  way,  and  even  excited  his  serious  appre- 
hensions by  moods  of  deep  and  dark,  though  very  transient 
despondency. 

^^  *'  At  such  times,'  said  Somerviile,  *  I  almost  thought  he  waa 
going  crazy,  and  yet  grew  nervous  myself  upon  it ;  for  blue  devib 
are  catching.  But  why  the  author  should  make  himself  unhappy, 
after  completing  such  a  poem,  I  could  not  understand  I  Every 
one  of  his  friends,  without  exception,  as  I  told  him,  and  all  the 
best  critics  in  Edinburgh,  were  delighted  with  the  woriL  It 
was  a  matter  almost  of  certainty  that  his  fame  would  be  estab- 
lished for  ever  by  this  production,  and  to  have  accomplished  this 
at  so  early  an  age  I  Were  I  in  his  position,  as  I  smoerely  as- 
sured him,  my  triumph  and  exultation  would  have  been  quite 
overbearing.  I  should  have  felt  more  elated  than  if  half  the 
town  of  Edinburgh  had  become  my  own  property. 

" '  It  often  happened,'  continued  Mr.  Somerviile,  *  that  Camp- 


jnr.  SI.]  BiooLLEonoya  of  campbkll.  S18 

bell  wandered  into  my  room,  and  more  frequently  when  in  these 
dkeontented  moods  than  in  any  other ;  for  he  then  wanted,  as 
he  said,  **to  get  away  from  himselfl"  One  night  especially,  he 
stalked  in,  knitting  his  brows,  and  without  uttering  one  word, 
sat  himself  down  before  the  fire ;  then,  after  a  while,  he  took  up 
the  poker,  and  began  to  trace  mathematical  figures  with  it 
among  the  soot  on  the  back  of  the  chimney.  At  last  he  says 
abruptly:  "What  makes  you  so  stupid,  Somerville?  Why 
don't  you  speak  f "  I  replied,  that  as  he  looked  so  abstracted,  I 
supposed  he  was  communing  in  secret  with  the  Muses,  and 
would  not  like  to  be  disturbed.  "Hang  the  Muses !  Dou*t 
talk  any  more  of  that  nonsense,  I  beseech  you !''  This  was  said 
bitterly,  and  in  ^falsetto  tone. 

" '  Thinking  to  soothe  him,  I  then  spoke  of  a  mutual  friend  from 
Glasgow,  who  had  called  on  me  the  same  day,  in  great  glee,  at 
having  by  chance  secured  a  stray  proof-sheet  of  the  forthcoming 
poem.  Instead  of  succeeding,  it  only  made  matters  worse. 
"Supposing,"  says  Campbell,  still  in  his  bitter  tone,  "they 
should  all  find  out  one  day,  as  I  did  this  morning,  that  the 
thing  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  mere  trashy  would  not  the 
author's  predicament  be  tenfold  worse,  than  if  he  had  never 
written  a  line  f  They  may  well  call  their  proof-sheets  *  deviTs 
proofs  P  and  I  assure  you,  that  to-day,  I  could  not  endure  to 
look  at  my  own  work.  'Twas  an  absolute  punishment.  And 
there  are  days,  Somerville,  when  I  can't  abide  to  walk  in  the 
sunshine,  and  when  I  would  almost  rather  be  shot,  than  come 
within  the  sight  of  any  man,  or  be  spoken  to  by  any  mortal  I 
This  has  been  one  of  those  days.  How  heartily  I  wished  for 
night  r 

"  *  He  was  in  truth  a  strange  character,'  added  Somerville  ; 
*  fcr  that  very  evening  we  supped  together  at  his  own  request, 
and  before  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  he  grew  as  wildly  merry 
as  he  had  before  been  despondent ;  took  up  quite  readily  my 
notions  of  becoming  a  great  man,  upon  the  strength  of  a  single 
poem ;  then,  in  a  style  the  most  grotesque,  but  very  graphic, 
and  with  great  animation,  he  went  on  to  tell  in  what  fashion  he 
would  live,  through  what  countries  he  would  travel,  and  all  the 
mnd  things  he  would  do  after  his  fortune  was  made.  Nor  was 
uiis  fJtogether  in  joke ;  for  the  time  present,  at  least,  he  was 
quite  serious  in  his  plans.  Indeed,  I  suspect  that  Campbell  had, 
aiter  his  own  wayward  {iE»hion,  a  mat  deal  of  ambition.  I  used 
to  tell  him  that  he  had  got  someSow  or  another  a  cross  of  the 
Spanish  Hidalgo  in  his  character ;  for  notwithstanding  his  dis- 


214  LIFE   AND   LSTTERS   OF  THOMAS  CAMPBELL.         [1799. 

content  with  his  own  verses,  he  had  a  great  share  of  pride  and 
hauteur  in  his  composition ;  and  would  fire  up  at  the  remotest 
indications  of  an  intentional  slight  or  affront.'"* 

Before  being  committed  to  the  press,  the  manuscript  poem 
underwent  another  vigorous  criticism  :  every  line  was  examinedf 
every  sentiment  analyzed  ;  and  the  mental  excitement  produced 
by  this  ordeal  may  have  caused  the  irritability  described  in  the 
preceding  extracts.  The  Poet  had  always  a  rooted  aversion  to 
this  kind  of  labor;  and  in  the  present  instance,  his  Mends 
were  both  able  and  willing  to  relieve  him.  Dr.  Anderson,  who 
had  pledged  his  word  to  the  public  for  the  high  character  of  the 
Poem,  was  indefatigable  in  his  endeavors  to  have  it  brought  out 
with  Mat  He  objected,  suggested,  and  exhorted  to  such  good 
purpose,  that  the  work  of  polishing  was  continued  by  the  author 
with  equal  diligence  and  success.  The  opening  of  the  Poem,  as 
it  then  stood,  was  the  least  satisfactory  portion ;  several  efforts 
were  made  to  render  it  more  poetical  and  effective ;  and  at  last, 
after  a  long  night-rigil,  the  great  object  was  accomplished. 
When  Dr.  Anderson  called  at  the  Poet's  lodgings,  late  in  the 
morning,  he  found  him  in  bed ;  but  the  lines  were  immediately 
handed  to  him,  and  the  Doctor  perused  them  with  surprise  and 
delight.  His  admiration  was  again  strongly  and  kindly  ex- 
pressed ;  and  in  the  low  feverish  state  of  mind,  to  which  the 
author  had  been  reduced  by  his  oft-repeated,  but  hitherto  unsuc- 
cessful efforts,  the  voice  of  unqualified  approbation  had  a  talis- 
manic  effect  upon  his  spirits.  The  Poem  had  now  received  the 
last  touches  which  the  united  strength  of  art  and  genius  could 
bestow  :  and  his  friendly  critic  predicted  its  success  with  more 
warmth  and  confidence  than  ever. 

The  original  manuscript  of  the  Poem  is  now  in  the  possession 
of  Mr.  Patrick  Maxwell,f  of  Edinburgh,  whose  admiration  of  the 
author  gives  him  a  "  prescriptive  title"  to  the  custodiership  of 
so  precious  an  autograph.     It  was  formerly  in  the  keeping  of 


*  u 


These  vague  and  shadowy  traces,"  says  my  Correspoodent^  **  I  havt 
put  together  firom  divers  ooDversatioiis  with  lu-.  SomerTille,  when,  as  a 
student  for  the  Bar,  I  much  preferred  lessons  in  landscape  painting  to  ana- 
lyzing the  Corpui  JurU^  or  tne  more  useful  pages  of  Erakine's  L^tutea* 
From  these  notes,  some  further  extracts  will  be  found  in  subsequent  por- 
tions of  the  work. 

f  Editor  of  Miss  Blamire's  Poetical  Worka  '  The  MS.  consists  of  about 
forty  or  fifty  paragraphs ;  and  altogether,  scarcdy  amounts  to  one-half  of 
what  it  now  does.  At  the  end  of  the  Poem  is  *  The  Irish  Harper's  Lament 
for  his  Dog* — tune,  the  '  Nine  Links  of  Yellow* — ^word  for  word,  as  it  if 
now  printed  under  the  title  of  *  7%tf  Harper!  " 


JR.  21.]      OBionrAL  nrrRODuonoK  to  thb  poem.  215 

the  Iflte  Dr.  Murray,  Professor  of  Oriental  Languages — who  was 
one  of  Campbell's  early  acquaintances — and  extend  over  twenty 
pages  of  manuscript,  whicn  may  contain  about  four  hundred 
tines.  The  introduction  in  CampbelPs  hand-writing — which 
was  caneelled  by  the  later  and  happier  effort  of  his  muse — ^is 
here  annexed: — 

ORIGINAL  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  « PLEASURES  OF  HOPE." 

Seym  liogering  moons  have  cross'd  the  starry  line 
Siooe  Beauty's  form  or  Nature's  face  divine 
Had  power  the  sombre  of  my  soul  to  turn, — 
Had  power  to  wake  my  strings  and  bid  them  bum. 

The  charm  dissolyes  I     What  Genius  bade  me  go 
To  search  th'  unfathom'd  mine  of  himito  wo — 
The  wrongs  of  man  to  man,  of  dime  to  clime, — 
Since  Nature  yok'd  the  fiery  steeds  of  Time — 
The  tales  of  death — since  cold  on  Eden's  plain 
The  beauteous  mother  clasp'd  her  Abel  slain — 
Ambitious  guilt — since  Carthage  wept  her  doom — 
The  Patriot's  £Eite — ^since  Brutus  fell  with  Rome  ? 

The  charm  dissolves  I  My  kindling  fiincy  dreams 
Of  brighter  forms  inspired  by  gentler  themes ; 
Joy  and  her  rosy  flowers  attract  my  view, 
And  Mirth  can  please,  or  Music  charm  anew ; 
And  Hope,  the  narbinger  of  golden  hours, 
The  light  of  life,  the  fi^e  of  Fancy's  powers, 
Returns : — Again  I  lift  my  trembling  gaze. 
And  bless  the  smiling  guest  of  other  days. 

So  when  the  Northern  in  the  lonely  gloom, 
Where  Hecla's  fires  the  Polar  night  illume. 
Hails  the  glad  summer  to  his  Lnlean  shores, 
And  bow'd  to  earth  his  circling  suns  adores. 

So  when  Cimmerian  darkness  wakes  the  dead, 
And  hideous  Nightmare  haunts  the  curtain'd  bed, 
And  scowls  her  wild  eye  on  the  maddening  brain, 
What  speechless  horrors  thrill  the  slumbering  swain. 
When  Boapeless  fiends  inhale  his  tortured  breath. 
Immure  him  living  in  the  vaults  of  death ; 
Or  lead  him  lonely  through  the  chamell'd  aisles, 
The  roaring  fioodis,  the  dfu'k  and  swampy  vales, 
When  roclPd  by  winds  he  wanders  on  the  deep. 
Climbs  the  tall  spire,  or  scales  the  beetling  st^p, 
His  life-Uood  freezing  to  the  central  urn, 
No  yoioe  can  call  for  aid,  no  limb  can  turn, 
Till  eastern  shoot  the  harbinger  of  day. 
And  Night  and  all  her  spectres  fade  away. 

If  then  some  wand'ring  Huntsman  of  the  mom 
Wind  from  the  hill  his  murmuring  bugle  h<»ii. 
The  shrfll  sweet  music  wakes  the  slumberer's  ear 
And  melts  his  blood,  and  bursts  the  bands  of  fear ; 
The  yinoQ  &de»— the  shepherd  lifts  his  eye, 
And  Tiews  the  lark  tW  caiola  to  the  aky. 
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<<  These  verses  clearly  indicate  the  peculiar  a enius  and  the 
fined  taste  of  CampbeU ;  yet  they  are  very  Afferent  from  the 
introductory  lines  which  were  afterwards  substituted,  and  with 
which  the  printed  Poem  now  begins.  Many  of  the  passages  in 
this  original  draught  are  verbatim,  or  nearly  so,  witn  the  pub- 
lished work ;  others  have  been  evidently  retouched,  and  some — 
the  Episode  to  the  Nightmare,  for  example — have  been  entirely 
suppressed.* 

On  the  twenty-seventh  of  April,  the  publication  of  the  "  New 
Poem  '*  was  announced :  and  public  curiosity  having  been  stu- 
diously kept  awake  for  some  months,  the  demand  for  copies 
was  unprecedented.  Anticipation,  which  had  run  very  high  as 
to  its  merits,  was  fully  justified  by  the  perusal ;  and,  when  the 
youth  of  the  Poet  was  considered,  the  mature  strength  and 
beauty  of  the  poem  struck  every  reader  with  surprise.  He 
'*  had  suddenly  emerged,^'  it  was  said,  *^  like  a  star  from  his  ob- 
scurity ;  and,  young  as  he  was,  had  thrown  a  new  and  increas- 
ing light  over  the  literary  horizon  of  his  country." 

The  French  Revolution,  the  partition  of  Poland,  the  abolition 
of  Negro-Slavery,  were  the  reigning  topics  of  the  day.  These 
he  had  touched  with  a  master  s  hand — enlisting,  in  the  cause 
of  the  oppressed  and  enslaved  of  mankind,  the  noblest  sympa- 
thies of  our  nature,  and  upholding  the  true  dignity  of  man — 
whether  in  regard  to  his  condition  here,  or  to  his  prospects  and 
destiny  hereafter.  The  passages  which  awakened  the  deepest 
interest  at  the  time,  were  those  representing  a  brave  people 
struggling  for  independence,  but  crushed  by  the  iron  hand  of 
despotism  ;  the  capture  of  Warsaw,  the  massacre  of  the  Polish 
patriots ;  the  wrongs  of  Africa,  the  barbarous  policy  of  Euro- 
peans in  India,  the  prophecy ;  and  the  last  and  most  sublime 
influence  of  Hope— the  belief  in  a  future  state  of  existence ; 
and  the  baneful  influence  of  that  skeptical  philosophy  which 
would  extingmsh  the  light  of  Hope,  and  leave  us  to  grope  our 
way  in  darkness  and  fear. 

Among  the  minor  passages  in  the  Poem,  pronounced  to  be 
exquisite  in  sentiment  and  expression,  were,  the  remodelled 
opening,  where  a  comparison  is  drawn  between  the  beauty  of 
objects  in  a  landscape — softened  by  distance — and  those  ideal 
scenes  of  happiness,  which  the  imagination  delighte  to  contem- 

*  This  copy  of  the  Introductioo,  with  the  Editof's  remarks,  is  taken  firGm 
the  **  Edinbuigfa  Advertiser "  in  which,  soon  after  the  Fbet's  death,  it  was 
first  printed. 
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plate  ;  the  influence  of  Hope  in  situations  of  peculiar  danger 
and  hardship ;  the  seaman  on  his  watch  ;  the  soldier  marching 
into  battle ;  the  various  pictures  of  domestic  life ;  the  mother 
watching  bj  the  cradle  of  her  sleeping  infant ;  the  maniac,  the 
prisoner,  the  wanderer ;  and  lastly,  the  episode  of  Conrad  and 
EUenor^  with  which  Madame  De  Stael  was  so  captivated,  that 
fihe  says,  in  her  letter*  to  the  Poet,  she  had  read  it  twenty 
times  over,  without  lessening  the  admiration  which  the  first  pe- 
rusal had  awakened  in  her  mind. 

On  referring  to  his  own  reminiscences  of  this  epoch,  I  find 
the  publication  thus  briefly  noticed  : — 

**The  Pleasures  of  Hopef  appeared  exactly  when  I  was 
twenty-one  years  and  nine  months  old.  It  gave  me  a  general 
acquaintance  in  Edinburgh.  Dr.  Gregory,  Henry  Mackenzie, 
the  author  of  the  *  Man  of  Feeling ' ;  Dugald  Stewart,  the  Rev. 
Archibald  Alison,  the  ^  Man  of  Taste,'  and  Thomas  Telford,  the 
engineer,  became  my  immediate  patrons. ' 

Dr.  Gregory's  attention  was  first  attracted  by  the  following 
incident.  Calling  one  morning  at  the  publisher's  he  took  up 
the  new  Poem  just  sent  in  from  the  printer's  ;  **  Ah,  what  have 
we  here  ?"  said  he,  "  the  Pleasures  of  Hope !"  He  looked  care- 
lessly between  the  uncut  leaves  until,  observing  a  passage  that 
struck  him  forcibly,  he  turned  to  the  beginning  and  never  moved 
from  the  side  of  the  counter  till  he  had  finished  the  first  Part 
He  then,  in  the  most  emphatic  terms,  said — "  Mr.  Mundell,  this 
is  poetry !  Where  is  the  author  to  be  found  f  I  will  call  upon 
him  immediately."  From  Mr.  MundelKs  shop.  Dr.  Gregory 
went  to  attend  a  consultation ;  but  finding  the  hour  was  long 
past,  and  that  he  had  unwittingly  given  to  poetry  the  time 
meant  for  his  patient,  he  called  on  the  author,  left  a  note  for 
him,  expressing  his  admiration  of  the  Poem,  and  requesting  the 
pleasure  of  his  acquaintance. 

Of  Dr.  Gregory's  taste  for  elegant  literature — his  love  of  sci- 
ence— ^his  classical  acumen — his  courteous  manners — his  fi^nk 
and  generous  sympathy  with  men  of  genius — it  is  superfluous 

*  Tlie  Letter  from  Madame  De  Stael  to  Campbell  wiU  be  found  in  a 
tabsMueDt  portion  of  this  work. 

f  Thk  Pleasures  or  Hope,  in  two  Parts,  with  other  Poems,  bv  Thomas 
Campbell.  Edinburgh :  printed  for  Mundell  and  Son ;  and  fbr  iiOOgman 
and  Rees,  and  J.  Wright,  Londoa    1799. 

The  dedicatioQ  runs  thus :  **  To  RoBxaT  Andkbson,  m.  d.,  thx  follow- 
DTO  Poems  are  axBPEOTFULLT  dtbgeibed  bt  hu  simobbb  raixND,  the  Au- 
thor."   Copied  from  the  ninih  editioo  of  1806. 
Vol.  I.— 10 


218  LIFE   AND   LB1TEB8    OF   THOMAS   CAMPBELL.  [1799. 

here  to  speak.  In  him  these  virtues  were  hereditary ;  he  was 
profoundly  imbued  with  the  best  learning  of  the  best  times ; 
and  to  have  won  the  approbation  of  such  a  man  was  to  Camp- 
bell a  source  of  much  honest  pride  and  encouragement.  like 
the  Poet,  too,  he  was  deeply  read  in  Greek,  and  had  written 
Odes  in  that  language ;  he  conversed  fluently  and  eloquently 
in  Latin,  had  travelled  much,  and  was  idolized  by  the  studentB ; 
and  it  may  be  readily  imagined  that  the  morning  of  Dr.  Qroff- 
ory*s  \isit  was  distinguished  by  a  white  mark  in  the  Poeri 
diary. 

Campbell's  acquaintance  in  Edinburgh,  as  he  observes,  was 
now  general ;  and,  to  the  list  of  distinguished  friends  already 
mentioned,  were  now  added  the  names  of  Gillies,  Henry  Er- 
skine,  and  Laing,  the  historian.  There  were  many  young  men 
of  talent,  nevertheless,  to  whom  he  was  still  unknown,  onleas 
by  the  growing  reputation  of  his  Poem.  Walter  Seott  and  he 
were  already  acquainted ;  but  to  introduce  him  to  the  Mite  of 
his  own  private  circle,  Scott  invited  him  to  dinner.  On  his  ar- 
rival at  the  hour  appointed,  Campbell  met  a  strong  muster  of 
Mr.  Scott's  friends,  among  whom  he  was  rather  surprised  to  find 
himself  a  stranger.  No  mtroduction  took  place ;  but  the  sub- 
jects of  conversation,  and  the  ability  with  which  they  were  dis- 
cussed, showed  clearly  that  the  guests,  among  whom  he  sat  at 
table,  were  men  of  genius  and  talent.  Great  harmony  prevail- 
ed ;  and  where  Scott  presided,  the  conversation  was  sure  to  be 
edif}'ing  as  well  as  pleasant.  At  length,  when  the  cloth  waa 
removed,  and  the  loyal  toasts  were  disj)osed  of,  Scott  stood  up, 
and,  with  a  handsome  and  complimentary  notice  of  the  new 
Poem,  proposed  a  bumper  to  the  "  Author  of  the  Pleasures  of 
Hope."  "  The  poem,"  he  added,  "  is  in  the  hands  of  all  our 
friends ;  and  the  Poet," — pointing  to  a  young  gentleman  on 
his  right, — "  I  have  now  the  honor  of  introducing  to  you  as  my 
guest." 

The  toast  was  received  with  enthusiasm.  The  eyes  of  the 
company  were  fixed  on  the  young  Poet,  and,  although  taken  by 
surprise,  he  acknowledged  the  compliment  with  so  much  good 
taste  and  feeling,  that,  after  hearing  him  speak,  no  one  felt  sur- 
prised that  80  young  a  man  had  written  the  "  Pleasures  of 
Hope." 

**  It  was  only  three  years  after  the  death  of  Bums,"  writes  a 
8ur\iving  friend,  "  that  Campbell  made  this  powerful  and  effect- 
ive appeal  to  the  taste  of  his  countrymen.  His  strains  were 
not  deeper  or  more  natural  in  their  tone  than  those  of  his  im- 
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mortal  predecessor;  but  they  were  elicited  from  a  different 
string,  and  fitted  to  awaken  a  different  set  of  emotions.  The 
same  distinguished  men  who  had  hailed  the  arrival  of  Bums  in 
the  Scottish  capital,  were  still  living,  and  equally  ready  to  ex- 
tend their  &yor  to  his  youthful  successor.  I  have  heard  Camp- 
bell in  aft^vhfe  express  himself  warmly  as  to  the  delight  whichy 
at  his  first  appearance  as  a  poet,  he  received,  from  being  not 
only  recognised  in  that  character,  but  admitted  to  the  most  fa- 
miliar intercourse  with  the  ^  Man  of  FeeHng,'  the  Author  of  the 
'Essay  on  Taste,'  Dugald  Stewart,  Playfair,  and  other  persons 
of  similar  tastes  and  acquirements." 

It  was  figuratively  remarked,  that  just  as  the  star  of  Bums 
had  disappeared  from  the  western  horizon,  that  of  Campbell  was 
rising  with  prophetic  brilliancy  in  the  east ;  so  that  they  who 
had  turned  away,  weeping,  from  the  bier  of  the  "  inspired"  pea- 
sant)  looked  around  them  and  joyfully  accepted  the  pledge  of 
returning  day. 

Among  other  pleasing  reminiscences  of  the  Poet's  hfe  at  this 
time,  was  that  of  his  dining  with  Stephen  Eemble,  the  first  of 
that  celebrated  name  whom  he  had  ever  met  in  private  society. 
Thirty  years  afterwards,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  R.  Arkwright,  (the 
accomplished  daughter  of  Mr.  Stephen  Kemble,)  he  thus  recals 
the  interesting  circumstance :  **  The  day  that  I  first  met  your 
honored  father  was  at  Henry  Siddons ,  on  the  Calton  Hill  in 
Edinburgh.  The  scenery  of  the  Frith  of  Forth  was  in  full  view 
from  the  house  ;  the  time  was  summer,  and  the  weather  pecu- 
liarly balmy  and  beautiful.  I  was  a  young,  shrinking,  bashful 
creature :  my  poems  were  out  but  a  few  days ;  and  it  was  neck 
or  nothing  with  me,  whether  I  should  go  down  to  the  gulf  of 
utter  neglect  or  not ;  although,  with  all  my  bashfulness,  I  had 
then  a  much  better  opinion  of  myself  and  my  powers,  than  I 
have  at  this  moment.  Your  dear  father  praised  my  work,  and 
quoted  the  Hnes — 

*  TIs  distance  lends  enchantinent  to  the  view/  dx. 

looking  at  the  very  hills  that  had  suggested  the  thought !  Well, 
I  thought  to  myself,  (for,  as  I  have  said,  I  was  at  that  time 
enormously  vain,)  there  is  some  taste  in  this  world,  and  I  shall 
get  on  in  it ;  and  my  heart  has  warmed  to  the  name  of  Kenable 
ever  since.  We  are,  alas  I  very  selfish  ;  and  there  was  a  vivid 
picture  of  that  little  party  in  my  mind,  when  I  went  with  an 
ardent  heart  to  join  m  the  thunders  of  applause  that  weV^ 


220  LIFB    AND   LBITBRS   OF   THOMAS   CAMPBELL.         [l799, 

corned  your  gifted  relative,*  who  is  to  bo  the  Queen  of  our 
stage.*' 

It  has  been  often  said  that  the  lines  here  quoted  were  written 
in  the  Highlands — and  a  locaUtj  has  been  pointed  out  to  me 
where  the  scenery,  it  was  supposed,  would  fully  justify  the  asser^  ^ 
tion — but  in  the  preceding  letter  the  question  is  set  at  rest  by 
the  Poet's  informing  us,  that  they  were  recited  **  while  looking 
at  the  very  hills  which  had  suggested  the  thought :" — 

"  Why  to  yon  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye, 
Whoee  sun-bright  summit  mingles  with  the  sky  f 
Why  do  those  clifife,  of  shadowy  tint,  appear 
More  sweet  than  all  the  landscape  smiting  near? 
Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azure  hue." 

On  the  Slst  of  May,  a  month  after  the  publication  of  hia 
poem,  Campbell  writes  thus  to  Mr.  James  Thomson : — ^  At 
present  I  am  as  busily  employed  as  Mr.  Rose,  the  treasurer : 
not,  to  be  sure,  in  counting  cash,  but  in  what  is  vulgarly  called 
fagging.  I  expect  to  be  as  idle  as  any  gentleman  in  Scotland, 
within  ten  days ;  and  the  first  fruits  of  my  leisure  shall  be  dedi- 
cated to  the  offices  of  friendship.  I  wish  to  know  if  you  received 
a  copyf  of  my  Poem.  I  gave  it  to  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of 
Withering,  who  left  this  to  go  to  Birmingham.  The  copy  I  sent 
was  by  mistake  directed  to  you ;  but  I  meant  to  have  sent  only 

Gregory  Watts'  copy  by  Mr.  W .     Drop  me  a  line  to  let 

me  know  what  you  think  of  my  first-born  child ! — I  have  some 
idea  of  seeing  you  before  harvest.  ...  I  don't  look  upon  this 
as  a  letter — so  you  need  not  bundle  it  up  amongst  your  *  Select 
Epistles !'  I  will  write  you  a  long  and  interesting  account  of  the 
reception  of  this  child  of  mine  among  the  natives  of  Edinburgh; 
but  at  present,  (to  use  a  puerperid  phrase,)  *  I  am  not  quite 
recovered  !* — With  truth  your  immutable  friend,  T.  C." 

I  have  not  been  able  to  ascertain  upon  what  subject  Campbell 
was  now  so  "  busily  employed."  He  had  already  entered  into 
the  scheme  of  another  poem,  the  hero  of  which  was  to  have  been 
William  Tell ;  but  although  his  fancy  was  captivated  with  the 
topic  of  Helvetian  freedom,  it  does  not  appear  that  his  aspira- 
tions were  ever  reduced  to  writing.    More  than  thirty  years  after 

*  MiBB  Fanny  EemUe  at  her  appearance  on  the  London  stage.  Eztractii 
trcm.  the  Poef  s  correspondence  with  Mrs.  Arkwright^  will  he  found  under 
their  respective  dates. 

f  The  copy  of  the  Poem  bears  the  fbUofwiiw  autograph  >-'Amioo  m» 
carisaimo  Jacobo  Thomson  hooce  opusculum  D.  D.  D.  auctor  T.  0. 
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this  date,  he  wrote,  at  my  suggestion,  some  iines  on  the  heroic 
death  of  Arnold  von  Winkehied,  Tell's  compatriot,  at  the  batUe 
of  Sempach,  which  have  now  a  place  in  his  printed  poems. 
During  the  composition  of  this  piece,  the  fervor  of  his  youthful 
sympathies,  in  tne  cause  of  Swiss  independence,  was  strongly 
revived.  He  could  say,  in  the  words  of  a  learned  prelate,  "  I  do 
think  that  it  is  better  to  bask  in  the  sun,  and  to  draw  a  fortuitous 
sustenance  from  the  scanty  droppings  of  the  most  barren  rock  in 
Switzerland,  with  Freedom  for  my  friend,  than  to  batten  as  a 
slave  at  the  table  of  the  most  luxurious  despot  on  the  globe." 

This  spirit  was  recognised  and  cherished  by  his  readers,  with 
an  enthusiasm  which  was  very  gratifying  to  the  Poet.  Every 
line  in  the  poem  which  had  any  reference  to  the  subject,  was 
instantly  appropriated  by  the  advocates  of  Freedom,  and  quoted 
as  a  text  or  an  apothegm  in  their  writings  and  conversations. 
Among  the  most  popular  was  the  well-known  apostroph< 

**  Departed  spirits  of  the  mighty  dead ! 
Ye  that  at  Marathon  and  Leuctra  bled ! 
Friends  of  the  world  I  restore  vour  sword*  to 
Fight  in  his  sacred  cause,  and  lead  the  van  I 
Tet^  for  Sannatia's  tears  of  blood  atone, 
And  make  her  arm  puissant  as  your  own; 
Oh  I  ODce  again  to  Freedom's  cause  return, 
Hie  patriot  Tell — ^the  Bruce  of  Bannockbum  T 

To  enter  into  a  critical  analysis  of  this  Poem,  which,  during 
the  space  of  forty-eight  years,  has  maintained  a  steady  and  in- 
creasing popularity,  would  now  be  a  work  of  supererogation. 
Never  was  the  prediction  of  a  critic  more  literally  verified,  than 
that  pronounced  by  Dr.  Anderson  afler  he  had  perused  the  au- 
thor's manuscript;  and  never,  perhaps,  was  any  author  more 
surprised  than  Campbell  at  the  success  which  responded  to  his 
first  appeal  to  the  literary  public.  In  a  communication*  which 
I  have  just  received  from  a  friend  and  relative  of  the  Poet,  I  find 
the  following  very  apposite  remarks :  ^*  Men  of  original  genius," 
he  observes,  "  generally  convey  what  is  peculiar  and  distinguish- 
ing at  an  early  period  of  life,  and  in  a  single  work ;  and  the  style 
is  usually  not  cf  the  age  but  before  it.  I  think  our  Poet's  case 
a  good  illustration  of  this  general  law  of  genius.  A  single  work 
seems  sufficient  to  bring  out  the  peculiarities  of  any  man's 
genius.  It  is  single  works  that  have,  for  the  most  part,  estab- 
lished a  man's  fame,  even  when  he  has  written  more  than  one. 
It  often  happens  that  subsequent  productions  only  repeat,  and 

*  The  Rev.  J.  O.  Lorimer,  Glasgow. 


922  UFE   AND   LETTEBS   OF  THOMAS  CAMPBELL.         [l799« 

by  expanding  weaken  thoughts  that  have  been  expressed  before. 
If  the  style,  too,  of  a  book  be  adapted  merely  to  the  age,  it  may 
be  popular,  but  it  will  die  with  the  age.  It  must  be  out  of  the 
age,  and  especially  before  it,  if  it  is  to  enjoy  immortality." 

In  writing  the  ^*  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  the  author  did  not  adapt 
his  subject  merely  to  the  age  in  which  he  had  grown  up,  but  to 
every  succeeding  age.  The  **  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words 
that  burn'^  throughout  the  poem,  can  never  become  obsolete : 
they  address  the  human  heart  at  all  seasons,  and  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, in  the  same  language ;  they  elicit  from  him  who 
reads  them  to-day,  as  they  did  from  him  who  read  them  fifty 
years  ago,  and  as  they  will  from  the  generation  to  come — the 
same  kindred  sentiments  of  pleasure  and  admiration. 

It  was  said  by  one  of  the  Poet's  critics,  that  the  style  of  the 
"  Botanic  Garden"  was  clearly  observable  in  the  poem.  Thia 
opinion  was  adopted  by  a  few  others,  but  only  for  a  very  brief 
space,  for  it  was  soon  pronounced  to  be  untenable,  and  that,  in 
reality,  "  none  but  himself  could  be  his  parallel."  Passages  were 
also  pointed  out,  in  which  it  was  said  he  had  imitated  Pope, 
Gray,  and  Goldsmith ;  but  it  was  always  confessed  that  wher- 
ever he  imitated,  he  at  least  equalled  his  models.  By  his  ap- 
parent imitation  of  the  author  of  the  "  Essay  on  Man,"  he  had 
early  acquired  (in  his  prize  poem  on  "  The  Origin  of  Evil,")  the 
title  of  the  "  Pope  of  Glasgow  ;"*  and  now,  it  was  allc^d,  he 
might  with  still  greater  propriety  be  designated  the  "  Darwin 
of  Edinburgh.*' — On  this  question  no  critic  of  the  day  has  pro- 
nounced with  more  truth  and  discrimination  than  Dr.  Ander- 
son ;  and  his  opinion,  written  in  pencil  on  a  fly-leaf  of  the  poem, 
is  thus  eloquently  recorded : — "  Uow  similar  is  the  Darwinian, 
and  yet  how  unlike,  in  reality,  to  the  exquisite  modulation  of 
the  style  of  Campbell,  which  rises  and  &lls  with  the  subject; 
now  sinking,  with  the  melancholy  accents  of  grief,  and  now  soar- 
ing on  the  wings  of  impassioned  eloquence ;  lofty  and  low  by 
fits ;  like  the  breeze-borne  sound  of  the  cataract ;  or  like  the 
night-wind  dallying  with  the  chords  of  an  .^lian  harp  r*f 

*  See  some  account  of  this  at  pages  165-6.    1704. 

f  Communicated  by  a  Correspondent^  who  had  tiie  happmefls  to  liye  in 
feuniliar  intercourse  with  Dr.  Anderson  during  the  latter  period  of  his  life, 
and  thus  speaks  of  him : — *^  I  never  met  with  a  man  like  him,  so  kind,  so 
frank  and  communicative ;  and  I  never  expected  to  meet  with  one  so  ex- 
empt from  all  malice,  so  candid,  and  so  acute  as  my  venerable  friend."  A 
tribute  to  Dr.  Anderson  from  Campbell's  pen,  will  be  found  in  a  fritura 
page  of  this  work: 
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Those  passages  in  the  poem,  which  became  immediate  and 
lasting  favorites  with  the  public,  have  been  already  mentioned: 
selected  from  these  were  certain  golden  lines,  and  expressions 
which  soon  became  identified  with  the  language,  and  are  now 
quoted,  like  those  of  Shakspcaro  himself,  both  in  public  assem- 
blies and  in  the  privacy  of  domestic  Hfe.  In  a  letter  from  his 
eldest  brother  in  America,  Campbell  was  told  that  his  poems 
had  been  quoted  with  applause  in  the  House  of  Representatives ; 
and  few  things,  he  oWrved,  had  ever  afforded  him  so  much 
pleasure — because  it  was  a  circumstance  highly  gratifying  to  his 
brother.* 

One  of  the  episodes  set  to  music  was  that  beginning — 

Aogel  of  life  thy  glittering  wings  explore 

Earth's  looeliest  bounds  and  ocean's  wildest  sho^e,  &c. 

To  quote  the  passage  in  full  would  be  contrary  to  the  object  in 
view,  which  is  merely  to  indicate  those  lines  in  the  printed  poem 
which  a  long  reign  of  popularity  has  rendered  fkmiliar  to  all 
readers  of  poetry.f 

■  >  ■  ■  '  ■ 

*  The  orator  who  thus  quoted  the  poem,  was  probably  Randolph,  who 
on  a  later  occasion  is  said  to  have  repeated,  in  the  senate, 

"  The  flag  that  braved,  a  thousand  years, 
The  battle  and  the  breeze,"  Ac 

f  One  of  the  lines — long  familiar  as  "  household  words,"  is — 

*^  Like  angel  viaitB  fnOj  and  far  between." 

In  Blair's  poem  of  the  ^'  Qrave,"  the  same  sentiment  is  thus  expressed — 

" ^visits, 

Like  those  of  angels — sftortt  and  £ar  between."* 

Bums  has  made  use  of  nearly  the  same  expression — 

**  Like  the  visits  of  good  angels — short,  and  far  between." 

But  the  thought  first  noticed  in  Blair,  is  not  an  imi»t)vement  upon  the  ori- 
ginal coDcepoon  in  Norri»^ 

•*  How  &ding  are  the  joys  we  dote  upon — 
Like  apparitions  seen  and  aone  ! 
But  those  which  soonest  take  their  flight, 
Are  the  most  exquisite  and  strong — 
Like  angeVs  visits  shorty  and  bright — 
Mortali^^s  too  weak  to  bear  them  long." 

Again,  in  the  Elegy  on  his  Niece,  he  says — 

**  Angels,  as  'tis  but  seldom  they  appear. 
So  neither  do  they  make  long  stay ; 
They  do  but  visit,  and  away !" 
It  always  appeared  to  be  a  singular  oversight^  both  in  Campbell  and 
the  able  critics  of  that  day,  that  a  line  in  the  '*  Specimens  of  Translations 
from  MedM,"  several  times  repeated  in  the  same  specimen,  should  have 


•] 
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Campbell  was  now  *'  so  yery  mnch  notieed  and  invited  out^" 
that  I  conclude  the  **  ^Rgging '  to  which  he  allndes  in  his  last 
letter,  is  to  be  charged  to  the  account  of  Edinburgh  hospitality. 
Of  the  merits  of  t£e  poem  there  was  but  one  opinion ;  it  was 
everywhere  quoted  and  praised ;  and  as  they  who  read  the  work 
were  generally  desirous  of  forming  an  acquaintance  with  the 
author,  hardly  a  day  passed  without  finding  Campbell  at  some 
festive  table  or  in  some  literary  coterie — "  3ie  observed  of  aU 
observers" — the  "bard  of  hope,  liberty,  independence,  patriot- 
ism !" — the  author  of  "  a  poem  in  which  there  is  not  a  Yulgai 
line — no,  not  a  vulgar  word/' 

"  When  he  got  into  general  society,*'  writes  Lord  Cuning- 
hame,  "  I  saw  less  of  Campbell ;  but  I  was  struck  when  we  met 
with  the  strong  and  firm  attachment  he  continued  to  maintain 
for  the  interests  of  liberty  and  humanity.  I  by  no  means  refer 
to  his  opinions  as  sound  in  themselves,  but  as  marking  the  ten- 
dency of  his  mind.  He  was  still  impressed  ¥rith  the  conviction, 
that  the  great  body  of  the  people,  in  all  countries,  had  numy 
wrongs  to  be  redressed ;  and  when  I  expressed  doubts  of  this 
admitting  of  any  practical  remedy,  in  the  present  imperfect  con- 
dition of  human  affairs,  he  begged  me  to  read  Godwin's  '  Caleb 
Williams,'  Holcroft's  novels,  and  '  Man  as  he  Is,'  and  '  Man  as 
he  Is  Not ;' — which  he  then  admired  as  delineations  of  character 
of  great  power  and  truth.  His  partiality  for  these  authors, 
shows  the  tendency  of  hb  mind  at  tnis  early  stage.  I  had  abun- 
dant reason  afterwards  to  know,  that  he  did  not  pin  his  faith 
on  the  opinions  either  of  Godwin  or  Holcroft." 

Mrs.  Ireland,  who  saw  much  of  Campbell  at  this  time,  men- 
tions that  it  was  in  the  musical  evenings  at  her  mother's  house, 
that  he  appeared  to  derive  the  greatest  enjoyment.  At  these- 
soiries  his  fevorite  song  was  "  Ye  Gentlemen  of  England,"  with 
the  music  of  which  he  was  particularly  struck,  and  determined 
to  write  new  words  for  it.  Hence  his  noble  and  heart-stirring 
lyric  of  "  Ye  Mariners  of  England,"  part  of  which,  if  not  all,  he 
is  said  to  have  composed  afSr  one  of  these  family  parties.  It 
was  not,  however,  until  after  he  had  retired  to  Katbbon,  and 


been  allowed  to  paM  unnoticed  through  nine  or  ten  editkxiB  of  the  Poem. 
It  occxars  twice  in  one  Ohonu — "  Watch  the  damned  parricide  I"  Mon- 
strous, murderous  parricide  t — BtHl  applying  the  same  epithet  to  Medea, 
and  renderinff  iraMo^^vev  and  mtioXtrop  [L  1890,  1404 J  in  the  sense  of 
parricide.  Many  yean  afterwards  this  was  podnted  out ;  and  in  the  lat* 
editioD,  Medea  has  reoovered  her  original  epithet,  and  instead  of  *  murderoos 
parricide,"  she  is  now  what  Euripedes  describes  her — a  **  foul  Infiuitidde." 
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lelt  his  patriotism  kindled  by  the  announcement  of  war  wiUi 
Denmark,  that  he  finished  the  original  sketch,  and  sent  it  home 
to  Mr.  Perry,  of  the  "  Morning  Chronicle.'*  Of  this  interesting 
£sM:t  we  shall  have  further  evidence  in  his  letters  from  the  Elbe 
and  the  Danube. 

During  the  summer  of  this  eventful  year,  much  of  the  Poet's 
time  was  spent  in  visiting  his  friends,  and  answering  the  com- 
plimentary notes  and  invitations  that  now  flowed  in  upon  him. 
With  the  pleasures,  he  felt  also  the  evils  of  popularity ;  but 
while  the  novelty  lasted,  the  former  greatly  predominated; 
and,  surrounded  by  those  who  vied  with  each  other  in  doing 
him  honor,  he  enjoyed  the  present,  and  looked  with  cheering 
confidence  to  the  future.  No  poem  had  ever  met  with  a  more 
flattering  reception ;  it  was  quoted  as  an  excellent  epitome  of 
sound  morals — inculcating,  by  lofty  examples,  the  practice  of 
every  public  and  domestic  virtue ;  and  conveying  the  most  in- 
structive lessons  in  the  most  harmonious  language.  In  one 
party,  the  author  received  the  united  congratulations  of  eminent 
theologians,  lawyers,  and  historians — men  who  were  themselves 
objects  of  public  admiration,  and  knew  how  to  bestow  their  praise 
with  delicacy  and  discrimination ;  whilst,  in  proof  of  the  popu- 
larity and  refinement  of  his  poem,  it  was  said  that  the  lover 
presented  it  to  his  mistress,  the  husband  to  his  wife,  the  mother 
to  her  daughter,  the  brother  to  his  sister ;  and  that  it  was  re- 
cited in  public  lectures,  and  given  as  a  prize-volume  in  schools.* 

These  facts — for  such  they  proved  to  be — were  highly  grati- 
fying both  to  the  Poet  and  his  friends.  All  were  satiisfied,  and 
none  more  so  than  the  publishers,  who,  encouraged  by  the  rapid 
sale  of  the  work,  presented  the  author  with  ^fty  pounds  for  the 
next  edition  of  two  thousand  copies.  In  the  midst  of  this  sud- 
den prosperity,  it  is  interesting  to  see  how  keenly  his  heart 
sympathised  with  the  unfortunate  victims  of  a  sanguinary  code. 
**  I  have  a  vivid  recollection,"  says  Lord  Cuninghame,  "  of  hav- 
ing taken  Campbell  to  the  closing  scene  in  court,  of  a  capital 
trial  of  a  man  who  was  condemned  to  death  for  embezzling  mo- 
ney from  letters.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  pain  that  Campbell 
felt  at  this  exhibition.    He  left  the  court  in  tears,  and  denounced 


*  The  first  copy  I  ever  saw  (»f  the  **  FleasnreB  of  Hope,"  was  a  beantiful 


he  fouDd  that  although  be  bad  copied  the  **  Fleasores  of  Hope  "  he  had  not 
neglected  hisQreek. 

10* 
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our  whole  Bystem  as  barbarous  and  cruel ;  and  predicted  Uimt 
a  penal  code  of  such  unnecessary  and  impolitic  severity,  would 
not  long  be  endured.  But  he  little  anticipated  that  his  pro- 
phecy would  be  verified  in  his  own  day." 

His  careful  revision  of  the  *'  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  as  it  again 
passed  through  the  press,  was  marked  by  the  introduction  <^ 
several  new  passages,  which  greatly  enhanced  its  original  beauty. 
One  of  these — often  quoted  as  the  finest  in  the  poem — ^was  toe 
following,  in  which  he  depicts  the  hour  of  dissolution : —  * 

**  Oh,  deep  enchanting  prelude  to  repose, 

The  dawu  of  bliss,  the  twilight  ofour  woes  I 

Yet  half  I  hear  the  panting  spirit  sigh, 

It  is  a  dread  and  awnil  thing  to  die ! 

Mysterious  worlds !  untrayeUed  by  the  sun, 

where  Time's  (ar-wandering  tide  nas  never  run, 

From  your  unfatbomed  shades  and  viewl^n  spheres^ 

A  warning  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears — 

Tis  Heaven's  commanding  trumpet^  long  and  loud. 

Like  Sinai's  thunder  pealing  from  the  cloud  1 

While  Nature  hears,  with  terror-mingled  trusty 

The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 

And,  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  trod 

The  roaring  waves,  and  called  upon  his  God, 

With  mortal  terrors  clouds  immortal  bliss, 

And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyssL 
Daughter  of  Faith !  awake,  arise,  illume 

The  dread  imknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb  1  .  .  .  . 
**  The  strife  is  o'er — the  pangs  of  nature  doee^ 

And  life's  last  rapture  triumphs  o'er  her  woes  t 

Hark !  as  the  spuit  eyes  with  eagle  gace 

The  noon  of  Heaven  uudazaled  by  the  blase, 

On  heavenly  winds  that  waft  her  to  the  al^, 

Float  the  sweet  tones  of  star-bom  melody ; 

Wild  as  that  hallowed  anthem  sent  to  hail 

Bethlehem's  shepherds  in  the  lonely  vale. 

When  Jordan  hushed  his  wavefl»  and  midnight  still 

Watched  OD  the  holy  towers  of  Zion's  hilL 

Soul  of  the  just  I  companion  of  the  dead  I 

Where  is  thy  home,  and  whither  art  thou  fled  I 

Back  to  its  heavenly  source  thy  being  goes, 

Swift  as  the  comet  wheels  to  whence  it  rose ; 

Doom'd  on  his  airy  path  awhile  to  bum. 

And  doom'd,  like  thee,  to  travel  and  return. 
Hark  I  frcan  the  world's  exploding  centre  driven, 

With  sounds  that  shook  the  firmament  of  heaveo, 

Careers  the  fierv  giant,  &8t  and  far, 

On  bickeri]:)^  wheels  and  adamantine  car ; 

From  planet  "vdiirled  to  planet  more  remote, 

He  visits  realms  beyond  the  reach  of  thoogfat; 
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But  wheeliitf  liomeward,  when  his  oourae  u  run, 
Ourbs  the  red  joke^  and  mingles  with  the  son  1 
So  hath  the  trayellar  of  earth  unfurled 
Her  trembling  wings,  emeiging  from  the  world ; 
And  o'er  the  path  by  mortal  never  trod. 
Sprang  to  her  source — the  bosom  of  her  God  T 

Among  the  short  lyrics,  hastily  composed  daring  this  autumn,, 
the  ballad  of  "  Gilderoy"  is  the  only  one  ever  printed  with  the 
author's  name.  A  new  heroic  theme — suggested,  perhaps,  by 
the  marked  applause  with  which  the  fine  bursts  of  patriotic  feel- 
ing in  his  poem  had  been  received  by  the  public — ^now  struck 
him  as  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  character  of  the  times.  Edin- 
burgh was  selected  for  the  scene  of  the  poem.  Its  title  was  to 
be  "  The  Queen  of  the  North  •/'  the  Poet  was  to  celebrate  the 
glory  and  independence  of  Scotland,  as  recorded  in  history  and 
tradition ;  to  display,  in  a  series  of  martial  episodes,  the  charac- 
ters and  achievements  of  her  great  men ;  and  by  the  powerful 
aid  of  paiuting,  re-kindle  in  the  national  mind  her  ancient  spirit 
<^  freedom  and  independence.  This  poem,  though  finely  ima- 
gined, was  never  completed ;  but  the  plan  was  so  far  settled, 
that  Mr.  Williams,  the  eminent  landscape  painter,  was  engaged 
to  illustrate  the  work  by  a  series  of  drawings ;  and  it  was  to  be 
brought  out  by  Mundell  and  Son,  with  more  than  ordinary  iclat. 
How  deeply  Uie  subject  was  cherished  by  Campbell,  and  with 
what  success  he  entered  upon  the  task,  will  be  seen  in  his  future 
letters  from  Germany. 

In  the  course  of  this  year,  Campbell  had  again  the  prospect 
of  meeting  his  long-expected  brother  in  Scotland ;  but  he  had 
no  wish  to  emigrate,  and  was  now  only  anxious  to  profit  by 
the  tide  that  was  running  in  his  favor.  This  prospect,  like  the 
former,  ended  in  disappointment ;  for,  owing  to  sudden  reverses 
in  trade,  his  brother  was  detained  in  Demerara.  To  this  disap- 
pointment various  allusions  are  found  in  the  family  letters.* 

*  In  a  letter  to  her  son  Alexander,  some  particulan  of  home  are  thus 
given  by  the  Poefs  mother: — **My  very  dear  Sandy, — It  gave  us  the 
greatest  pleasure  to  hear  of  your  health,  and  that  your  circumstances  were 
now  in  a  train  that  afforded  us  the  prospect  of  seeing  you  in  your  native 
ooontiy.  It  cannot  fail  to  give  us  the  utmost  pleasure  in  meeting  a  child 
so  long  absent,  and  one  too  that  never  said  or  did  an  undutiful  thkig  to 
his  parents^  I  trust  in  God  the  rough  winds  of  adversity  may  soon  be  over. 
Hank  GkKl,  I  never  enjoyed  better  health ;  I  wish  I  could  say  the  same  of 
your  venarable  father,  uef.  89.)  He  is  greatly  troubled  with  a  cough  during 
the  night,  and  severe  fits  of  sickness  t^ugh  the  day,  which  is  very  afflict- 
ing to  me.    It  is  DO  small  mercy,  however,  that  he  is  able  to  go  ahout^  anr). 
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I  now  return  to  the  Poet'i  oorieepondenoe  with  Mr.  Jamet 
Thomson. 

Ediuvdeob,  yiovembtr  6,  1799. 
Mt  dearest  Friekd, 

After  sending  you — ^if  I  remember  right — a  few  hasty 
lines,  with  a  copy  of  my  first-born,  by  Mr.  Robinson— of  whom 
I  conceived  a  very  favorable  opinion,  and  whom  I  wished  to 
introduce  to  you,  as  a  man  oi  taste  and  agreeable  manneia— 
I  intended  to  have  written  to  you  at  full  length.    There  is  m 

d d  invisible  agent  called  Laziness,  inimicS  to  happmess — 

activity — correspondence — everything  valuable.  I  have  to  ap- 
peal to  her  ladphip  if  she  has  not  been  the  sole  cause  of  my 
silence  to  Thomson,  and  all  my  other  dear  friends.  If  you  do 
not  believe  my  assertion,  I  shall  pray  that  I  may  have  the  power 
of  sending  the  aforesaid  lady  on  a  message  to  yourself^  that  she 
may  verify  my  words.  I  am  sure  I  should  be  willing  to  take 
a  ticket  for  her  ladyship  in  the  London  mail,  and  pay  all  her 
expenses  thither,  if  she  would  only  be  so  kind  as  stay  four  hun- 
dred miles  from  my  elbow. 

Some  wondrously  wise  people  say,  friendship  will  always  find 
words,  and  dictate  abundance  of  letters.  May  He  who  search- 
eth  the  hearts,  reins,  and  affections  of  frail  mankind,  judge  be- 
tween thee  and  me — whether,  during  this  last  half-year  of  my 
silence,  I  have  not  thought  upon  my  early  and  dear  friend,  with 
all  the  warmth  of  attachment  which  ever  actuated  my  heart  I 
A  circumstance  in  my  views  of  futurity,  if  possible  enhances 
that  affection.  I  shall  certainly  be  in  London  soon.  How  to 
define  that  word  "  soon,"  I  know  not ;  but  you,  my  good  friend, 
have  made  promises  without  perfbnning  them,  and  so  may  I ; 
for  want  of  punctuality  is  no  less  culpable  in  a  merchant,  than 
in  a  poet  I  This,  however,  I  alwajrs  keep  in  contemplation,  as 
a  source  of  consolation  in  all  my  crosses — ^that  I  shaU  one  day 
meet  you  in  London ;  that  we  shall  set  out  firom  thence  like 
two  &mous  adventurers  on  our  travels  to  the  north^-that  we 
shall  pass  for  great  people  in  Scothmd !  You  are  to  pass  for 
^'  a  young  nobleman  from  England,  who  has  taken  a  tour  to  the 
Hebrides  by  way  of  a  frolic ; '  and  I  shall  pass  for  "a  literary 


in  a  good  day,  takes  a  walk.  We  hear  frequently  fnm  Aidxy;  bis  affee- 
tiooate  and  dutiful  lettcn  are  the  greatest  comforts  that  your  ihtfaer  and  I 
have  in  this  worid  ....  Your  fiitiier  joins  me  in  praying  Ood  AuaoHrr 
to  Uess  our  dear  Saodj. 

"UiMQAMEt  OAHnnx." 
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gentleman,  who,  having  gained  a  fortune  by  his  writings^  has 
oome  to  look  out  for  some  agreeable  estate !  where  he  intends 
to  reside  until  a  change  of  Ministry  may  enable  him  to  get  a 
seat  in  Parliament,  and  represent  a  Scotch  borough !" 

There  is  nothing  so  pleasant  to  me  as  this  anticipation  of 
amusement  and  social  intercourse.  As  the  camel  in  the  desert 
feeds  upon  his  reservoir  of  water,  so  do  I  feast  upon  the  imagi- 
nation of  these  expected  events.  Life  is  so  short,  that,  if  we 
did  not  live  to  the  present  and  the  past,  existence  would  not  be 
worth  carrying  about  us.  But  I  am  moralizing — and  that  not 
verv  elegantly  either — for  I  see  I  am  jumbling  metaphors. 

is  Gregory  Watt  in  London  ?  God  bless  him  I  After  all, 
I  find  that  the  world  produces  few  such  men.  Henceforth 
let  yourself,  and  Watt,  and  Campbell,  love  one  another  without 
ceasinff !  Oh  I  that  the  time  may  soon  oome  when,  snug  in 
the  cabin  of  my  cottage,  I  may  enjoy  the  conversation  of  my 
two  best  friends  !  Thomson  I  a  little  experience  has  shown  me 
how  rare  it  b  to  find  a  congenial  heart — ^I  thought  so  once,  but 
I  know  it  now.  I  have  never  quarrelled  with  my  Edinburgh 
friends — I  respect  them — I  had  almost  said — ^I  love  them  I 
Yes,  perhaps  I  do  love  them,  for  **  I  owe  them  much.'' — Ardent 
88  ever — ^I  am  yours — 

T.  Oampbxll. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

PIL6RDCA0E  IK  GERM AHT. 

The  sprmg  of  this  year,  Jike  its  predecessor,  opoied  upon 
Campbell  with  many  flattering  prospects.  His  repatation  was 
now  so  firmly  established,  that  another  snooessful  effort  might 
be  expected  to  furnish  him  with  a  moderate  competency  for 
life.  The  demand  for  his  poem  had  so  much  increased,  that 
several  large  editions  of  it  were  already  sold ;  whilst  the  ad- 
miration of  his  minor  pieces,  with  which  it  was  accompanied, 
was  no  less  emphatically  expressed.  In  this  enviable  position 
with  the  public,  the  scene  of  this  new  enterprise  appeared  well 
calculated  to  win  more  golden  opinions.  His  own  heart  was  in 
the  subject,  and  he  hoped  to  mslke  his  poem  the  rehide  of  sen- 
timents that  would  find  an  echo  in  every  patriotic  breast.  He 
was  very  desirous,  however,  before  again  coming  forward  as  a 
poet,  to  acquire  more  varied  and  extensive  views  of  society. 
The  literature  of  Germany  was  now  eagerly  cultivated  by  the 
rising  talent  of  the  day ;  and  the  partiality  so  strongly  ex- 
pressed by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  found  a  warm  participator  in 
Campbell.  But  it  was  with  the  authors  more  than  their  works, 
that  he  longed  to  hold  friendly  conference ;  and,  anxious  to 
realize  a  project  which  had  latterly  taken  possession  of  his 
mind,  he  resolved  upon  a  literary  pilgrimage  in  Grermany. 
Several  of  the  friends  with  whom  he  had  £dly  intercourse, 
were  **  travelled  men !"  In  their  conversation  he  thought  he 
could  perceive  marked  advantages  resulting  fi'om  a  course  of 
foreign  travel.  Although  personally  a  brilliant  exception  to  the 
rule  that 

**  Home-keepiDg  youths  have  ever  homely  wita," 

he  dreaded  the  imputation,  and  entered  into  arrangements  for 
an  experimental  tour  in  Saxony.  In  adopting  this  scheme,  he 
acted  in  concert  with  Mr.  Richardson,  whose  sentiments  were  in 
unison  with  his  own. 

It  was  arranged  between  them,  that  if  the  Poet  set  out  first, 
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ftiend  dioald  join  him ;  that  they  should  travel  in  company, 
collect  a  joint  stock  of  information  on  all  literary  topics ;  that 
after  an  extensive  tour  on  the  Continent,  they  would  return 
home,  and  convert  their  materials  into  a  form  in  which  they 
might  be  laid  before  the  public  The  more  he  reflected  on  this 
plim,  the  more  feasible  it  appeared.  He  was  sanguine  as  to 
the  result ;  in  his  ardor  to  travel  he  neither  saw  nor  imagined 
difllculties. — ^  'Us  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view ;'' — 
and  in  r^;ard  to  his  private  feeUngs,  he  was  a  philanthropist,  a 
cituen  of  the  world — and  could  say 

«  All  plSfCes  that  the  eye  of  heaven  yiaits 
Are  to  the  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens." 

Did  any  of  his  young  friends  dissuade  him  from  the  enter- 
prise (for  in  those  days  it  involved  some  risk  of  personal  liberty)  ? 
his  answer  was  ready — 

*  I  rather  would  enti-eat  /Ay  cwnvanv. 
To  see  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad, 
Tlian,  living  duUy  slao^ffardized  at  home, 
Wear  out  tiby  youth  wim  shapeless  idleness.** 

Fully  decided  upon  his  German  pilgrimage,  he  had  the  satis- 
faction to  know  that  it  was  approved  of  by  those  friends  and 
counsellors  to  whose  opinion  he  attached  most  weight;  and 
their  approbation  was  confirmed  by  various  letters  of  introduc- 
tion to  merchants,  diplomatists,  and  literary  characters,  who 
were  residing  near  the  line  of  his  intended  route.  Among 
these  was  a  special  introduction  to  Elopstock,  then  in  his  seven- 
ty-sixth year,  and  residing  as  Danish  legate  at  Hamburgh. 
Among  me  chief  restiDg-pUces  on  which  he  had  determined, 
were  Gottingen,  Jena,  and  Weimar.  The  patronage  then  ex- 
tended to  men  of  genius  by  the  reigning  Duko,*  had  rendered 
Jena  a  favorite  seat  of  the  Muses ;  and  Weimar,  though  a 
small,  enjoyed  the  well-merited  title  of  an  ''  Augustan  Court" 

For  some  days,  however,  Campbell  was  much  divided  be- 
tween the  desire  of  visiting  London,  and  that  of  embarking  at 
once  for  Hamburgh.  At  length  his  anxiety  to  visit  the  great 
Metropolis  prevaued ;  he  resolved  to  take  his  passage  in  a  Leith 

*  In  a  reoent  work,  entitled  **  Jocknal  or  a  Rcsidevoe  in  GaRMAinr,'' 
some  partaculars  are  given  of  Weimar,  and  the  Grand-Ducal  fiunUy,  whidi 
might  possibly  interest  the  reader.  Weimar  could  then  boast  of  Groethe — 
the  living  representative  of  Schiller,  Wieland,  and  others;  and  the  writer 
wen  remembers  the  youthful  enthusiasm  awakened  bj  his  first  visit  to  the 
"  Athms  of  Germany.** 
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smack  to  see  all  the  wooden  of  the  modern  Babel— surprise 
one  or  two  friends — and  then,  after  a  week's  sojoom,  proceed 
to  Harwich  and  embark  lor  Grermany.  Under  the  influence  of 
this  exhilarating  prospect^  he  writes  with  Spartan  brevity  to 
Mr.  Thomsom : 

Mr  DEAR  Friend, 

Open  your  arms  to  receive  me  in  London  in  a  few  dmyt  1 
I  am  by  this  time  tossing  on  the  waves  I 

Your's  most  deliriously — 

T.  C. 

Williams  (the  bearer)  is  one  of  my  Edinburgh  friends — a  man 
of  first-rate  genius  in  his  profession,  which  is  that  of  a  land- 
scape painter. 

Mr.  Williams  was  the  artist  who  had  engaged  to  illustrate 
the  "  Queen  of  the  North,''  which  was  to  be  finished  during  the 
Poet's  travels,  and  printed  on  his  return  to  Edinburgh.  His 
note  to  Mr.  Thomson  is  without  date ;  but  there  is  reason  to 
believe  that  it  was  written  and  despatched  about  the  20th  of 
May.  In  the  mean  time,  however,  the  plan  of  taking  London 
in  his  way,  was  completely  frustrated  by  unforeseen  obstacles ; 
and  he  was  advised  to  take  the  packet,  and  run  straight  across 
to  the  Elbe. 

It  was  also  arranged,  that  his  brother  Daniel  should  accom- 
pany him  in  the  voyage.  ^  Daniel  had  formed  sanguine  ex- 
pectations of  being  enabled  to  carry  on  business  as  a  manufac- 
turer, in  some  of  the  (German  or  Belgian  towns."  On  their 
arrival  in  Hamburgh,  he  intended  to  be  guided  by  circum- 
stances and  the  advice  of  friends ;  and  in  the  mean  time  his 
characteristic  humor  would  drive  away  both  sea-sickness  and 
the  spleen.  This  new  plan  being  settled,  and  the  day  fixed  for 
their  departure,  Campbell  again  writes  to  his  friend  in  very 
characteristic  terms. 

TO  MR  JAMES  THOMSOIC. 

Edinbuboh,  June  1, 1800. 

Mr  DEAR  Thomson, 

The  style  of  the  few  lines  which  I  sent  by  Williams, 
was  so  extravagant,  that  I  have  no  doubt  you  Uiougnt  me  mad. 
In  the  height  of  my  joy  at  the  prospect  of  seeing  and  embracing  a 
long  absent  and  much  valued  friend,  Iperhaps  took  the  privilege 
of  mania,  so  natural  to  my  profession.  But  I  assure  you,  the  Hoence 
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of  fiction  was  not  superadded  to  that  of  madness,  for  my  inten- 
tion to  see  70a  was  sincere,  although  my  words  must  now 
appear  to  fabify  mj  promise.  God  bless  this  light  head  and 
still  lighter  purse !  I  had  two  objects  in  view — Germany  and 
London — ^and  was  fool  enough  to  believe  I  could  overtake  them 
both.  But  as  Germany  could  not  be  laid  aside,  and  as  a  twelve- 
month's ramble  on  the  Continent  is  no  joke  to  the  finances  of  a 
poet,  I  have  avoided  the  seduction  of  that  great  city — the  galaxy 
of  genius — the  panorama  of  the  universe,  <fec.  <fec  To  speak  in 
a  plain  style  of  apology  to  my  friend,  whose  aflfcctionate  expec- 
tations have  no  doubt  been  damped,  I  must  explain  the  motives 
and  counter  motives  in  this  change  of  resolution. 

To  see  London — to  see  Godwin,  Macintosh,  Mrs.  Siddons,  and 
yourself — was  to  me  a  long  cherished  expectation ;  but  many 
fears  intervened.  I  know  my  own  nature — idleness — dissipa- 
tion— engagements  with  booksellers — ^too  various  and  exten- 
sive to  be  completed  for  some  years — new  acquaintances  and  new 
sights — ^would  have  dismissed  the  tittle  industry  I  possess  in 
Edinburgh,  and  must  have  reduced  me  in  a  short  time,  to  the 
fettered  state  of  a  bookseller's  &g.  London  would  have  swal- 
lowed me  up  like  a  vortex ;  and  to  get  clearly  away  with  the 
stock  I  now  possess,  would  have  been  impracticable.  My  trav- 
elting  to  Germany  must  have  been  delayed  for — God  knows  how 
long. 

It  was  a  combat  between  friendship  and  prudence ;  for  curios- 
ity was  an  ingredient  in  both  views,  and  prompts  me  as  strongly 
to  the  Continent  as  to  London.  I  shall  see  Schiller  and  Goethe — 
the  banks  of  the  Rhme — and  the  mistress  of  Werter !  But  alas  I 
I  shall  not  find  such  a  friend  at  Gdttingen,  as  I  found  in  Thom- 
son at  Glasgow. 

I  am  prepared  for  the  stare  of  strangers — for  their  ridicule  of 
me  in  speaking  broken  German,  and  all  the  awkward  solitude 
of  one  unknowing  and  unknown.  But  to  be  uncaged  from  the 
insipid  scenes  of  life,  is  a  reward  for  more  evils  than  my  fear 
suggests.  Besides,  the  acquisition  of  another  language,  and  the 
ability  to  accept  of  a  situation  as  a  travelling  tutor  at  my  return, 
allows  me  to  hope  for  better  days. 

Besides,  upon  reflection,  I  see  the  propriety  of  making  my  first 
appearance  in  London  to  the  best  advantage.  At  present  I  am 
a  raw  Scotch  lad,  and  in  a  London  company  of  wits  and  genius- 
es, would  make  but  a  dull  figure  with  my  northern  brogue  and 
"  braw  Scotch  boos."  I  am  not  satisfied  with  my  quantum  of 
literature,  but  intend  to  write  a  few  more  books  before  I  make 
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my  dib(^t  in  London.  In  reality,  my  fixed  intention  on  return- 
ing from  Germany  is  to  set  up  a  course  of  lectures  upon  the 
Belles  Lettres.  I  had  some  thoughts  of  lecturing  in  Edinburgh, 
but  cannot  think  of  remaining  any  longer  in  one  place. 

If  London  should  not  offer  encouragement,  I  mean  to  try  Dub- 
lin. I  think  this  a  respectable  profession,  as  the  showman  of 
the  bear  and  monkey  said,  when  he  gave  his  name  to  the  com- 
missioners of  the  income  tax,  as  an  '*  itinerant  Lecturer  on  Nat- 
ural History." 

The  ship  rocks  at  anchor — the  mild  west  wind  speaks  to  my 
heart  about  the  German  harbor.  In  my  mind^s  eye  I  am  wan- 
dering about  the  streets  of  a  strange  city,  listening  to  strange 
tongues,  gazing  upon  strange  sign- posts,  and  musing  anon  upon 
my  friends.  Thomson !  I  love  you  as  sincerely  as  when  I  parted 
with  you  at  Glasgow.  My  heart  grows  full  at  the  prospect  of 
being  still  feuilher  away  from  you.  But  my  joy  returns  when  I 
think  of  seeing  you  in  London — a  wiser  and  more  respectable 
man  than  I  could  seem  at  present.  I  shall  date  my  next  from 
Hamburgh.  Forgive  the  disappointment  I  have  occasioned,  and 
do  not  undervalue  me  for  change  of  resolution ;  for  abroad,  as 
well  as  at  home,  I  shall  ever  be  yours  sincerely — 

Thos.  Campbell. 

This  letter  was  written  on  the  first  of  June ;  and  the  same 
afternoon  Campbell  proceeded  to  Newhaven,  and  then  to  Leith, 
where  the  vessel,  that  was  to  waft  him  across  the  German  Ocean, 
''rocked  at  anchor."  Mr.  (now  Lord)  Cuninghame  and  Mr. 
Richardson  accompanied  him  to  the  boat ;  and  in  a  few  minutea 
he  and  his  brother  took  possession  of  their  small  bertha  in  a 
Hamburgh  trader.  The  wind  was  fair ;  and,  as  the  vessel  stood 
out  to  sea,  it  may  be  imagined  with  what  feelings  the  pilgrim 
exchanged  the  last  signal  with  his  friends.  Circumstances  iuaii- 
fied  the  allusion — parting  with  a  classic  poet  suggested  a  daano 
farewell ;  and  in  no  words  could  it  be  so  weU  expressed  as  in 
those  of  "  his  own  favorite  Lyrist" — 

Sic  te  DivB  potens  Oypri, 

Sic  fratres  Helenie,  ludda  ddera, 
Yentonmiqae  regat  Pater 

Obstnctifl  aUifl,  prseter  lapygot 
Navia,  qun  tibi  creditum 

Debes  Yifgilinm :  finibns  Attids 
ReddftB  inoolumem,  precor, 

Et  serves  amma  aimidiiim  men. 
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His  own  impressions,  as  he  stood  on  the  poop  of  the  vessel, 
and  watched  the  retiring  landscape,  are  thus  recorded : — 

**  Tit— ere  obliyion  shade  each  &iry  scene ; 
Ere  capes,  and  difib,  and  waters  intervene : 
Ere  distant  walks  my  pilgrim  feet  erolore. 
By  Elbe's  slow  wanaerings,  and  the  Danish  shore ; — 
Still  to  my  country  turns  my  partial  view, 
Tbat  seems  the  dearest  at  the  last  adieu  1 

Te  lawns,  and  grottos  of  the  clustered  plain ; 
Ye  mountain-walks,  Edina's  green  domain ; 
Haunts  of  my  youth,  where,  oft,  by  fiemcy  drawn, 
At  yenneil  eve,  still  noon,  or  shady  dawn. 
My  soul,  secluded  from  the  deafening  throng, 
Has  woo'd  the  bosom-prompted  power  of  song : 
And  thou,  my  loved  abode— romantic  ground. 
With  ancient  towers  and  spiry  summits  crown'd — 
Home  of  the  polished  arts  and  liberal  mind  1 
By  truth  and  taste  enlightened  and  refined — 
Thou  scene  of  Scotland's  glory,  now  decay'd. 
Where  once  her  Senate  and  her  Sceptre  sway'd ; 
As  round  thy  moulder'd  monimients  of  &me, 
Tradition  pomts  an  emblem  and  a  name, 
Lo  1  what  a  group  Imagination  brings 
Of  starr^  barons,  and  of  thronM  kings  I 
Departed  days  in  bright  succession  start, 
And  all  the  patriot  kindles  in  my  heart  T* 


Campbell's  reception  at  Hamburgh  was  very  gratifying.  His 
fame  had  preceded  him,  and  sounded  the  note  of  welcome  prep- 
aration among  the  British  residents,  who  vied  with  each  other 
hi  showing  him  every  mark  of  respect  and  hospitality.  But  at 
that  moment,  political  excitement  was  at  its  neight;  Bavaria 
had  surrendered  several  town  to  the  French ;  the  upper  Valley 
of  the  Danube  was  placed  under  military  government ;  the  prin- 
cipalities adjoining  were  "  frightened  from  their  propriety ;"  and 
it  was  considered  neither  expedient  nor  safe  for  Campbell  to 
prosecute  his  original  plan.  Jena,  therefore,  was  reluctantly 
given  up.  Ratisbon  was  recommended;  there  was  a  Scotch 
college  in  that  city ;  letters  would  be  given  him  to  the  venera- 
ble Abbot  Arbuthnot,  under  whose  protection  he  would  have 
time  for  study  and  observation.  From  Ratisbon  he  might  de- 
scend the  Danube  to  Vienna,  and  thus  gratify  his  taste  for  vari- 

♦  This  *^  Fragment^"  as  it  is  called,  forms  part  of  the  opening  scene  of  the 
poem  then  in  embryo,  "The  Queen  of  the  Worth,''  of  wnich  further  sped- 
mens  will  be  given  hereafter. 
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ety  without  personal  risk.  In  the  mean  time,  a  short  residence 
in  Hamburgh  would  give  him  some  knowledge  of  the  comitry 
and  its  language,  and  enable  him  to  proceed  inland  with  more 
conlidence  and  advantage.  Such  was  the  counsel  of  his  friends, 
and  by  that  counsel  he  resolved  to  abide.  His  introduction  to 
Klopstock  procured  him  the  flattering  notice  of  other,  though 
less  distinguished,  men,  and  formed  an  epoch  in  his  life.  ^  He 
was  a  mild,  civil  old  man,*'  says  Campbell,  in  one  of  his  notes. 
"Our  only  intercourse  was  in  L^tin.  With  that  language  I 
made  my  way  tolerably  well  among  the  French  and  Germans, 
and  still  better  when  I  fell  in  with  Hungarians."  His  first  letter 
from  the  banks  of  the  Elbe  is  addressed  to  the  fnend  whom  he 
expected  to  join  him. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  RICHARDSOIC. 

Hambueoh,  June  26,  1800. 
My  dear  Friend, 

In  Hamburgh,  as  in  Edinburgh,  you  are  ever  with  my 
thoughts.  My  voyage  from  Leith,  and  my  intended  journey  to 
Ratisbon,  I  will  describe  in  my  next ;  for  at  present  I  am  agi- 
tated by  a  million  cares  and  anxieties.  I  have  been  seized  with 
a  sickness,  common  to  strangers  at  Hamburgh,  called  the  "  sea- 
soning sickness.''  May  I  still  believe  you  my  friend  as  warmly 
as  when  we  talked  of  Germany  at  Newhaven  2  Yes,  I  comfort 
myself  on  this  auspicious  commencement  of  my  journey,  that  I 
have  left  behind  me  a  true  friend !  I  expect  to  get  down  to 
Ratisbon  by  a  return  coach  of  a  Leghorn  courier,  for  a  few 
pounds,  as  cheaply,  at  least,  as  I  could  travel  to  Jena  by  the  tMt- 
gon.  When  the  new  edition  of  my  book  comes  out,  you  will  be 
so  good  as  get  twelve  copies*'  of  it  from  Mr.  Mundell ;  he  prom- 
ised me  that  number  for  every  thousand  which  he  may  print; 
and  I  know  he  is  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  retract.  I  have 
seen  the  great  Kloptock,  and  given  him  a  copy  of  the  third 
edition.  Farewell  f  The  blessing  of  heaven  rest  on  your  head. 
Give  my  love  to  our  precious  and  chosen  circle  of  friends — ^the 
Grahames — the  Hills — Reddal.  Ratisbon  is  the  word  I  Thine 
most  firmly,  T.  C. 

His  journey  from  Hamburgh  to  Ratisbon,  and  the  pubHe 


*  The  twelve  copies,  here  mentiooed,  I  undentand  to  have  been  in  ad- 
dition to  the  pecnniaiy  doooeur,  presented  to  the  author  on  every  mpoeiava 
edition.    See  pages  208  and  225. 
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events  which  preceded  and  followed  his  arrival  in  the  ancient 
capital  of  Bavaria,  are  thus  felicitously  described. 

TO   DR.  ROBERT  ANDERSON. 

Ratibbohns,  [or  Ratisbon]  10^  Aufftut,  1800. 

Mt  dear  Sir, 

I  write  you  from  Ratisbon,  on  the  Danube,  where  I  ar- 
rived three  days  before  it  was  taken  by  the  French.  I  was  dis- 
appointed in  tne  vessel  which  I  expected  to  carry  me  down  the 
Danube  to  Vienna ;  but  never  dreamt  of  seeing  hostilities  so 
near  the  city,  or  that  the  numerous  forces  of  Count  Elenau,  who 
lay  encamped  in  the  neighborhood,  would  be  driven  before  the 
French.  During  the  first  night  that  I  slept  in  Ratisbon,  a  dis- 
tant but  long-continued  cannonading  announced  an  engagement 
on  the  outposts.  Klenau  was  victorious — (so  said  the  Ratisbon 
Gazette) — but  his  victory  brought  the  French  still  nearer  us-*- 
for  Klenau,  like  the  Duke  of  Y ,  makes  a  practice  of  re- 
treating after  all  his  victories !  He  fought  during  ten  hours  of 
the  foflowing  day,  within  sight  of  the  heights  to  the  west  of 
Ratisbon ;  and  was  defeated  again  with  severe  loss.  Two  days 
after  he  was  driven  over  the  Danube  the  French  entered  Ratis- 
bon ;  and  an  armistice  was  allowed  him  to  lie  at  peace  in  his 
present  position — viz.,  the  village  of  Haddamhofi^  and  the  oppo- 
site bank  of  the  river. 

What  are  the  expectations  of  politicians  now  with  regard  to 
peace  ?  Everything  here  is  whisper,  surmise,  and  suspense.  If 
war  breaks  out,  the  bridge  over  the  Danube  is  expected  to  be 
blown  up  I  You  may  guess  what  a  devil  of  a  splutter  twenty- 
four  large  arches  will  make — ^flying  miles  high  in  the  air,  and 
coming  down  like  falling  planets  to  crush  the  town ! — Joking 
apart — ^and  indeed  the  event  will  be  no  joke — Ratisbon  will  be 
shivered  to  atoms ;  and,  as  no  premonition  is  expected,  the  in- 
habitants may  be  buried  under  the  ruins.  But,  m  spite  of  all 
conjectures  to  the  contrary,  I  think  peace  is  not  fkt  off. 

My  journey  to  Ratisbon  was  tedious,  but  not  unpleasant. 
The  general  constituents  of  German  scenery  are  corn-fields, — 
many  leagues  in  extent,  and  dark  tracts  of  forests  equally  exten- 
sive. Of  this  the  eye  soon  becomes  tired ;  but  in  a  few  favored 
spots,  there  is  such  an  union  of  wildness,  variety,  richness  and 
beauty,  as  cannot  be  looked  upon  without,  lively  emotions  of 
pleasure  and  surprise.  We  entered  the  valley  of  Heitsch  on  the 
trontier  of  Bavaria,  late  in  the  evening,  after  the  sun  had  set 
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behind  the  hills  of  Saxony.  A  winding  road  through  a  long 
woody  plain  leads  to  tliis  retreat :  it  was  some  hours  before  we 
got  across  it,  frequently  losing  our  way  in  the  innumerable  paths 
that  intersect  each  other.  At  last  the  shade  of  the  forest  grew 
deeper  and  darker,  till  a  sudden  and  steep  descent  seem^  to 
carry  us  into  another  world.  It  was  a  total  eclipse — ^but,  like 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  it  was  the  patii  to  paradise. 
Suddenly  the  scene  expanded  into  a  broad  grassy  glen ;  lighted 
from  above  by  a  full  and  beautiful  moon — ^it  united  all  the  wild- 
ncss  of  a  Scotch  glen,  with  the  verdure  of  an  English  garden. 
The  steep  hills  on  either  side  of  our  green  pathway,  were  cover- 
ed with  a  luxuriant  growth  of  trees,  where  millions  of  fire-flies 
flew  like  stars  among  the  branches.  Such  enchantment  could 
not  be  surpassed  in  Temp6  itself.  I  would  travel  to  the  Walls 
of  China,  to  feel  again  the  wonder  and  delight  that  elevated  my 
spirits  when  I  first  surveyed  this  enchanting  scene.  An  incident 
apparently  slight  certainly  heightened  the  efiect  produced  by 
external  beauty.  While  we  gazed  up  to  the  ruined  fortifications, 
that  stretched  in  bold,  broken  piles,  across  the  ridge  of  the  moun- 
tain, military  music  sounded  at  a  distance.  Five  thousand  Aus- 
trians,  on  their  march  to  Bohemia  (where  the  French  were 
expected  to  penetrate,)  passed  our  carriage  in  a  long  broad  line, 
and  encamped  in  a  wide  plain  at  one  extremity  of  the  vaUey. 
As  we  proceeded  on  our  way,  the  rear  of  their  army,  composed 
of  Red-cloaks  and  Pandours,  exhibited  strange  and  picturesque 
groups,  sleeping  on  the  bare  ground,  with  their  horses  tied  to 
trees;  whilst  the  sound  of  the  Austrian  trumpets  died  faintly 
away  among  the  echoes  of  the  hills. 

It  was  a  sudden  transition  from  the  beauties  of  an  interesting 
journey,  to  the  horrors  of  war  and  confusion  that  prevailed  at 
Ratisbon.  The  richest  fields  of  Europe  desolated  by  contending 
troops.  Feasants  driven  from  their  homes  to  starve  and  beg  in 
the  streets — horses  dying  of  hunger,  and  men  dying  of  meir 
wounds,  were  the  dreadful  novelties  at  this  time.  A  few  more 
agreeable  circumstances  tended  to  lessen  the  effect  of  these  dis- 
agreeable scenes.  The  novelty  of  everything  around  me — ^the 
splendor  and  sublimity  of  the  Catholic  Service — and  the  hospi- 
tality of  the  good  Monks  [of  the  Benedictine  Scotch  College  of 
St  James]  in  their  old  marble  Hall,  amused  me  into  peace  of 
mind — as  far  as  tranquillity  could  be  enjoyed  in  such  perilous 
times,  llie  music  of  our  high  Church  Cathedral  is  beyond  con- 
ception. On  the  morning  before  the  French  entered  Ratisbon, 
a  soleom  ceremony  was  held.    One  passage  in  the  Latin  servioet, 


iR.  22.]  PILGRIMAGE  IN   GXUMANT^— RATISBON,  289 

was  singularly  Apropos  to  the  fears  of  the  inhabitants  for  siege 
and  bombardment.  The  dreadful  prophecy,  ^  Oh,  Jerusalem, 
Jerusalem !  thou  shalt  be  made  desolate !' — was  dianted  bj  a 
loud,  single  voice,  from  one  end  of  the  long  edioing  CathedraL 
A  pause  more  expressive  than  any  sound  succeeded — ^and  then 
the  whole  thunder  of  the  organs,  trumpets,  and  drums,  broke  in. 
I  never  conceived  that  the  terrific  in  music  could  be  carried  to 
such  a  pitch. 

Within  two  hours  an  alarm  was  given  for  the  Hungarian  In< 
fantry  to  inarch  from  the  camp,  and  support  their  retreating 
countrymen.  Their  music,  though  less  sacred,  was  perfect  in  its 
kind.  The  effect  of  this  military  exhibition — the  most  impres- 
sive that  could  be  witnessed — ^was  heightened  in  effect  by  the 
sound  of  distant  artillery,  and  the  flashing  of  carabines  in  the 
neighboring  wood,  where  the  French  and  Austrian  Roth-man- 
tels skirmished  in  small  parties.  The  appearance  of  dead  and 
wounded  men  carrying  past,  gave  a  serious  aspect  to  the  scene, 
and  convinced  the  spectator  that  he  was  not  witnessing  the 
scene  of  a  holiday  parade. 

Since  the  arrivid  of  the  gallant  republicans,  we  have  many 
specimens  of  military  evolutions  extremely  strildng.  Such  6ery 
countenances  and  rapid  manoeuvres,  as  these  active  little  fellows 
exhibit,  are  only  to  be  expected  from  the  conquerors  of  Lodi  and 
Marengo.  It  would  rouse  every  spark  of  enthusiasm  in  your 
heart  to  see  them  marching  with  steady  and  measured  steps  to 
the  war-song  of  liberty.* 

Forgive  this  tedious  digression  on  military  sights.  I  beg  your 
pardon — what  is  all  this  admiration  of  '*  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance of  war,"  but  a  vain  unfounded  sentiment  ?  God  grant 
that  we  had  peace !     Yours  for  ever —  T.  C. 

The  action  referred  to  was  fought  but  a  few  days  before  the 
armistice,  and  gave  the  French  possession  of  Ratisbon.  The 
point  from  which  Campbell  witnessed  the  conflict  has  never,  so 
fiar  as  I  know,  been  correctly  named.  It  was  on  the  ramparts, 
close  to  the  Scotch  Monastery,  (not  "  on  the  walls  of  a  Convent 
near  Hohenlinden,"  and  in  the  city,  not  "  in  the  country,")  that 
he  took  his  station  at  the  eventful  moment.  The  battle  of  Ho- 
henlinden,  which  he  has  been  supposed  to  have  witnessed,  was 
not  fought  until  the  third  of  December ;  and  the  following  ac- 

*  The  **  MaraeiUaifle"  was  hiB  greatest  fitvorite — ^he  often  chanted  the 
air— «nd  in  the  last  months  m  his  &tal  malady,  listened  with  great  and 
evident  satis&ietioii,  while  his  niece  played  it  to  him  on  the  piana 
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count,  which  has  been  generally  mistaken  for  a  descri^on  of 
that  memorable  day,  refers  only  to  the  events  of  July — the  sum- 
mer, but  not  the  winter  campaign.  In  a  letter  to  his  eldest 
brother  in  Virginia,  he  thus  writes: — 

"  One  moment's  sensation — the  single  hope  of  seeing  human 
nature  exhibited  in  its  most  dreadful  attitude,  overturned  my 
past  decisions.  I  got  down  to  the  seat  of  war  some  weeks  be- 
fore the  summer  armistice,  and  indulged  in  what  you  call  the 
criminal  curiosity  of  witnessing  blood  and  desolation.  Never 
shall  time  efface  from  my  memory  the  recollection  of  that  hour 
of  astonishment  and  expended  breath,  when  I  stood  with  the 
good  Monks  of  St  James  [Jakob]  to  overlook  a  charge  of 
Klenau's  cavalry  upon  the  French  under  Grenicr."  This  took 
place  near  the  walls  of  Ratisbon — **  We  saw  the  fire  given  and 
returned,  and  heard  distinctly  the  sound  of  the  Frendi  jmmh^*- 
eharge  collecting  the  lines  to  attack  in  close  oolumn.  After 
three  hours,  awaiting  the  issue  of  a  severe  action,  a  park  of  artil- 
lery was  opened  just  beneath  the  walls  of  the  Monastery ;  and 
several  drivers  that  were  stationed  there  to  convey  the  wounded 
in  spring-wagons,  were  killed  in  our  sight"*' 

In  his  posthumous  notes  of  this  eventful  period,  he  thus  i«- 
turns  to  Uie  subject  :• — ^  This  formed  the  most  important  epoch 
in  my  life,  in  point  of  impressions ;  but  those  impressions  at  see- 
ing numbers  of  men  strewn  dead  on  the  field — or,  what  was 
worse — seeing  them  in  the  act  of  dying,  are  so  horrible  to  my 
memory,  that  I  study  to  banish  them.  At  times  when  I  have 
been  fevered  and  ill,  I  have  awoke  from  night-mare  dreams  about 
these  dreadful  images  T 


The  history  of  his  life  at  Ratisbon  is  thus  continued  in  a  let- 
ter to  Mr.  Richardson : — 

RMniKTmo,  RATiBBOifint,  12th  Augutt,  1800. 
Mt  dear  FiUKin), 

I  found  your  "  Pleasures  of  Memory,"  and  read  it  with 
a  tender  remembrance  of  the  time  when  I  received  it  It  is  one 
of  my  chief  consolations  in  this  dreary  place.  Of  news  I  can  send 
you  none,  my  time  is  spent  more  monotonously — ^more  method- 
istically — more  punctiliously  than  ever  in  the  course  of  my  life. 


*  This  quotatim  is  given  in  Waahington  Irving's  (Baltimore)  editiop  of 
Campbell's  PoemSi 
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I  can  tell, you  to  a  moment  the  successive  operations  of  the  day. 
I  rise  at  seven — thanks  to  the  flies  that  forbid  me  to  sleeps 
and,  after  returning  thanks  to  Gk>d  for  prolonging  my  miserable 
existence  at  Ratisbonne — I  put  on  a  pair  of  boots  and  panta- 
loons, and  study  with  open  windows,  and  half  naked,  till  ten 
o'clock.  I  then  chew  a  crust  of  bread,  and  eat  a  plum  for  break- 
last  At  eleven — ^my  Parlez-vaus- Francois  steps  in  with  his 
formal  periwig,  and  still  more  formal  bow.  I  chatter  a  jargon 
of  Latin  and  French  to  him — ^for  he  has  no  English — and  study 
again  from  twelve  till  one ;  dine  and  read  English  or  Greek  till 
two,  and  then  take  an  afternoon  nap.  Under  a  burning  sun  I 
then  expose  my  feeble  caceass  in  a  walk  round  the  cursed  walls, 
or  traverse  the  wood  where  the  Roth-mantels  or  "  Red-*cloaks,'* 
and  Hussars,  amused  us  at  cut-and-tkriMtj  before  the  city  was 
taken.  Sometimes  I  venture  to  the  heights  where  the  last  kick- 
up  was  seen,  when  the  poor  Austrians  were  driven  across  the 
Danube. 

The  Convent  I  seldom  visit;  we  always  get  upon  politics,  and 
that  is  a  cursed  subject  Sometimes  I  drink  tea  with  the  cele- 
brated Lady  W e :  I  meet  with  parties  of  French  officers  at 

her  house,  who,  in  general,  are  famous  fellows.  Some  of  them 
apeak  English,  almost  all  of  them  Latin.  If  my  friend  were 
here,  I  should  feel  that  renovation  of  spirits,  which  I  experienced 
before  leaving  home,  like  a  new  era  in  my  existence. 

A  thousand  romantic  thoughts  come  across  my  brain,  when  I 
iook  at  the  maps  of  Switierland,  Italy,  and  Styria.  The  way 
home  by  the  Rhine,  and  by  Paris,  is  also  a  pleasant  anticipation ; 
but  I  know  not  what  to  think  till  I  hear  seriously  from  yourself, 
and  till  I  have  transmitted  the  Q.  N.* — If  you  have  not  yet  sent 
oflf  your  budget,  send  it  directly  to  the  care  of  the  Scotch  Col- 
lege, who  are  better  known  than  my  chirurgo-barbarian  land- 
lord, Herr  Deisch,  who  shaves  beards  for  two-pence,  draws  teeth 
for  a  florin,  lops  a  limb  for  a  ducat,  and  breathes  a  vein  for 
twenty-four  kreuzers,  to  the  whole  dty  of  Ratisbon  I  Apropos 
— have  you  won  your  thousand  guineas  which  were  laid  against 
a  penny  by  the  famous  Cullen  Brown  about  my  departure  ?t 

Where  is ?  my  dear  friend, may  search  ike  world 

rotmd,  without  finding  a  heart  so  worthy  of  her  approbation. 


*  By  these  InitimlB,  which  often  recur  in  hb  letters,  is  meant  the  title  of 
his  new  Poem-~''The  Queen  of  the  North,"  already  mentioQed,  page  227. 

f  **  That  he  would  not  go  to  Germany,  or  if  he  went,  that  he  would  aooo 
tire  of  it  and  return.'' 

Vol.  I.— 11 
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Farewell — forgive  this  dull,  dull  epistle.  I  know  not  what 
idea  but  your  own  could  impel  me  to  write  a  letter  to-night. 
Without  feeling  low  spirits,  I  have  been  more  completely  atupi* 
fied  of  late  than  ever — I  believe  it  is  the  dreadful  heat  of  the 
weather.  Pray  what  is  the  opinion  anK)ng  you  about  peace  or 
war  ?  The  French  are  in  Ratisbon,  and  the  Austrians  in  the 
vilhigc  of  Haddamhoff,  on  the  other  side.  It  is  a  dreadful 
state  of  suspense. 

Give  my  best  affection  to  the  Grahames  and  Ilills :  tell  them 
that  I  love  them  as  Abraham  loved  Jacob — as  Jonathan  loved 
David — as  the  Lord  loveth  those  whom  he  chasteneth.  Fare- 
well— farewell,  my  dear  fiuthful  friend,  and  believe  me  for  ever 
yours,  T.  0. 


The  difficult  position  in  which  Campbell  now  stood,  was  no 
doubt  the  proximate  cause  of  that  illness  and  depression  of 
which  he  complains.  He  could  neither  advance  nor  retreat ; 
communication  with  his  friends  by  letter  was  now  precariow 
and  uncertain ;  the  presence  of  two  hostile  armies  threw  a  gloom 
and  despondency  over  the  whole  city ;  and,  although  the  armistice 
was  still  in  force,  operations  were  expected  to  be  soon  resumed 
with  more  vigor  than  ever.  The  thought  of  being  cut  off  from 
home  friends,  and  some  suspicions  that  had  reached  his  ear,  as 
to  his  object  in  visiting  Ratisbon  at  such  a  crisis,  weighed  heav- 
ily on  his  mind.  In  his  conversations  with  the  brotherhood  of 
St.  James,*'  his  political  sentiments  had  been  avowed  with  ra- 

*  Here  tlie  Poet  on  his  first  arrival  at  Ratisbon  was  hti^pitably  received 
and  entertained : — In  this  Monastery — the  Sehotten  Kirche — ^it  waa  uraal 
to  educate  voiing  Scotchmen  for  the  priesthood,  and  then  to  weal  them 
home  as  Missionaries.  The  brotherhood  latterly  amounted  to  Obly  six  or 
seven  individuals.  Its  revenue  is  very  small ;  and,  owing^  to  its  poverty, 
perhaps,  it  escaped  secularization.  At  tlie  time  of  Campbell's  residence. 
It  possessed  n  g^uod  Library.  Dr.  Dilxlin  considered  the  Monastery  "  tbs 
most  interesting  object  of  architectural  antiquity  in  Ratisbon."  *^  If  the 
entire  College  was  productive  of  so  much  gratification,  the  members 
themselve^"  he  adds,  "  were  productive  of  much  greater.**  ThelVesident^ 
Dr.  Arbuthnot,  who  was  so  kmd  to  the  Poet,  he  describes  as  *'one  of  tibie 
finest  and  healthiest  looking  old  men  he  ever  saw.*'  Strongly  attached  to 
the  interests  of  the  Stuarts,  the  members  of  the  College  had  left  Scotland, 
some  at  seven,  others  at  twelve  years  of  age.  The  method  of  speaking 
their  native  limguago  was  very  singular,  nor  was  their  proDUDdatkn  of 
French  much  better.  Of  manners  the  most  simple,  and  apparently  of 
principles  the  most  pure,  they  seemed  to  be  strangers  to  those  wants  and 
wishes  "  which  agitati*  mnre  nnmerou^  and  more  polished  estabtishmenta.** 
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ther  more  freedom  than  discretion.  One  of  the  Monks,  at  least, 
denounced  him  as  a  rank  republican  ;  others,  though  more  cau- 
tious in  their  expressions,  were  not  more  kindly  in  their  private 
estimate  of  the  stranger.  But  the  worthy  President  was  his 
friend  to  the  last ;  nor  in  after-life  did  Campbell  ever  mention 
the  name  of  Arbuthnot  but  in  terms  of  respect  and  gratitude. 
He  never  forgot  a  kind  intention,  nor  the  author  of  a  kind  act ; 
and  it  is  pleasing  to  recognise  the  portrait  of  /this  venerable 
friend  faithfully  traced  in  one  of  his  later  poems — '*  the  Ritter 
Bann:" 

"  There  enter'd  ooe  whose  face  he  knew  \-^ 

Whose  voice,  he  was  aware, 
He  oft  at  mass  had  listened  to 

In  the  holy  house  of  prayer. 
Twas  the  Abbot  of  St  James's  Monks, 

A  fresh  and  &ir  old  man ; 
His  reverend  air  arrested  even 

The  gloomy  Ritter  Bann,**  Ac 

In  this  critical  state  of  affairs,  it  cannot  be  supposed  that  he 
made  much  progress  in  composition.  The  **  state  of  suspense," 
he  says,  **  is  dreadful ;  but  with  a  million  anxieties  I  have  re- 
solved to  think  as  little  as  possible — they  occasion  only  a  fit  of 
agony.    Let  us  trudge  as  merrily  through  life  as  we  can." 

Ten  days  later,  when  the  political  horizon  had  somewhat 
brightened,  he  thus  communicates  a  faithful  transcript  of  the 
romantic  thoughts  that  had  taken  possession  of  his  mind. 

TO  MR.  RICHARDSON. 

Ratisbok,  20th  Auffuttf  1800. 

Dear  and  much-wished-for  Friend, 

The  sole  thought  that  engrosses  my  mind  is  the  chance 
of  seeing  you.  In  this  strange  and  new  world  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
undergone  a  transmutation  of  being ;  and  nothing  of  my  former 
self  remaining  but  the  pleasant  though  melancholy  remembrance 
of  my  home  and  friends.  Though  I  felt  not  the  tenth  part  of 
the  desire  to  enjoy,  once  more,  your  delightful  society,  I  would 
describe  Germany  as  a  place  worthy  of  a  long  visit  and  serious 
examination.      The   difference  of  manners  and  scenery — the 

The  reader  who  may  be  inclined  to  know  further  particulars  of  this  and 
other  prpminent  features  in  the  history  and  appearance  of  Ratisboo,  will 
find  thttoi  detailed  at  some  length  in  "  Thx  Danubb  illcbtbatxd,  from  its 
somxse  in  ihs  Black  Forest  to  tto  termination  in  the  Black  Sea."  Lohdov, 
1844 
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novelty  of  ever}*thiDg  around  me — amounts  almost  to  romanoe. 
I  have  been  destined,  from  a  strange  concurrence  of  dream- 
stances,  to  make  my  first  remarks  upon  the  country  with  an 
alarmed  and  embarrassed  mind.  But,  for  all  the  fatigue,  peril, 
and  uncertainty  of  a  long  journey,  I  have  felt  most  agreeable 
sensations.  Now  that  I  am  fairly  caged  in  Ratisbon,  in  the 
midst  of  French  dragoons  and  greasy  monks,  in  a  terror  by  no 
means  delightful — apprehending,  every  moment,  a  visit  of  "  con- 
tribution "  from  my  enemies — and  debarred,  in  spite  of  all  my 
passports,  from  returning  to  Saxony,  or  drifting  down  the  Dan- 
ube to  Vienna,  my  mind  is  a  little  depressed.  But  to  you  I  fly 
for  consolation.  I  think  of  our  long  evening  walks— our  turn- 
ing and  returning^-our  unwillingness  to  part,  and  our  promise 
to  meet ;  yes,  of  our  promise  to  meet !  which  extends  even  to 
this  remote  and  strange  habitation. 

My  dear  Friend, — the  language  of  regard  is  short  and  strong. 
I  will  not  trouble  you  with  long  protestations  ;  but  the  habitual 
state  of  my  feelings  impels  me  to  disburthen  my  heart  in  a 
language  which  another  might  call  weakness,  but  which  you 
will  believe,  from  the  testimony  of  your  own,  to  be  the  words 
of  sincerity  itself.  Surrounded,  as  you  are,  by  an  agreeable  ac- 
quaintance in  Edinburgh,  or  travelling  in  peace  and  .security 
with  friends  who  add  a  pleasure  to  novelty  itself,  you  perhaps, 
at  first,  cannot  estimate  the  soreness  of  heart  which  I  feel  when 
I  look  around  in  vain  for  an  associate,  far  less  for  a  friend  like 
yourself.  Oh,  God  !  when  the  dull  dusk  of  evening  comes  on 
— when  the  melancholy  bell  calls  to  vespers — I  find  myself  a 
poor  solitary  being — dumb,  from  the  want  of  heart  to  speak, 
and  deaf  to  all  that  is  said,  from  a  want  of  interest  to  hear ! 
It  is  true,  I  have  the  monks  of  the  college  ;  but  they  are  monks 
in  the  literal  sense — lazy,  loathsome,  ignorant  and  ill-bred.*  I 
have  contracted,  indeed,  an  esteem  for  Father  Marian,  who  is  a 
different  being,  in  all  respects,  from  his  countrymen  and  fellow- 
<^®^Sy  1  ^^^  ^i^  ^^  A°<^  ^is  occupations  allow  me  little  of  his 
society.  Another  exception,  in  sense  and  opinions,  is  Father 
Boniface ;  but  how  unlike  the  fnend  of  my  heart  in  manners 
and  sentiment !  I  sicken  at  the  difference  when  I  think  that  he 
is  the  only  friend  I  here  enjoy. 

*  In  the  heat  of  a  political  dispute,  mutual  reproaches  had  passed  be- 
tween him  and  one  or  two  of  the  brotherhood,  which  proroked  these 
words.  Fathers  Marian  and  Booiiace  were  the  conventual  names  of  two 
Scotch  monks,  ^dio,  like  their  Superior,  were  at  firti  much  attadied  to 
their  young  countiymaa 
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How  should  I  leap  with  joy  to  hear  the  wheels  of  that  car- 
riage which  brought  you  to  my  doors !  Tell  me,  my  friend, 
may  I  still  cherish  the  hope  which  alone  can  make  Germany 
pleasant  t 

Ratisbon  is  a  place  of  much  note  in  the  history  of  Germany. 
We  must  learn  all  the  striking  events  connected  with  its  legends. 
You  may  judge  what  we  could  live  upon,  by  the  rate  of  my 
expenses  here ;  and  I  believe,  upon  an  average,  you  cannot  live 
much  cheaper  in  any  other  city.  My  room  costs  two  florins — 
four  shillings — per  week.  I  lodge  with  a  surgeon,  called  Deisch 
— ^a  very  genteel  and  agreeable  man.  He  sends  me  dinner  and 
a  glass  of  good  beer  from  his  own  table,  for  eighteen  kremera^ 
or  sevcnpence  a  day,  to  my  own  room.  This  is  frilly  as  cheap 
as  the  most  reasonable  eating-house  would  demand ;  and  the 
victuals  are  always  clean  and  wholesome.  The  wood  for  my 
winter-stove.  Father  Boniface  tells  me,  will  cost  about  thirty 
shillings  for  a  half-year.  Tea  and  sugar  are  high ;  but  of  these 
we  might  have  a  sufficient  quantum  from  home,  without  possi- 
bility of  detection.  The  room  is  large  enough  to  hold  two 
beds ;  and  if  our  stocks  were  joined,  we  might  live  for  half- 
nothing.  We  might  keep  sufficient  company  at  a  tenth  of  the 
expense  we  could  at  Edinburgh  ;  for  the  only  treat  is  a  dish  of 
coffee,  or  a  glass  of  beer,  at  twopence  a  bottle. 

Travelling  is  very  cheap  to  those  who  know  the  coins,  and 
the  mode  of  procedure.  Travelling  even  as  "  Milord  Anglaise,'' 
I  could  hardly  spend  a  guinea  a  day.  With  economy,  and  on 
foot,  we  may  visit  all  the  comers  of  Germany,  travel  a  space  of 
three  thousand  miles,  stop  at  convenient  stages  for  a  few  days 
at  a  time,  and  be  masters  of  all  the  geographical  knowledge 
worth  learning,  for  thirty  pounds  a  piece.  I  reckon  thus  : — We 
set  out  with  a  stick,  fitted  as  an  umbrella — a  nice  contrivance, 
very  common  here— with  a  fine  Holland  shirt  in  one  pocket,  our 
stockings  and  silk  breeches  in  the  other,  and  a  few  cravats, 
wrapt  in  clean  paper,  in  the  crowns  of  our  hats.  This,  with  a 
pocket-book,  is  all  the  baggage  we  require.  Books  for  enter- 
tainment and  assistance  must  be  deferred  till  we  stop  at  some 
considerable  towns,  where  there  are  always  good  libraries,  and 
where  we  ought  to  stop,  with  introductory  letters,  a  few  days 
at  least  Of  these  I  can  get  sufficient.  At  country  inns  a  bed 
and  supper  are  had  for  half-a-crown  a  piece.  Refreshments  of 
coffee  for  sixpence,  and  of  bread  and  beer  for  twopence.  On 
reaching  towns,  if  we  manage  properly,  and  search  for  a  cheap 
little  b^th  in  the  suburbs,  we  may  live  with  equal  economy. 
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This  is  the  cheapest  way  of  travelling ;  and,  even  should  mj 
literary  schemes  succeed  this  year  beyond  expectation,  I  am  de- 
termined to  put  it  in  practice — for  I  have  neglected  economj 
too  long ;  and,  thank  God,  we  are  both  philosophers  enough  to 
despise  hardships  for  the  sake  of  knowledge  and  expansion  of 
mind.  Travelling  along  with  you,  my  dear  friend,  a  crust  of 
rye-bread  will  be  pleasanter  than  the  finest  fare  in  your  absence. 
The  French  entered  Ratisbon  a  few  days  ago.  I  begin  to 
think  myself  in  no  great  danger  of  being  either  robbed  or  made 
prisoner.  Their  last  skirmish  with  the  Austrians,  under  General 
klenau,  was  within  an  English  mile  of  the  gates ;  and  had  not 
a  free  passage  been  granted  by  the  terms  of  armistice,  they 
would  have  entered  by  force.  I  believe,  considering  the  cheap- 
ness of  transition — I  shall  go  down  the  Danube,  if  the  French 
commander  will  grant  me  a  protection. 

T.  Campbell. 

Having  received  no  letters  from  Edinburgh  for  at  least  six 
weeks,  his  position  at  Ratisbon  became  every  day  more  painful 
and  embarrassing.  His  friends  were  silent,  his  finances  declin- 
ing, his  spirits  depressed — and  mental  depression,  as  usual  with 
him,  was  followed  by  a  "  severe  fit  of  illness."  His  "  illness," 
that  partook  very  much  of  the  home-sickness  felt  by  Swiss  ex- 
iles, is  described  with  a  pathos  and  classic  elegance  Uiat  remind 
us  of  Ovid's  "  Tristia."  After  a  pause  of  nearly  a  month,  the 
correspondence  is  thus  resumed  : — 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON. 

Ratisbon,  8epL  llth,  1800. 
Mt  dearest  Friend, 

I  write  this  on  the  seventeenth  of  September.  I  wrote 
you  on  the  week  after  my  arrival — more  than  two  months  ago — 
and  again  near  the  end  of  August.  I  pray  you,  for  the  sake 
of  my  peace  of  mind,  dispatch  but  a  few  lines  on  receipt  of  this, 
and  acquaint  me  whether  or  not  my  letters  came  to  hand.  I 
have  suffered  a  severe  fit  of  illness  since  the  date  of  my  last ; 
the  extreme  heat  of  the  weather  brought  on  a  Ussitude,  which 
ended  in  a  fever  and  ague.  I  nlet  with  some  attention  from  the 
French  officers,  but,  having  no  acquaintance  here  except  the 
Scotch  college,  who  are  a  good  sort  of  people,  but  not  disposed 
to  trouble  themselves  with  inquiries  into  the  health  or  private 
aSain  of  tlieir  neighbors,  I  found  myself  friendless  and  distress- 
ed.   My  oonvalescenoe  has  been  slow  and  gndual^  but  retarded. 
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I  believe,  by  the  chagria  and  anxiety  of  mind  which  I  have  to- 
dured  from  receiving  no  word  from  my  best  and  dearest  friend. 
I  believe  I  have  as  little  reason  to  doubt  of  your  unabated  regard 
as  a  friend  could  desire  to  have,  but  the  constant  fatality  which 
has  pursued  my  attachments  of  every  kind,  throws  a  check 
upon  my  spirits  when  I  venture  to  congratulate  myself  upon 
the  possession  of  a  sincere  friend.  It  is  cruel,  you  will  say,  to 
mention  the  bare  possibility  of  such  a  misfortune ;  but  conceive 
my  state  of  spirits  in  a  country  where  the  language  is  yet  unin- 
telligible, and  offers  but  few  attractions  to  learn  it ;  where,  so 
far  from  possessing  a  friend,  I  have  not  a  human  being  to  con- 
verse with ;  for  the  French  officers,  who  behaved  to  me  with  so 
much  politeness,  are  now  gone,  and  a  new  corps  stationed  in 
their  place.  My  literary  projects  are  at  a  stand  since  my  late 
aickness,  for  I  have  neither  spirits  nor  strength  of  sight  to  look 
long  upon  a  book. 

A  few  lines  from  your  hand  would  appease  the  uneasiness 
1  feel.  Tell  me,  my  friend,  if  the  neglect  of  posts,  or  any  other 
accident,  have  retarded  the  delivery  of  my  letters.  If  a  cause 
more  unfortunate  than  these  occasions  your  silence  ;  if  any  un- 
toward circumstance — for  I  am  so  accustomed  to  be  the  sport 
of  disagreeable  events,  that  I  expect  them  regularly  to  Occur — 
has  presented  me  in  an  unfavorable  light,  or  abated  your  regard, 
I  beseech  you  to  let  me  know  it.  I  would  suffer  the  certainty 
of  a  misfortune  sooner  than  suspense.  Upon  the  future,  I  feel 
an  uncertainty  and  dread,  which  baffle  all  my  efforts  to  form 
a  scheme  or  resolution.  Ignorance  of  what  is  saying  or  doing 
in  Britain  comes  like  a  cloud  over  my  mind,  whenever  I  think 
of  what  is  to  be  done.  Upon  the  subject*'  of  Williams,  and 
that  connected  with  him,  I  am  principally  uneasy.  I  wrote  to 
him  to  authorize  the  continuance  of  our  plates — to  pledge  the 
appearance  of  the  Poem — to  solicit  his  patience  for  a  httle — 
and  concluded  with  a  warm  request  to  write  to  me.  If  he  be 
in  £dinburgh,  I  beseech  you  to  call  upon  him,  and  assure  him 
that  he  shall  not  be  disappointed  on  my  side.  All  that  I  write 
at  present,  must  take  a  tinge  from  the  color  of  my  thoughts — 
which,  I  confess,  are  dejected  to  the  lowest  pitch  of  fear  and 
apprehension.  Strangers  on  all  sides — the  stare  of  low-minded 
conjecturers  about  my  character  and  views  here — sickly  and 
unfriended,  or  rather  without  acquaintanc^Bs — I  find  no  resource 

*  This  '^saljecr  was  the  "Qaeen  of  the  North,"  for  which  Mr.  WUliamt 
WM  fNvpftrin^  kmdteape  illudi^tioiui    See  pAfi^  227-8. 
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from  disagreeable  thought.  ....  I  have  to  veqnesi,  io  paitien- 
hur,  that  a  few  copies  of  my  Poem  may  be  sent  by  the  Yaimovth 
packet.  ....  A  letter  or  parcel  '*  to  T.  C,  eare  of  the  College 
of  St  Jacques,  Katisbon/'  will  find  me  wherever  I  be.  I  have 
some  thoughts  of  goiug  to  Munich  for  a  little,  but  that  makes 
no  difference  in  the  certainty  of  a  letter  finding  me.  Words 
cannot  express  the  joy  I  should  feel  in  opening  a  letter  isseribed 
with  your  hand !  T.  C. 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON.      . 

RiMnsB02c»  Sept  IM»  180a 
Mt  dearest  Friend, 

Two  days  ago,  in  the  depth  of  my  distress  at  havin§^ 
received  no  news  from  you,  I  expressed  my  regret,  I  believe^ 
in  strong  language.  I  begin  to  blame  my  imprudent  haste  in 
supposing  the  bare  possibilitv  of  anything  abatmg  your  regard 
for  me.  No,  my  fnend,  it  is  impossible  that  my  absence,  or 
any  cause  connected  with  my  absence,  should  have  impa^d 
that  delicate  generosity  of  feelings  which  forms,  in  my  eyea^ 
iuch  a  striking  contrast  with  the  prevailing  character  of  man- 
kind. It  was  wrong  to  ascribe  your  silence  to  such  a  cause  ; 
but  if  my  chagrin,  my  dear  Richardson,  was  excessive  or  ill- 
founded,  forgive  the  present  soreness  of  my  mind,  and  malte 
allowance  for  my  expressions,  by  conceiving  the  distress  of  mj 
situation. 

Independently  of  the  fears  which  continuaHy  suggest  themr 
selves,  of  the  unworthy  constructions  which  may  be  put  upon 
the  delay  of  my  poem — independent  of  my  imoertainty  about 
the  future — the  present  lies  a  dead  weight  upon  my  hands. 
Weakness  of  sight,  a  continual  inflammation  of  the  eyes,  and 
head-ache  attendant  upon  reading,  defeat  all  my  attempts  to 
study  more  than  half-an-hour  at  a  time.  All  that  I  can  do  is 
only  by  fits  and  starts.  There  is  no  human  being  whose  sodetj 
I  can  enjoy  for  a  single  conversation.  I  know  nobody ;  and  a 
dispute  which  I  had  with  one  of  the  members  of  the  Scotch 
Ck>llege,  has  brought  me  into  an  embarrassment  extremely  dis- 
agreeable. I  went  to  a  landlord  whom  he  recommended,  whose 
servant  broke  open  my  lock,  and  plundered  me  to  scHue  amount 
I  left  the  house,  and  told  the  monk  my  reason.  Irritated  at 
my  relating  such  a  story  of  his  friend's  house,  he  spoke  to  me 
once  or  twice  in  a  manner  rather  strange.  I  answei^  sharply, 
and  told  him  I  wished  to  have  no  further  oonnezion  or  aoqnamt- 
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ance  with  him.  A  few  nights  ago,  as  I  was  going  into  the  mon- 
astery, after  vespers,  Father  B clogged  me  into  the  refec- 
tory, and,  without  ceremony  or  preface,  attacked  me  with  the 
most  blackguard  scurrility.  I  never  found  myself  so  completely 
carried  away  by  indignation.  I  flew  at  the  scoundrel,  and  would 
have  soon  rewarded  his  insolence,  had  not  the  others  interposed. 
But,  prevented  as  I  have  been  from  proceeding  to  extremities, 
what  I  have  done  is  punishable  by  law ;  and  the  wretch  has 
malevolence  enough  to  take  advantage  of  my  rashness.  Oh,  if 
I  had  him  at  the  foot  of  John's  Hill !  *  I  would  pummel  his 
carroty  locks,  and  thrash  him  to  the  gates  of  purgatory  !  I 
saw  him  to-day ;  I  was  on  the  bridge  along  with  him,  and  had 
grasped  my  yellow  stick  to  answer  his  first  salutation,  if  he  had 
dared  to  adchress  me,  but  he  slunk  past  without  saying  a  word. 
This  monster  is  equally  hated  by  his  fellow  monks  and  all  his 
fellow  citizens ;  even  the  landlord,  whose  cause  he  espoused, 
and  who  is,  after  all,  no  ill-dispositioned  man,  told  me  in  bad 
Latin,  that  F.  B.  had  not  acted  from  regard  to  him,  but  from 
hatred  to  me.  You  must  observe,  I  dealt  openly  with  the  land- 
lord ;  told  him  my  reason  for  leaving  him,  but  acquitted  him 
of  all  blame.  He  was  sorry  to  lose  a  lodger,  but  acquiesced  in 
the  justice  of  my  apology  for  quitting  him. 

War,  it  is  said,  is  to  break  out :  I  feel  myself  so  curious  to 
know  the  particulars  of  the  campaign,  and  so  little  afraid  of  the 
French,  that  I  propose  to  go  to  Munich,  provided  Klenau  does 
not  attack  them  here  i  but  it  is  more  probable  that  our  neigh- 
borhood will  be  the  scene  of  hostilities.  Write  to  me  at  all 
events — for  God's  sake  do;  your  idea  is  continually  in  my 
mind ;  the  confidence  with  which  I  repose  upon  your  regard, 
and  the  prospect  of  enjoying  your  society,  is  the  main  prop  of 
my  happiness.  God  knows,  if  I  did  not  expect  to  be  yet  bless- 
ed with  that  good  fortune,  I  should  have  fittle  to  console  me 
here. 

Farewell :  I  need  not  wish  you  happiness,  for  you  have  it 
already  in  your  own  possession.  Thmk  of  me,  as  my  senti- 
ments entitle  me  to  share  your  regard;  for  none  can  more 
strongly  appreciate  your  value  than  yours,  most  sincerely, 

T.  0. 

*  Joba't  BSl,  hi*  &thei'(  rwdeDce^  near  Edinbiuig^ 

11* 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

PILGRIMAGE  CORnNUED. 

After  the  lapse  of  more  than  two  months*  ailenoef  dming 
which  he  had  been  a  prey  to  many  painful  conjectures  as  to  ita 
cause,  his  suspense  was  most  happily  removed  by  the  loDg^ 
expected  letters,  which  are  thus  acknowledged : — 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON. 

Ratibbon,  &pL  25,  180a 

My  dear  and  valued  Friend, 

The  arrival  of  your  blessed  letter  has  elevated  my  spirits 
beyond  description.  I  feel  as  if  raised  jfrom  the  ground — whese 
I  seemed  to  lie  maimed  and  neglected — ^to  all  the  delicious  sen- 
sations of  pleasure  which  arise  from  self-congratulation  upon  the 
possession  of  an  amiable  and  constant  friend.  Why  did  I  ever 
suppose  your  silence  a  symptom  of  that  severe  misfortune — ^the 
abatement  of  your  regard — which  would  embitter  my  present 
life,  and  deprive  me  of  the  power  of  dreaming  about  happiness 
in  future  ?  Forgive  me,  Richardson :  forgive  what  the  distren 
of  my  heart  suggested  at  a  time  when  it  was  deprived  of  every 
comfort.  I  could  have  supported  sickness  and  soKtude,  or,  what 
is  worse  than  solitude,  the  partial  intercourse  I  have  had  with 
degraded  and  malicious  beings ;  *  but  I  could  not  support  the 
privation  of  all  intercourse  with  the  heart  that  seemed  almoet 
singly  capable  of  cherishing  my  friendship,  or  of  imparting  con- 
solation to  my  distress. 

From  the  world  at  large,  I  will  always  hide  my  emotions — 
weakness  it  will  perhaps  be  called.  Even  to  the  civil  half- 
friendly — half-good  and  half-bad — half-acquaintances,  half- 
friends,  I  will  ever  be  reserved ;  but  to  such  as  you,  no  thought 
that  affects  my  peace  or  my  unhappiness  shall  be  dubiously  ex- 


*  AlludiDg  to  certain  penon^— one  of  whom  was  a  ScoCch  monk— who 
miu'cpreaented  him. 
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pressed.  I  know  you.  I  pride  mjrself  upon  discovering  a 
being  as  uncommon  among  his  specie,  as  a  diamond  among 
mines.  I  bave  made  all  my  beart  your  own ;  and  I  am  too 
proud  of  my  skill  in  human  nature  to  retract  my  admiration— 
for  I  assure  you  it  is  no  tbible  of  mine  to  admire,  to  value,  to 
love,  or  express  my  regard  indiscriminately.  Believe  me,  then, 
when  I  say,  that  for  many  days  before  this — when  your  welcome 
handwriting  met  my  eyes — I  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  imbe- 
cility which  deprived  me  of  that  last  consolation,  which  my  fever 
has  hardly  spared,  the  perusal  of  a  few  books.  I  knew  not 
where  to  turn :  the  roads  and  weather  hardly  admitted  of  long 
walks.  I  read  a  sentence ;  but  it  was  merely  the  letters,  for  my 
mind  was  too  distressed  to  follow  the  sense.  I  turned  to  Sir 
J.  Ingleby,  the  only  Englishman  in  the  place.  He  has  shown 
me  attention,  and  deserves  my  gratitude ;  but  alas !  he  does  not 
know  me.     I  found  no  pleasure,  either  in  society  or  alone. 

Your  letter  has  wrought  a  charm.  Oh,  Richardson  !  you  see 
me  but  a  poor  dependent  being,  who  cannot  support,  with  com- 
mon fortitude,  what  others  would  account  but  the  trifling  ills  of 
life.  How  the  censorious  and  hard-hearted  world  would  have 
laughed  to  have  seen  me  in  tears,  when  I  turned  over  the  Httle 
ease  that  contains  your  last  gift !  What  a  weak,  contemptible 
child  I  should  have  seemed,  when,  unable  to  draw  happineae 
from  any  store  of  my  own  creation — unable  to  read,  to  write,  to 
walk,  to  speak,  or  even  to  think  of  any  subject  but  the  separa- 
tion of  my  friends,  and  the  want  of  your  society.  The  savage 
herd  of  my  fellow-beings  shall  never  have  occasion  to  despise  me 
for  discovering  such  a  weakness.  I  tell  it  to  none  but  yourself ; 
for  I  never  sighed  for  the  want  of  their  society — it  was  for  yours. 

Of  Germany  I  shall  say  little  at  present.  I  can  only  remark, 
in  general,  with  the  old  and  hackneyed  saying,  that  human  na- 
ture is  the  same  in  all  countries  :  some  good — some  bad.  No, 
no,  no  1  Mr.  Old  Maxim  ;  all  bad — all  selfish  and  malicious — 
all  degraded  and  despicable.  What  is  to  be  said  of  the  chosen 
few,  such  as  thou,  my  dear  Richardson — the  Grahames  and  the 
Hills  ?  Oh,  it  is  true,  there  are  such — at  least  there  may  be 
beings  of  that  description  among  the  millions  of  existence.  But 
why  talk  of  that  class  as  a  part  of  the  human  race  ?  No,  no ; 
human  nature  I  have  seen  in  the  true^  light — ^in  the  proper  atti- 
tude :  I  mean  in  the  glorious  emplojinent  of  cutting  throats — 
that  is  the  scene  for  man  to  act  in  !  Leave  the  vile  creatures  to 
their  wars,  their  superstitions,  and  their  law-suits  I  Are  not  we 
unlike  tfafem  f     Yes ;  I  am  so  full  of  hatred  to  them,  and  regard 
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for  you,  that  I  constitute  a  separation,  in  my  fancy,  between 
them  and  ourselves. 

Pleasures  yet  await  us  in  Germany,  unconnected  with  the 
vile  herds  that  encumber  existence — ^the  delights  of  that  sublimer 
soenery  which,  in  Germany,  is  yet  unimpaired  by  the  imperti- 
nent intrusion  of  human  improvement !  Since  my  sickness,  I 
have  explored  new  and  wonderful  regions  of  romantic  sceneiy, 
on  the  Danube  and  its  tributary  streams.  Formerly  I  talked  of 
scenery  from  pictures  and  imagination.  But  now  I  feel  elevated 
to  an  enthusiasm — which  only  wants  your  society  to  be  bound- 
less— when  I  scour  the  woods  of  gigantic  oak,  the  bold  and 
beautiful  hills,  the  shores  and  the  rocks  upon  the  Danube. 

Some  days  of  this  harvest  have  been  truly  fine.  The  verdure 
has  revived  from  the  heat  of  summer,  which  before  had  entirely 
parched  it.  What  think  you  of  valleys  scoured  by  wild  deer, 
lined  with  woods  of  rich  and  sublime  growth,  and  scented  with 
wild  plums  and  Indian  beans  ?  The  myrtle  and  vine,  that  would 
starve  in  our  bleak  climate,  grow  wild  upon  the  rocks,  and  twine 
most  beautifully  round  the  caves,  where  the  wild  deer  hide 
themselves,  inaccessible  to  the  dogs  and  the  hunters  ?  I  saw  an 
instance  of  this  myself:  a  poor  animal  flew  up  the  heights, 
close  to  my  path,  dived  into  the  rocks,  and  neither  search  nor 
scrutiny,  nor  crying  nor  shouting,  could  dislodge  her.  The 
huntsman  and  his  pack  returned  from  this  place,  which  I  have 
christened  the  "rock  of  mercy" — ruptn  misericorduB.  I  have 
written  some  Latin  lines  upon  it,  which  I  may  show  you,  some 
day,  in  my  portfolio. 

Williams  has  written  to  me,  much  to  my  satisfaction.  I  shall 
write  to  him  to-morrow.  How  is  Oswald  ?  Of  Thomson — that 
refined,  elegant,  superior  spirit — ^you  know  my  idea.  He  is  one 
of  the  elect.  Give  him  my  warmest,  nay,  enthusiastic  compli- 
ments. He  is  alone,  of  all  Burns'  friends,  worthy  to  have  been 
the  friend  of  Bums.  And  now  to  conclude  with  remem- 
brances:— The  Grahames  and  the  Hills — Do  you  see  them 
often  f  I  know  you  do.  Do  you  wonder  that  I  rave  of  the  two 
cousins — M.  G.  and  I.  H.  ?  I  never  thought  I  loved  them  so 
well  as  since  I  have  left  Britain.  The  same  as  yourself  they 
have  twined  round  my  heart ;  and  if  I  had  a  thousand  sisters,  I 
could  not  love  them  better.  I  could  weep  to  think  upon  iLd 
happiness  I  shall  enjoy,  When  we  visit  them  together  1 

Inink  of  our  journeys  through  Bavaria — of  our  common  fire- 
side— of  our  common  pursuits — of  our  mutual  friends— of  our 
sacred  attachment  till  death.  Thos.  Camfbsll. 
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I  am  unwilling^to  interrupt  the  series  of  these  characteristic 
letters  by  unnecessary  comment ;  but  it  may  interest  the  reader 
to  observe  how  the  sentiments,  that  sparkle  with  so  much  natu- 
ral feeling  in  his  prose,  were  afterwards  moulded  into  the  more 
congenial  forms  of  poetry.  Two  examples  may  suffice.  The 
first  is  the  "  scenery," — the  charm  of  wnich  was — that,  on  the 
Danube,  it  was  still  "  unimpaired  by  the  impertinent  intrusion 
of  human  improvement ;"  and  how  beautifully  was  the  ^*  primeval 
landscape"  c^rwards  embodied  in  his  poem,  the  first  thoughts 
of  which  appear  in  this  letter : — - 

•*  Yes,  I  hare  loved  thy  wild  abode, 

Unknown,  unploughed,  untrodden  ahore ; 
Where  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road, 

And  scarce  the  fisher  plies  an  hour ; 

For  man's  neglect  I  love  thee  more ; 
That  art  nor  avarice  intrude 

To  tame  thy  torrent's  thunder-shock, 
Or  prune  thy  vintaf  e  of  the  rock, 

Magnificently  rude." 

In  the  following  stanza  the  reader  will  also  recognise  ^'The 
Rupes  Misericordise/'  The  Latin  verses  I  have  not  found ;  but 
the  **  rock  of  mercy" — suggested  by  seeing  the  deer  rush  to  it 
for  shelter — ^is  happily  preserved  in  his  poem  **  On  leaving  a 
Scene  in  Bavaria" — 

"  Around  thy  savage  hills  of  oak, 

Around  thy  waters  bright  and  blue ; 
If  o  hunter's  horn  the  silence  broke, 

Ko  dying  shriek  thine  echo  knew : 

But  safe,  sweet  Eldum  woods,  to  you 
The  wounded  wild-deer  ever  ran, 

Whose  myrtle  bound  their  grassy  cave, 

Whose  very  rocks  a  shelter  gave 
From  blood-pursuing  man  T 

TO  MR.  RICHARDSON. 

Ratisbon,  October  Ist,  1800. 
Mr  DEAREST  Friend, 

For  some  days  I  have  labored  under  disagreeable  thoughts 
upon  the  subject  of  Mr.  Mundell*s  death,  which,  in  the  first 
transports  of  my  joy  at  receiving  your  letter,  I  did  not  sufifer  to 
interrupt  my  peace.  The  uncertainty,  however,  which  hangs 
over  my  future  dealings  with  that  concern,  forces  itself  upon  my 
mind.  I  have  been  in  vain  cherishing  the  expectation  that  a 
double  edition  was  to  be  thrown  off,  and  that,  consequently, 
twenty  pounds  might  be  remitted.    I  tremble  for  the  contents 
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of  his  will,  unless  the  gratuity  upon  every  edition  be  mentioned 
there.  I  have  no  right  to  expect  more  for  my  Poem.  Another 
more  distressing  thought  rises  about  the  African  work.*  I  have 
been  collecting  papers  from  the  Scotch  Library,  whenever  I  could 
see  any  thing  respecting  it.  It  is  now  long  delayed,  and  Wil- 
liams's work  is  yet  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  It  is  now  time  to  set  about  this 
seriously.  My  health  is  re-established — but  alas  !  my  friend,  I 
have  neither  funds  nor  spirits  to  face  a  winter  in  Germany, 

All  will  yet  be  well,  though  it  goes  like  a  stab  to  my  heart, 
to  think  how  far  I  am  from  home,  and  how  impracticable  it  is 
to  wait  for  a  remittance  now,  even  if  a  double  edition  were 
thrown  off.  I  feel  confident  in  my  powers  to  finish  this  long  de- 
layed Q.  of  the  N.,  and  to  get  up  a  volume  of  valuable  pieces — 
for  I  have  not  been  entirely  idle  in  minor  pieces — if  I  had  only 
your  dear  and  valuable  society.  Alas !  you  may  feel  attachment, 
but  you  little  know  the  agitation  of  mind  that  I  have  undergone, 
in  thinking  of  the  term  prescribed  for  your  stay  in  Britain.  I 
mean  to  see  you,  to  embrace  you  once  more,  my  confidant  and 
supporter.  This  miserable  lassitude  and  melancholy  will  vanish 
in  your  presence.  I  shall  work  four  months — ^no,  five — ^for  I 
think  you  cannot  get  off  till  June.  I  will  then  dispose  of  my 
volume,  and  we  shall  have  sufficient  to  travel  by  the  Low  Coun- 
tries— the  cheapest  and  best  way  to  Vienna. 

A  dreadful  gloom  hangs  upon  my  spirits.  I  am  banished  and 
neglected.  I  am  even  forgetting  the  elegancies  of  my  native 
tongue — I  cannot  live  without  your  society.  I  might  wrestle 
through  the  winter  with  difficulty,  as  to  finances ;  but  for  a  sin- 
gle line,  or  page  of  composition,  I  could  not  answer.  I  sit  down 
resolved  to  compose,  in  spite  of  uncertainty  and  uneasiness.  For 
hours  together  I  protract  the  uneasy  attempt — I  cannot  bind  my 
thoughts  to  any  subject.  An  indifferent  person  would  call  this 
uneasiness  imaginary.  If  so,  it  is  to  me,  at  least,  invincible.  I 
have  not  words  to  describe  the  dreadful  sensation  that  overtakes 
me  when  I  think  of  passing  the  winter  in  Germany.  Uncertainty 
of  remittances — ^inability  to  work — Oh  God !  and  the  dismal 
want  of  your  society,  of  which  I  never  knew  the  blessing  suffi- 
ciently until  now.  When  your  idea  comes  across  my  mind — 
our  walks — our  cotnmon  friends— our  plans — our  conversatioDs 
— our  mutual  exchange  of  aoddental  composition-— our  fireside 

*  On  eveiT  edition  of  a  thoosand  he  received  twenty-five  poondi :  see 
pases  208,  226.  The  other  work  was  **  Discoveries  in  Aftica,"  to  wfaidi 
ne  nad  epgaged  to  oontribote. 
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seat  in  the  winter  evenings — our  unwilling  parting,  and  ap- 
pointed meeting — ^what  a  sentiment  of  tenderness  rushes  on  my 
neart  The  pleasing  dream  is  broken  by  some  infernal  being 
coming  across  me,  or  by  finding  myself  alone  in  a  strange  and 
inhospitable  country. 


I  cannot  labor  but  with  the  solace  of  your  company.  I  shud- 
der at  the  idea  of  composing  this  appointed  task  in  Germany. 

Your  taste  and  approbation  will  help  me  in  every  composition. 
I  will  return  to  another  existence,  far  fi*om  these  uninteresting 
scenes  of  slavery  and  superstition.  I  will  not  fail  to  be  indus- 
trious, when  the  prospect  of  our  journey  is  so  near.  The  way 
to  Vienna,  by  the  Netherlands,  is  cheap  and  easy  ;  let  us  not  go 
by  Hamburgh — for  there  will  be  peace  soon,  and  the  North  of 
Germany,  I  assure  you,  is  a  dreadfully  dull  scene.  But  we  must 
walk  all  the  way,  for  the  scheme  of  the  carriage  will  not  do,  and 
the  post-wagons  are  most  wretched  machines.  I  beg  you  not 
to  mention  my  intention  to  return,  without  telling  such  as  hear 
it,  the  reasons  proper  for  avowing  it  to  the  world.  Ilbe  brutal 
majority  of  mankind  cannot  conceive  the  necessity  of  submitting 
to  the  impulse  of  a  desire  for  beloved  society — and  of  flying  from 
a  solitude  that  renders  the  melancholy,  natural  to  my  spirits,  so 
truly  horrible. 

As  matters  stand,  I  am  afraid  I  could  with  difficulty  hold  out 
till  you  arrived,  with  my  present  stock ;  but  I  have  implicit  con- 
fidence ip  my  future  correspondence  with  Perry,  and  after  a  few 
months,  compiling  this  into  a  volume :  and  you  know — if  my 
gratuity  upon  the  future  editions  of  the  P.  of  H.  be  continued — 
how  much  easier  it  is  to  get  the  cash  in  Edinburgh  than  to  get 
remittances.  It  is  true,  if  my  mind  were  in  its  usual  tone,  I 
could  do  much  in  Germany ;  but  I  declare,  by  our  sacred  regard, 
there  is  not  a  more  miserable  state  to  be  conceived  than  these 
fits  of  uncertainty  about  the  future,  that  prey  upon  my  spirits, 
and  are  only  alleviated  by  the  prospect  of  seeing  you  again,  and 
settling  my  affairs  at  home. 

I  have  Ukewise  an  idea  to  suggest  that  seems  to  me  very  fea- 
sible. Without  de^ading  our  characters  in  the  least,  we  might 
bring  some  articles  &om  Britain,  and  dispose  of  them  to  immense 
advantage.  The  merchants  here  are  greedy,  and  blind  to  their 
interest ;  they  sell  htUe,  because  they  sell  so  high.  Their  gen- 
eral profit  is  two  hundred  per  cent — With  cUfficulty  I  have 
forced  myself  to  draw  up  a  paper  for  Perry,  which.  I  hope  he 
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will  receive. — I  strike  my  hand  on  my  sad  heart ! — ^This  k  a 
foolish  letter :  but  there  is  a  sacredness  in  the  warm  feeUnga 
which  dictate  these  words,  that  assures  me  they  will  be  approved 
bj  you,  though  another  could  not  understand  them.  I  beseech 
you,  my  friend,  to  keep  this  in  the  inmost  nook  of  your  bureau ; 
for  if  profEine  hands  should  pilfer  it,  they  will  misinterpret  this 
description  of  my  feelings,  and  mode  of  accounting  for  my  con- 
duct 

Perhaps  I  am  philosophically  wrong  not  to  combat  the  win- 
ter here ;  but  a  shuddering  sensation  overtakes  me  when  I  think 
of  the  distance  between  my  corporeal  and  my  mental  presence. 

*****  T.C. 

During  the  renewed  armistice*  between  Austria  and  Franoe, 
Campbell  made  various  excursions  into  the  interior,  penetrating 
as  far  as  Munich  to  the  southward,  and  returning  to  Ratisbon 
by  the  valley  of  the  Lser.  During  the  remainder  of  his  sojourn 
in  Bavaria,  he  beheld  no  further  scenes  of  actual  warfare ;  the 
suspension  of  hostilities,  it  was  hoped,  would  lead  to  permanent 
peace ;  and  public  confidence  being  partially  restored,  the  coun- 
try assumed  a  more  cheering  aspect  The  laudable  conduct  of 
the  French  officers  had  rendered  them  popular  among  the  dti' 
zens ;  and  from  them,  stranger  as  he  was,  Campbell  received 
various  marks  of  respect  and  attention.  "  By  this  time,"  he 
says,  *^  I  had  picked  up  French  enough  to  talk  with  the  French, 
and  when  presented  to  General  Moreau,  I  could  answer  him  in 
his  own  language.  He  was  at  that  time  recently  married  to  hia 
beautiful  wife ;  I  met  her  fourteen  years  afterwards  in  London, 
when  she  was  a  widow,  and  was  much  flattered  by  her  recol- 
lecting my  introduction  to  her  at  Ratisbon.  Moreau's  army  was 
under  such  excellent  discipline,  and  the  behavior  both  of  officers 
and  men  so  civil,  that  I  soon  mixed  among  them  without  hesi- 
tation, and  formed  agreeable  acquaintances  at  the  messes  in  town, 
to  which  their  chef-de-brigade  often  invited  me.  This  WOTthy 
man,  Colonel  Le  Fort,  gave  me  a  protection  to  pass  through  the 
whole  army  of  Moreau." 

The  anecdote  of  his  having  been  "  plundered,  in  one  of  these 
excursions,  of  his  clothes,  books,  and  thirty  ducats  in  gold,  by  a 
Croate,"  is  not  found  recorded  in  his  letters ;  but  he  was  robbed, 
as  already  mentioned,  in  his  lodgings  at  Ratisbon. 

*  The  previous  armiftioe  of  July  expired  on  the  *!ih  of  September,  and 
was  renewed  at  Hohenlinden  on  the  28th  of  September,  ftr  fortj^e  dayn 
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^  I  remember,"  sajs  he,  '*  how  little  I  valued  the  art  of  paint- 
ing before  I  got  into  the  heart  of  such  impressive  scenes ;  but 
in  Qermanj  I  would  have  given  anything  to  have  possessed  an 
art  capable  of  conveying  ideas  inaccessible  to  speech  and  writing. 
Some  particular  scenes  were  indeed  rather  overcharged  with  that 
degree  of  the  terrific,  which  oversteps  the  sublime ;  and  I  own 
my  flesh  yet  creeps  at  the  recollections  of  spring-wagons  and 
hospitals.  But  the  sight  of  Ingolstadt  in  ruins,  or  Hohenhnden 
covered  with  fire,  seven  miles  in  circumference,  were  spectacles 
never  to  be  forgotten."* 

As  the  termination  of  the  armistice  approached,  redoubled 
activity  prevailed  in  the  Austrian  camp,  and  clearly  showed  that 
hostilities  would  be  soon  resumed  with  increased  vigor.  Aware 
of  the  inconvenience,  or  even  personal  risk,  to  which  he  might 
be  exposed  by  a  longer  stay  in  liatisbon,  Campbell  obtained  his 
passports,  and  hastily  retired  from  the  seat  of  war.  Taking  Leip- 
bIc  and  other  intermediate  towns  in  his  route  northward,  he  re- 
joined his  friends  at  Hamburgh ;  and  shortly  after  took  up  his 
winter  quarters  at  Altona,  from  which  he  thus  writes : — 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON. 

Altona,  Nov,  ith,  1800. 
Mr  DSARK8T  Friend, 

My  fears  that  arose  in  consequence  of  MundelFs  death, 
were  dispelled  by  receiving  your  letter,  which  reached  me  at  Al- 
tona. I  had  determined  to  cross  the  sea,  to  enjoy  your  society 
onoe  more — to  publish — and  to  return  with  you  to  Germany. 
Now  this  blessed  double  edition  relieves  all  my  apprehensions. 
Main's  aooount  will  take  £26, — the  rest,  as  I  am  now  on  my  last 
legs,  must  be  the  means  of  my  existence  this  winter.  I  would 
dispose  of  it  otherwise,  but  necessity  has  no  law.     Now  that  my 

^■^^^^-^—  »^ — . ■ —  ■ 

•  Extract  fipom  a  "  Memoir  of  Oampbell,"  by  Washington  Irving  With 
regard  to  Hohenlinden,  it  has  generally  been  supposed  that  the  Poet  was 
OD  the  field  sooo  after  the  batUa  Such,  however,  was  not  the  &ct  He 
left  Ratisboo  late  in  October,  and  returned  by  Leipsic  to  Altona,  where  he 
resided  until  he  embarked  for  England  The  armistice  broke  up  on  the 
12th  of  November.  Ilie  battle  of  Hohenlinden  was  fought  on  the  third  of 
December,  about  six  weeks  after  he  had  taken  fhial  leare  of  Bararia.  In 
the  passage  quoted,  **  Hohenlinden**  is  perhaps  a  missprint  for  Landehut,  oo 
the  Iser,  Leipheim,  near  Ounzberg,  or  Donauusert — ^where  battles  and  cfm- 
JtagnUiofu  took  place  during  the  summer  campaign — the  effects  of  which 
the  Poet  may  have  witnessed  after  his  azrival  on  the  Danube.— Compare 

this  wHh  page  SM,  «<  a^- 
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fears  are  dismissed,  I  have  confidence  in  mj  abilities  to  do  some- 
thing worth  while  in  Altona — a  pleasant  place  indeed.  I  shall 
correspond  with  Perry,  and  use  the  materials  I  have  got,  so  as 
to  fulfil  my  engagement.  My  thanks,  good  R.,  for  the  trouble 
you  have  taken.  The  notices  are  valuable,  though  condens- 
ed.*  Now  for  this  coming  winter.     I  own  I  would  fain  crote 

the  sea.  I  own  the  idea  of  once  more  shaking  your  friendly  hand, 
almost  wheedles  me  out  of  my  resolution.  !But  it  is  better  to 
stay  here — till  we  set  out  for  Buda — ^than  plough  the  ocean 
twice.  Oh,  how  I  shall  leap  when  I  see  you  spring  from  the 
packet  to  the  Danish  shore !  ITien,  my  boy,  for  Buda !  the 
Danube — the  hills  of  Bavaria — Vienna !  Our  tour  shall  delight 
the  Universe ! 

♦  ♦•«** 

I  have  much  written  and  ready  for  Perry — a  second  volume 
shall  send  me  with  full  sails  on  the  ocean  of  prosperity.  I  grow 
mad  at  the  hope  of  enjoying  life — novelty — ^friendship — ^yes,  and 
reputation  from  such  a  tour  as  I  shall  now  be  able  to  make. 

John !  you  are  amongst  friends.  There  are  thousands  every 
day  to  claim  your  regard.  I  am  away  from  home — ^I  have  no 
friends — and  can  have  none,  till  you  arrive  here.  You  have  no 
rivals  in  my  affectiouf  and  I  must  have  none  in  yours.  There  is 
no  society,  but  your  own,  that  could  endear  such  a  plan  of  jour- 
neying. It  is  you  I  want — a  friend,  not  a  companion.  We 
must  walk — ^a  child  can  carry  all  our  luggage.  Ten  pounds  is 
the  outside  of  the  expense  of  each  to  Buda.  I  expect  fifty  pounds 
from  Perry — ^besides  the  profit  of  a  volume.  I  only  want  leisure, 
health,  and  the  prospect  of  your  arrival,  to  finish  all  I  have  o& 
hand.  Altona  is  the  Montpelier  of  Germany,  and  as  my  health 
is  better,  so  are  my  spirits. 

The  post  hour  is  near — I  must  be  brief.  Summer  is  not  the 
season  for  travelling  in  Germany — it  is  burning  hot,  even  in  a 
carriage.  When  I  think  upon  the  horrors  of  a  summer  cam- 
paign, I  grow  seriously  uneasy  at  the  prospect  of  your  late  arri- 
val. I  declare  I  do  not  say  this  from  any  selfish  wish  to  see  yon 
soon — ^though,  God  knows,  my  heart  beats  with  impatience — 
but  really,  even  May  is  intolerably  hot  in  the  southern  latitudes ; 
and  of  the  dreadful  effects  of  heat,  I  have  known  something  my- 
selfl  If  we  do  not  set  out  before  May,  I  know  from  experience 
what  we  shall  have  to  sufier.    But  this  may  be  obviated  by 

*  These  were  historicil  and  tnditioiial  notes  selected  by  Mr.  Bichardm 
as  materials  for  the  new  Poem  of  "Tlie  Qoeen  of  the  North." 
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tnrning  to  the  North  or  East — ^Warsaw  is  accessible :  it  is  now 
Prussian.  I  do  not  state  this  as  a  serious  proposal — but  another 
time  we  shall  settle  all  this.  Meanwhile,  with  every  ardent  sen- 
timent of  attachment,  I  am,  dearest  John,  your  friend, 

T.  C. 

TO  DR.  ANDERSON. 

Altona,  Nov.  6thy  1800. 
Mr  DEAR  Doctor, 

I  was  vexed  and  surprised  to  hear  by  my  mother's  last 
letter,  that  mine  of  last  August  had  not  reached  you.  It  was 
double,  and  I  ordered  it  to  be  sent  by  a  private  hand.  My  cor- 
respondent in  Hamburgh  says  it  was  duly  forwarded.  There 
was  another  for  Mrs.  Stewart,  which  I  suppose  has  also  been 
lost. — ^An  unfortunate  summer  in  Ratisbon  drained  me  so  com- 
pletely, that  hearing  of  MundelFs  death,  and  afraid  of  being  lefl 
without  resources  to  winter  in  Germany,  I  determined  to  return 
to  Edinburgh  ;  and  after  publishing  a  volume,  to  return  in  sum- 
mer, when  my  friend  Richardson  should  set  out ;  for  the  idea  of 
quitting  Germany  for  good  and  all,  never  entered  my  mind. 
Another  letter  from  Richardson — delayed  God  knows  by  what 
accident — met  me  at  Hamburgh.  I  learnt  what  awaited  me  for 
the  double  edition — and  resolved  in  consequence  to  wait  in  Ger- 
many for  his  arrival,  instead  of  a  useless  voyage  home. 

I  regret  that  the  nearly  approaching  post  nour  prevents  me 
from  being  so  full  as  I  wish,  upon  Germanic  subjects.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  journey  I  have  made,  or  the  acquaintances  I 
have  formed,  if  I  except  a  few.  In  Altona — the  pleasantest 
place  of  all  Germany — 1  have  the  prospect  of  useful  and  agreea- 
ble acquaintances,  and  a  winter  of  useful  activity.  I  must  col- 
lect all  my  ideas  like  a  scattered  family  round  my  winter  fire- 
side, and  arrange  them  according  to  their  age  and  merit  in  a 
social  circle.  I  will  write  you  by  this  fleet,  and  send  you  speci- 
mens of  my  second  volume.  At  present  you  must  not  ascribe 
it  to  unkindness  if  I  should  be  brief.  WiUi  sincerest  affection, 
I  am, — Yours  ever, — ^Thos.  Campbell. 

My  best  and  loving  respects  to  our  common  friends. 

P.  S. — Nine  o*clock, — I  resume  the  pen — for  the  post  does 
not  go  till  ten — lest  you  should  ascribe  to  a  blank  in  my  af- 
fection, this  blank  on  my  paper ;  but  with  all  the  blank,  I  have 
not  room  to  express  the  thousand  thoughts  that  crowd  upon 
my  mind.    I  have  to  assure  you,  in  the  first  instance,  that  my 
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ulence,  while  I  continued  in  the  belief  that  my  letter  had 
reached  you — arose  from  no  deficiency  of  regard.  A  dreadful 
fit  of  a^e  and  sickness,  occasioned  by  the  heat  of  the  weather, 
confined  me  for  many  weeks,  and  disabled  and  dispirited  me, 
during  all  my  stay  at  Ratisbon.  A  jaunt  to  the  South  did  not 
mend  my  health,  finances,  or  spirits ;  though  I  confess  the 
scenery  was  fine.  The  news  of  Mundell's  death  alarmed  me 
about  my  future  resources — for  the  doctor's  fees  and  expenses 
connected  with  sickness,  have  consumed  me  like  chaff.  A 
journey  to  Hamburgh  was  inevitable — for,  though  I  could  have 
wintered  in  Ratisbon  (which  was  fisr  from  being  the  case,)  it 
was  necessary  to  be  nearer  home  in  case  of  the  worst.  I  en- 
dured severe  cold  on  the  road,  and  expected  to  die  in  conse- 
quence— stopt  at  Leipsic  under  great  apprehension — suffered 
yet  more  on  the  road  to  Hamburgh — being  exposed  for  five 
days  and  nights  to  be  drenched,  and  dried  alternately.  Like  a 
miracle,  this  cold  which  I  suffered  in  the  uncovered  extra-poate, 
has  operated  in  my  favor.  Headache,  weakness  of  nerves,  and 
every  aguish  sensation  is  gone.  In  waiting  for  the  vessel  for 
Leith,  I  found  to  my  astonishment  that  my  nerves  were  con- 
firmed during  a  few  days.  Richardson's  letter  arrived,  men- 
tioning the  double  edition.  It  will  enable  me  to  stay  in  Altona 
till  a  complete  knowledge  of  the  language  and  other  circum- 
stances enable  me  to  visit  the  interior  ;  but  we  shall  proceed  by 
another  route  than  what  I  pursued — for  I  am  master  of  all  to 
be  seen  in  Lunenburg,  Brunswick,  Leipsic — Bareuth,  Ambeig, 
and  Nuremberg  already ;  and  the  other  road  southward  has 
more  novelty.  My  portfoUo,  prose  and  verse,  is  yet  a  chaos — 
but  have  a  little  patience,  and  you  will  see  a  chaos  produce 
creation,  and  teem  with  monsters  and  wonders  sufficient  to 
match  the  pages  of  Bruce  himself.  I  will  send  you  in  suooeft- 
sion,  Hungarian  war-songs  from  the  mouths  of  common  sol- 
diers, who  spoke  them  in  Latin.  (This  I  assure  you  is  not 
Brucian.)  I  have  also  the  "  Death  of  Wallace.'*  The  long 
begun  "  Lodger"  (but  of  this  not  a  word,)  a  long  piece — ^Latin 
verses,  some  sonnets,  and  other  pieces — ^all  favorites  at  least  of 
the  Author — whatever  the  world  may  say  of  them.* 

Excuse  all  this  prattling  vanity.    There  is  a  fine  print  of 
Kosciusko,  sold  here,  from  the  little  engraving ;  and,  I  assure 

*  Besides  the  pieces  enumerated — the  ''Ode  to  Discontent" — **  Wallaoe* 
— the  **  Danish  VerBes" — ^"Jodith"— «ad  a  **  HnoffariaD  War-«»g  **— hATe 
been  found  among  the  Poefs  papws.  The  WtiSaM  hare  mantioDsd, 
a  rmMioopy  of  the  ''Dnge,"  tee  page  177. 
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YOU,  an  immense  curiosity  to  see  my  book.  One  gentleman 
has  ordered  twelve  copies  for  his  friends.  I  hope  to  send  an 
order  for  a  hundred  soon,  from  a  Hamburgh  bookseller.  An 
edition  has  been  cast  off  in  America,  of  which  a  friend  assured 
me  he  had  seen  some  copies.  I  shall  send  you  a  much  more 
sensible  letter  next  week,  and  by  a  sure  hand* 

Yours, — Campbell. 

TO  DR.  ANDERSON. 

Altona,  Nov.  14^  1800. 

Dear  Doctor, 

An  opportunity  occurring,  by  a  gentleman  from  Ham- 
burgh, I  cannot  allow  it  to  pass,  without  sending  you  a  few 
lines,  although  I  have  found  it  impossible,  from  a  recurrence  of 
my  ague,  to  transcribe  some  of  the  pieces  which  I  meant  to 
have  sent  you.  I  was  at  first  violently  abrmed  when  I  found 
that  my  air-bath  from  Leipsic  had  not  cured  me  completely. 
But  the  symptoms  have  again  subsided,  and  I  trust  this  winter 
will  not  be  rendered  disagreeable  by  any  returning  annoyance 
of  the  same  nature. 

We  have  been  lately  threatened  by  the  Prussians  in  this 
quarter.  The  Senators  met,  in  their  large  breeches,  and  full 
raffles,  and  for  forty-eight  hours  at  a  stretch,  consulted  Puffen- 
dorff  and  Grotius,  upon  the  disputed  subject  of  neutral  vessels. 
At  the  end  of  that  time,  they  were  exhausted  with  hunger  and 
hard  study — had  a  hearty  meal  of  sausages  and  sauer  kraut, 
and  went  to  repose ;  the  dispute  being  adjusted,  is  now  gone  to 
bed  also. 

I  have  met  here  with  a  very  interesting  literary  Anglo-Grerman 
character,  Mr.  Lloyd — not  Edmund  Oliver.  He  has  introduced  me 
particularly  to  Klopstock.  I  know  not  what  he  has  translated 
— I  believe  nothing  of  great  importance — ^but  his  conversation 
is  pleasant  and  exceedingly  instructive — ^he  is  indeed  one  of 
the  most  accomplished  men  I  have  seen.  *  *  *  ♦  is  also 
here — a  poor,  heart-broken  looking  man.     He  seems  agonized 

with  reflections  on 's  death.     He  started  ^th  looks  of 

horror  on  one  occasion  when,  accidentally,  the  subject  of  sui- 
cide was  mentioned gave  a  deep  sigh,  and  a  look  in- 
describably wild.     I  could  not  understand  it. 

Mr.  R  *  *  ,  the  duelist,  is  at  Altona.  I  meet  with  him 
frequently,  and  think  him  an  amiable  man.  He  is  much  re- 
spected, both  in  Hamburgh  and  Altona.  He  means,  at  present, 
to  return  home,  and  atand  hia  trial.     Dumourier  I  saw  last 


262  LIPB   AND   LETTERS   OF  THOMAS  CAMPBELL.         [1800. 

night  at  the  theatre.    And  what  think  you  of  the  respectable 

*  *  *  *  ?  He  appears  at  Hamburgh  Dock  with  all  the  con- 
fidence iuspired  by  conscious  rectitude — ^has  got  into  credit,  and 
speculates  in  merchandize  to  some  amount.  ****]& 
surely  at  the  head  of  his  profession.  In  the  last  scene  of  his 
confinement,  he  invited  the  jailor  to  a  magnificent  dinner — got 
him  so  drunk,  and  benevolent,  as  to  lend  him  ten  guineas,  and 
then  left  him  to  defray  the  bill. 

As  I  have  not  yet  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  you — I 
hope  you  will  remember  me  soon.  I  think  there  will  be  an  op- 
portunity yet,  this  season,  of  sending  my  gratuitous  volumes 
of  the  P.  of  Hope,  by  a  Leith  vessel. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  that  Leyden  has  got  a  church.  My  best 
wishes  attend  him,  for  all  his  crankishness  of  character.  I  have 
continually  been  accusing  myself  for  not  writing  to  Miss  Ban- 
nerman,  and  Mr.  Brown.  They  must  take  the  will  for  the 
deed,  and  believe  the  affection  of  my  heart— even  without  a 
testimony.  Will  you  be  so  kind  as  inquire  particularly,  how 
Miss  Grtdiame*  is.  Her  relations,  you  know,  are  not  explicit 
about  her  health,  and  I  have  heard  hitherto  nothing  but  m- 
mors. 

I  have  now  a  favor  to  request  from  your  long-experienced 
friendship,  which  is — to  send  me,  out  of  any  scraps  of  Scottish 
history,  hints  or  extracts  that  may  yield  a  few  notes  to  my  Q. 
of  the  N.,  which  is  yet  in  detached  pieces.  There  is  something 
about  this  request  which  you  will  see  the  propriety  of  keeping 
secret — not  that  I  am  ashamed  of  assistance  from  such  a  respect- 
able quarter ;  but,  because  I  don't  wish  people  to  be  talking 
about  a  piece,  which  has  vexed  me  by  its  protracted  delay.  I 
believe,  however,  that  I  shall  be  in  sufficient  time  for  the  engra- 
vings. Williams  wrote  me  that  they  would  not  be  finished  this 
year.  If  fulfilling  this  request  should  be  troublesome,  I  shall 
drop  it — but  it  would  be  an  inestimable  favor.  My  sincere  re- 
spects to  your  agreeable  family,  and  to  all  our  common  firiends. 
I  shake  you  by  the  hand — and  wish  you,  firom  the  bottom  of  a 
grateful  and  affectionate  heart,  every  blessing  that  worth  deserves. 
I  am,  my  dear  sir,  yours,  Aa 

Thomas  Campbell. 

Early  in  November,  Campbell  had  the  pleasure  of  farming 
acquaintance  with  a  young  gentleman  of  &mi]y,  who  was  then 

*  Some  iK>tioe  of  the  frieDdt  here  named  has  been  giTSD  at  psgei  19S,  207--fti 
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preparing  for  a  tour  in  the  provinces  of  the  Lower  Danube. 
Correspondence  in  taste  and  sentiment  soon  led  to  an  intimacy 
which  was  continued  by  daily  intercourse,  and  promised  many 
future  advantages.  Of  these  the  most  important  to  Campbell 
was  an  offer  from  his  new  friend  to  take  him  as  his  travelling 
companion  to  Hungary,  and  to  make  him  a  liberal  compensation 
in  money  for  any  pains  he  might  take  in  directing  his  studies. 
With  this  new  prospect  before  him,  he  hastens  to  communicate 
the  plan  to  Mr.  Richardson. 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON. 

Altona,  18^A  Nov^  1800. 
Mt  DXARi^ST  Friend, 

I  have  formed  a  plan  which,  I  assure  you,  is  likely  to 
afford  solid  comfort  to  my  spirits — a  pleasant  resting-place  for 
some  time — ^a  view  of  instructive  novelties — and  leisure  to  ar- 
range all  my  notes  and  materials.  But  I  must  premise  by 
mentioning  that,  however  apparently  tending  to  separate  us  for 
a  while,  it  is  favorable  to  that  delightful  meeting  which  my 
mind  anticipates  as  its  greatest  consolation.  My  heart  beats 
with  all  its  wonted  fervor,  when  I  declare  that  to  be  with  yon 
once  more  is  my  determined  vow. 


You  know,  from  anxieties  about  the  consequences  of  Mv 
delPs  death,  that  1  proposed  returning  to  Britain  to  publish, 


Mun- 
or 
rather  to  finish,  the  multitude  of  pieces  I  have  on  hand  in  your 
delightful  society,  and  then  to  return  with  you  to  Buda.  fiuda 
was  always  the  hobby-horse  of  my  affections.  My  imagination 
has  been  inflamed  by  the  accounts  I  have  heard  of  it  and  the 
neighboring  country.  Finding  that  your  letter  informed  me  of 
the  £50  lymg  in  the  bank,  I  then  thought  to  appropriate  £25 
of  it  to  my  present  uses,  and  leave  the  rest  as  part  payment  of 
my  debts.*  Twenty-five  pounds  (for  confinement  at  Leipsic  had 
drained  me  to  the  last,)  was  my  proposed  stock  for  the  winter. 
Thus,  I  purposed  to  finish  all  I  had  on  hand,  and  wait  your 
arrival ;  and,  having  transmitted  a  stock  of  puhlishahle  matters 
to  Britain,  to  rely  upon  the  profits  for  the  future.. 

I  got  acquainted  with  a  gentleman  in  Altona — but  I  must  be 
brief.     After  hearing  the  state  of  my  affairs,  and  I  explained 

*  The  MU  to  which  he  so  often  adverts,  were  chiefly  dae  to  Mr.  Hep- 
bum,  a  Leith  merchant,  from  whom  he  had  a  letter  of  credit  on  Messrs. 
Blliir,  of  Hamburgh. 
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them  frankly,  for  his  inquiries  were  delicate  and  friendly — h^ 
told  me  his  prospects  in  life,  and  his  present  state ;  offered  me 
assistance  in  a  generous  and  delicate  manner,  and  pressed  me  to 
\i8it  him  at  Buda,  and  to  make  his  house  my  home.  My  words 
in  reply  were  these : — Mr.  *  *  *,  I  have  felt  so  much  pleasure 
in  your  society,  that  I  will  accept  yoiir  invitation.  Offers  of 
assistance  in  any  other  shape  I  decUne  with  gratitude ;  for  at 
present  it  is  home  and  society  that  I  wish  for. — I  alluded  to  an 
offer  which  he  made  through  the  medium  of  a  common  ae- 
quaintance,  who  is  his  bosom  friend  and  my  well-wisher.  It 
was  to  furnish  me  with  whatever  supply  was  requisite  for  the 
winter.  To  this  I  returned  for  answer,  that  I  had  already  in- 
curred obligations  of  a  sin^ilar  nature — that  I  was  unfortunate 
in  my  management  of  money,  but  that  to  live  with  him  as  a 
friend  at  Buda  would  be,  perhaps,  a  mutual  advantage.  On 
Mr.  *  "'  *  speaking  of  the  matter  himself,  I  repeated  my  former 
expression.  He  gave  me  his  hand,  and  said  with  warmth,  **  I 
had  no  idea  that  I  could  have  got  you  to  accompany  me — ^bot 
come.  Your  society  will  be  a  pride  and  an  honor.*'  These 
strong  expressions,  though  they  show  an  exaggerated  idea  <rf 
my  character,  I  know  are  sincere;  for  he  showed  his  sincerity 
by  distributing  his  allowance  among  the  Irish  sufferers,  and  now 
shows  his  powers  of  friendship  by  sharing  all  his  fortune  with  a 
friend.  I  looked  upon  the  invitation  of  an  honest  man  as  truly 
welcome.  *'  I  mean,*'  says  he,  "  to  settle  at  Buda,  and  it  would 
be  my  pride  to  see  you  settled  along  with  me.'*  It  would  have 
been  improper  to  have  left  him  in  the  dark  with  regard  to  my 
plans.  "  Mr.  *  *  *,'*  said  I,  "  you  know  the  value  of  a  friend — 
the  dearest  I  have  on  earth  is  coming  to  Germany  in  summer. 
I  believe  my  being  in  Germany  is  not  a  small  inducement  We 
have  long  proposed  to  travel  through  Hungary — I  must  meet 
him  nearer  home  than  Buda — I  will  return  with  my  friend  to 
Buda — he  is  a  mild  man  like  yourself  You  will  certainly  be 
friends  also.*'  "  Bring  him  to  my  house,**  said  the  good  natured 
*  *  *  ;  "we  shall  all  live  happy  together.**  I  said  I  could  not 
answer  for  my  friend's  resolutions. 

You  see  then  the  state  of  the  matter.  This  honest  *  *  *  is 
a  simple,  downright  man.  He  is  so  diffident  of  his  own  rank  in 
the  scale  of  intelligence,  that  he  talks  about  the  honor  he  would 
receive  from  my  company — the  improvement,  Ac.  All  that 
nonsense  will  be  over  when  we  grow  more  familiar.  But  I 
know  I  have  sufficient  good-will  for  his  honesty  of  character,  to 
appear  agreeable  in  his  eyes  during  a  domestic  acquaintanoe ; 
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and  aa  lie  regards  my  conversation  as  improving,  I  am  sure, 
when  be  begins  to  study,  I  can  advise  him  with  some  e£Sect,  to 
repay  his  hospitality  by  impro\ing  his  taste  and  information. 
The  manner  in  which  he  talks  of  my  society,  is  such  as  if  he 
regarded  himself  as  the  person  laid  under  an  obligation.  I  do 
not  think  so  myself;  but  the  advantage  is,  mutual.  Though 
sorely  touchable  on  the  score  of  independence^  I  will  certainly 
feel  myself  here,  as  a  respectable  friend  and  useful  companion. 
There  is  nothing  like  formal  tutorship.  His  circumstances  and 
my  wishes  exclude  that  idea.  It  has  never  been  alluded  to ;  but 
I  will  certainly  interest  myself  in  his  studies  if  he  incline  to  pur- 
sue them. 

Thus,  you  observe,  I  am  to  pass  some  months  at  Buda.  His 
coach  cannot  receive  me — he  regrets  it,  but  I  do  not.  I  shall 
travel  deUberately  to  Vienna,  cheaply  and  comfortably.  I  will 
describe  my  procedure  on  arriving  there.  I  shall  see  Prague 
and  Dresden  in  my  way.  I  am  to  meet  ♦  *  *  and  *  *  *  of 
Edinburgh  at  Vienna,  and  drift  down  the  Danube  to  Buda. 

Now  for  our  meeting,  which,  I  suppose,  will  be  in  June.* 
Let  it  be  where  you  please.  The  Danube  is  navigable  up  to 
Ratisbon — the  expense  is  small,  though  the  voyage  may  be  very 
tedious — but  no  voyage  will  be  disagreeable  that  carries  me  to 
my  dear  Richardson.  I  will  meet  you  wherever  you  like.  I 
know  you  will  be  solitary ;  but  *  *  *  visits  Linz  in  May.  I  shall 
accompany  him  down  the  Danube.  The  idea  of  your  travelling 
alone  pains  my  heart.  Your  idea  elevates  my  weariest  moments. 
I  will  meet  you  where  you  please.  Shall  we  \isit  Hungary 
again  ?  Yes,  it  is  the  country  worthy  of  our  best  research.  All 
the  rest  of  Germany  is  vulgar  knowledge.  This  is  a  land  un- 
known— untravelled — beautiful — rich — delicious!  Oh!  what 
descriptions  the  Germans  give  of  its  vineyards  of  Tokay  and 
Agria ! 

Now,  my  most  valued  friend,  I  must  tell  you  one  principal 
reason  for  leaving  Altona — I  do  not  mean  you  to  jcHn  me  at 
Hamburgh,  or  come  by  way  of  Saxony.  It  is  a  vulgar,  unpleas- 
ing  route.  Come  to  me  by  way  of  France.  It  is  a  sad  want  not 
to  be  able  to  tell  foreigners  anything  of  London.  You  must 
visit  London  first;  and  to  see  France  on  your  route,  is  also 
worthy  of  your  liberality.  Yes — permit  me  to  advise  you.  If 
peace  do  not  happen,  get  a  passport.    It  is  easily  found  in  Loh- 


*  Mr.  Richardson  was  not  to  be  of  age  until  May ;  but  it  was  concerted 
that  aa  soon  as  he  attained  his  majority,  he  should  start  for  Germanj. 
Vol.  I. — 12 
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don ;  and  the  French  will  not  be  disposed  to  injure  yon,  when 
th<fj  allowed  me  to  cross  their  army  ynth  a  simple  note  from  a 
Colonel  Le  Fort  in  their  service.  Let  alone  economy  till  Toa 
come  to  some  resting-place,  or  travel  upon  walking  expeditKnis 
in  llungary.  I  have  considered  your  case,  and  can  now  speak 
with  decision.  In  your  situation,  it  is  best  to  visit  Paris  first. 
You  can  travel  in  an  extra-poste  over  France,  and  the  Nether- 
lands, for  sixpence  a  mile — all  expenses  included.  I  meim  trsr 
veiling  like  a  gentleman,  with  ease  and  comfort.  Eight  days* 
sickness  in  the  Hamburgh  packet  is  a  serious  matter.  God 
grant  that  I  may  get  home  by  a  shorter  voyage !  Besides^ 
Hanover  is  a  melancholy  country ;  all  Lower  Saxony  is  indeed 
disgusting.  But  the  Rhine — Paris — Buonaparte — the  pictures 
and  statues  of  Italy  (now  transported  to  France) — the  scenes  of 
the  Revolution — all  is  enchantment  and  attraction!  Gret  a paai- 
port.     Shame  to  dull  Hamburgh  and  Saxony! 

Besides,  I  must  recur  to  London.  I  have  blushed  for  shamei 
when  the  ladies  asked  me  questions  about  it.  You  join  me,  sup- 
pose, at  Ratisbon ;  and  you  must  travel  thither  in  a  covered 
chaise,  for  the  sun  will  be  hot.  You  spend  July  and  August  in 
Buda.  Then  for  the  paradise  of  romantic  pleasure !  Aatomn 
in  the  richest  climate— -wildness — ^luxuriance. 

******* 

Do  you  blame  me  then  for  this  resolution  ?     I  go  to  live  with 
a  man  who  esteems  me,  and  whose  hospitality  it  will  not  be  de- 
grading me  to  accept.     I  respect  and  love  him — with  a  part  of 
that  esteem  which  warms  me  when  I  think  of  you.     We  shall . 
meet — tell  me  where — and  I  will  fly  to  the  place  you  choose. 

To  Perry  I  will  send  accounts  of  all  I  can  get,  and  continue 
my  correspondence  with  the  vigor  of  a  satisfied  mind.  AU  will 
be  pleasant.  Do  not,  my  dear  J. — do  not  imagine  this  increase 
uf  our  present  distance  is  unfavorable  to  our  views — ^for  to  travel 
by  France  is  your  interest,  and  not  by  sea  to  this  Hamburgh  X 
Peace  will  surely  arrive — it  is  earnestly  expected  here.--  8sy 
nothing  of  my  departure  till  I  write  to  my  friends  from  Vienna : 
this  I  request  for  reasons  too  long  for  this  scanty  paper. 

I  have  sent  off  by  this  post  to  P a  Hungarian  war-ode, 

and,  before  leaving  town,  will  transcribe  some  other  pieces  to 
insert  at  his  leisure.  If  you  accidentally  pick  up  any  particulais 
about  the  Q.  of  the  N.  prny  kindly  send  them.   Adieu.     T.  0. 


JEt,  23.]  GERMANY — LETTERS    FROM   ALTONA.  267 

P.  S.  November  20. — Returning  last  evening  I  find  I  have 
sent  Perry's  letter  to  you  !  Forgive  the  mist^e.  It  will  in- 
form you  of  the  Buda  scheme.  *  *  *  has  since  made  me  an 
offer  of  a  very  particular  kind  as  his  tutor.  It  is  of  so  important 
a  nature,  that  1  have  determined  to  cross  the  water,  and  see  if  it 
be  compatible  with  your  scheme  of  travelling  to  Germany.  If 
your  plan  and  *  *  *'s  do  not  coincide,  I  will  abandon  every 
project  that  could  separate  us ;  for,  in  the  present  state  of  my 
mind,  your  society,  I  find,  will  be  necessary  to  my  existence. 
*  *  *  propose  in  consideration  of  your  wishes  to  visit  Ger- 
many and  the  attachment  between  us,  that  we  should  return  by 
the  spring  fleet ;  and  after  travelling,  that  both  should  settle  in 
that  deli^tful  country.  In  short,  I  must  consult  with  you  per- 
sonally. Say  nothing  of  what  has  been  said  in  this  letter.  I 
long  to  see  you.  I  am  fully  persuaded  that  *  *  *  and  you  and 
I  will  all  yet  travel  together,  and  that  you  would  like  him  for 
his  extreme  modesty  and  amiable  manners.  T.  C. 

TO  Ma  RICHARDSON. 

Altona,  Dee,  Itth^  1800. 

*  *  I  have  just  finished  yours  of  Nov.  26th.  It  is  all 
well — ^you  are  the  best  of  friends,  and  I  the  happiest  of  mortals. 
The  supply  is  sufficient  for  a  cold  winter,  and  when  spring  and 
you  come  smiHng  together,  this  heart  will  have  too  much  hap- 
piness to  contain ;  but  as  to  my  letter  about  Buda,  and  my  sub- 
sequent one  regarding  *  *,  John,  by  the  sincerity  of  my  affec- 
tioii,  this  scheme  has  no  circumstance  in  it  that  either  can,  or 
shall,  bar  our  plan  of  life.  The  history  is  this :  *  *  wished  me 
to  spend  the  winter  with  him  at  Buda ;  I  agreed,  and  having 
concluded  a  letter  to  Perry,  added  my  intention  in  postscript 
I  addressed  it  to  you  by  mistake :  You  received  mine  on  the 
same  subject ;  I  meant  to  return  to  meet  you  at  Munich,  or  else- 
where, and  join  you  for  good  and  all.  At  that  time  *  *  *  had 
said  nothing  of  tutorship.  On  certain  difficulties  occurring  with 
regard  to  *  **8  plans  of  travelling,  I  was  afraid  of  obliging  any 
of  them  to  stay  at  Buda  by  my  presence,  and  requested  leave  to 
withdraw  my  promise.  *  *  *  was  a  little  hurt,  I  believe,  rather 
at  *  *  than  me ;  and,  next  day  taking  a  walk  along  with  me, 
some  miles  into  the  country,  explained  to  me  some  peculiarities 
in  his  lot,  his  prospects,  and  his  wishes.  His  wish,  ne  said,  was 
to  study,  upon  settling  at  Buda.  He  requested  me  to  promise 
my  assistance,  with  his  word  of  honor  that  I  should  have  £100 
a  year  as  long  as  I  chose  to  abide  with  him  ;  and  he  said  that 
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hp — cot  I — woaM  be  ih^  person  obliged.  I  immedimtelT  replied 
that  I  wULed  UKiihrT  to  bind  him  nor  myself  by  anv  promHe ; 
that  I  would  retom  to  Britain,  and.  if  <me  dicuiDitaDoe  did  dok 
occur.  wouM  join  him  at  the  end  of  summer.  This  drcamsunee 
is  your  uow'^lingne^  to  live  in  the  same  place  with  me — for,  I 
d^jlare.  I  could  live  nowhere  comfortablv.  without  the  redStr  or 
pro^prct  of  being  with  you.  I  said  further,  on  the  subject  of 
**  per  annum."  that  I  would  live  with  him,  in  case  of  return,  with- 
out any  engag*rment  on  either  side.  I  will  rely  upon  yon,  I  aaid, 
for  I  certainly  know  your  worth,  and  I  will  live  with  you  hap- 
pily, if  another  motive  does  not  operate — which  will  certaiiuj 
af/ji^ear  honorable  in  your  eyefi.  lie  matter  then  stands  thm : 
I  can  join  *  *  *,  or  not,  as  I  please :  having  required  obIj  a 
conditional  promise  from  him.  my  word  is  not  betrothed,  and  I 
can  join  him  a  month,  or  a  twelvemonth,  after  his  arrival  wX 
Burla.         •  •  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

VL«it  Buda,  perhaps ;  nine  months^  journeying  in  Bohemia, 
Bavaria,  Austria,  Hungary  and  Turkey,  will  surely  da  Then 
we  shall  rest  to  compose  Poems,  Novels  and  Romances,  8<Hiie- 
wh^-re  or  other.  Such  fits  of  thinking  come  across  me  ci  an 
evening,  as  nothing  but  your  presence  could  dispeL  I  am  a  sad 
dependent  creature  !  My  happiness  will  be  in  your  hands,  Lika 
the  penny -pi*^ce  of  a  child,  wno  gives  it  to  his  matnmM  to  ke^ 
— ^being  unfit  to  keep  it  himsel£  This  is  nonsense,  jou  wm 
say.  No  !  The  society  of  *  *  *,  amiable  as  he  is,  oould  not 
flatter  me,  unless  I  had  yours  for  the  comer-stone  of  my  happi- 
ness. But  we  shall  meet  soon. — ^We  shall  sit  in  this  snug  litlle 
rooHL,  where  I  now  sit — We  shall  talk  over  the  dear  hours  I 
have  spent  with  you,  and  plan  for  those  of  the  future.      *      * 

I  must  winter,  however,  here. — ^The  frost  is  begun. — ^I  think 
it  Is  not  likely  that  I  shall  be  home.  Join  me  early  in  Mardi ! 
It  will  need  no  great  money,  and  you  can  leave  Sir.  S— d* 
for  your  agent.  It  is  true  enou^  that  I  have  stufiT  for  Peny. 
I  expect  you  to  be  the  bearer  of  £30  from  him — ^for  you  must 
come  hj  way  of  London,  now  that  Paris,  from  the  renewal  of 
hostilities,  is  not  likelv  to  be  accessible.  But  Paris  we  shjdl 
visit  together.  Bring  few  clothes,  as  we  shall  certainly  walk. 
Tony  MacCann,  a  brave  United  Irishman,  walked  between  Ber- 
gen in  Norway,  to  Paris,  on  seven  guineas — ^near  seventeen  hun- 
dred miles  !  But  genendly  May  is  a  hot  month  in  Germany ; 
and  we  ought  to  set  out  in  March,  early.    Our  best  chance  it 

*  The  Writer  to  the  Signet,  with  whom  Mr.  Ridiankon  was  appraitke. 


An,  23.]  GERMANY — LETTERS  FROM  ALTONA.  269 

to  walk : — we  are  equipped  with  a  very  light  cloak  over  thin 
clothes ;  we  start  on  a  fine  cool  morning — smiling  ourselves, 
and  all  nature  cheerful  around  us.  We  walk  two  German 
miles  in  three  hours — then  we  can  always  have  a  nice  breakfast 
of  coffee,  good  bread,  butter  and  beef,  for  a  shilling  a  head. 
Out  again  another  mile  or  two — then  dinner :  a  sausage,  bread 
and  cheese,  for  the  like  sum.  Then  at  night,  it  is  not  incum- 
bent to  call  for  anything  more  than  beer,  for  the  appearance  of 
gentility.  A  bed  of  straw  costs  one  penny  ;  and  a  feather  bed, 
where  it  can  be  had,  half  a  marck.  upon  the  whole,  four  shil- 
lings a  day  is  the  outside  of  our  expenses  for  each.  All  our 
baggage  ought  to  be  a  thin  pair  of  silk  breeches,  silk  stockings, 
and  a  clean  shirt — that  is  but  a  small  bundle,  and,  wrapt  up  in 
our  light  doak,  will  be  but  a  trifle  in  our  hands.  There  is  no 
disgrace  in  travelling  thus  through  Germany — though  it  would 
be  otherwise  in  England.  Then,  for  our  Journal ;  a  little  paper 
and  an  ink-horn.  I  will  always  contrive  to  carry  books  enough 
in  my  pockets  to  amuse  us  at  nights,  when  we  are  not  in  towns 
to  have  society.  But  your  society,  my  dearest  companion,  will 
be  all  to  me.  I  could  do  wonders  in  the  way  of  writing,  if  I 
had  vou  to  comfort  my  spirits. 

I  hope  what  I  have  said  of  *  *  *  is  sufficient  But  again, 
with  the  hand  that  clutched  yours  with  so  much  dehght,  I  de- 
clare myself  off,  whenever  you  wish  to  return  to  Britain.  My 
honor,  my  friendship,  my  enthusiasm,  have  but  one  touchstone 
— which  IB  your  opinion — and  when  I  lose  that,  I  shall  indeed 
be  wretched.     What  can  I  say  more  f         *         *         *         * 

Now,  John,  I  have  two  commissions  to  give  you  :  one,  is  to 
tell  *  *,  or  rather,  hint  my  wish  that  he  would  not  read  my 
letters  in  any  of  the  public  places — do  this  delicately^  for  it  can 
be  hinted.  The  other  is :  look  westward  from  Charlotte  Street, 
and  tell  me  what  are  the  principal  scenes,  or  if  connected  with 
anything  describable.  Do  see  the  same  from  the  we9t.  Is  Ben- 
ledi  or  Senlomond  visible  ?  What  can  be  said  of  that  view ! 
Look  from  the  castle,  and  see  what  views  it  can  possibly  afford ! 
What  is  there  remarkable  about  the  Abbey  ?  and  where  is  the 
place  of  "  refuge  ?"  Roslin  Castle — ^try,  my  dear  friend,  what 
can  be  done  with  that 


The  subject,  I  think  seriously,  is  capital.  I  have  got  an  epi- 
sode to  the  College,  which  pleases  me.  As  to  my  labors  this 
summer,  they  have  been  but  ineffectual.     God  knows  what  a 
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state  of  spirits  I  have  enjoyed.  But  there  is  one  piece,  on  the 
Valley  of  Eldurn,  which  I  think  well-polished  and  claasicaL 
"Wallace"  is  bold  and  irregular — of  its  merit  I  am  more 
doubtful.  The  "  Exile  of  Erin  "  pleases  Tony  MacCann  and  his 
brethren.  I  would  send  Perry  my  Latin  verses  on  the  Deer, 
but  you  will  sec  the  subject  is  taken  into  the  "  Valley  of  Eldunu" 
Try,  for  God's  sake,  to  be  out  early  in  March — English  ffuineoM 
are  the  best  money  you  can  bring.  Secrecy  and  despatch — 
health  and  fraternity !  My  love  to  the  dear — dear  Grahames 
and  Hills.  Why  does  Jemmy  never  write  to  me  ?  When  the 
day  of  our  meeting  comes,  think  how  I  shall  rejoice !  ^Begone, 
dull  care  !"  I  request  your  caution  most  earnestly,  about  whit 
I  have  said  about  the  Queen  of  the  North.  Keep  up  the  pub- 
lic mind.  We  shall  do  it  this  summer  in  our  halting-place.  I 
expect  you  to  be  the  bearer  of  the  materials.  T.  C. 

TO  MR  RICHARDSON. 

Altova,  December  SM^IBOO. 

*  *  Having  just  laid  down  Polybius,  and  delighted  my- 
self with  a  golden  anticipation  of  the  days  when  we  shall  be 
thinking,  studying,  writing,  existing  in  common,  I  cannot  help 
flying  to  the  only  relief  which  I  have  from  impatience — which 
is,  addressing  you,  conversing  with  you,  and  enjoying  your  ab- 
sent society,  by  sending  a  transcript  of  my  feelings.  The  days 
pass  heavily,  but  they  will  at  last  come  to  an  end.  I  have  ar- 
ranged my  domestic  affairs  so  as  to  exist  with  comfort,  till  I 
change  my  place  along  with  you.  There  is  a  prospect  of  peace 
between  Germany  and  France — travelling  will  be  safer.  In- 
dulge your  imagination  in  the  choice  of  a  place  for  our  retreat ; 
let  it  be  anywhere  but  the  north  of  Germany,  for  that  is  odious. 
Salzburg,  or  Prague,  or  Hungary.  The  last  is  the  best,  I  be- 
lieve,— and  there  is  time  enough  to  deliberate.  In  the  mean- 
time, is  it  building  castles  too  fantastically,  to  sketch  ont  the 
picture  c4  our  future  resources  of  happiness,  in  our  summer 
resting-place,  which,  I  imagine,  you  will  find  agreeable  to  re- 
main at  for  four  months  ?  In  the  case  of  a  long  stay — and 
much  is  to  be  reaped  from  settling  ourselves  a  few  months — ^I 
know  your  taste  and  sensibility  to  refined  pleasure ;  the  classics 
shall  be  our  household  gods,  m  our  summer  quarters.  Livy, 
Virgil — history  and  poetry  from  their  purest  fountain — shall  we 
not  mouth  and  recite  every  inspiring  passage !  This,  for  cnir 
morning  amusement    Then,  for  better  shelter  than  a  house  cka 
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give  from  the  heat  of  mid-day,  we  shall  get  to  the  centre  of 
those  deep  untrodden  groves,  which  are  so  common  in  Germany, 
that,  without  stirring  forty  feet  from  the  gates  of  a  town,  you 
get  into  the  midst  of  a  wilderness,  as  cool,  silent,  and  apparently 
remote  as  if  in  a  desert  island.  Our  afternoons,  for  you  know 
part  of  the  day  is  apt  to  be  listless  and  yawning — may  be  for 
ever  spirited  by  a  little  conversation  with  such  natives  as  can 
be  found  to  our  mind,  and  there  are  pleasant  ones  to  be  found 
in  the  remotest  quarters.  Information,  as  well  as  amusement, 
may  be  gleaned  by  such  evening  parties ;  and,  what  is  extremely 
pleasant  in  Germany,  they  have  no  idea  of  expensive  libations 
of  punch  or  wine  being  necessary  for  a  party  of  talkers  ;  a  cup 
of  beer  or  coffee,  and  a  pipe,  is  all  they  require — and  a  dish  of 
tea,  without  a  morsel  of  bread,  is  thought  quite  a  flashy  treat. 
In  the  evening,  we  shall  scribble  a  few  sonnets,  or  descriptions, 
characters,  scenes,  antiquities,  or  events.  When  I  think  of  the 
serious  improvement — the  happiness  and  reconciliation  to  life — 
which  this  prospect  affords  me,  I  wish  yet  to  attain  longevity. 
In  our  younger  years,  we  shall  lay  up  a  store  of  happiness  and 
pleasant  remembrances  for  our  riper  years.  After  ^1,  John,  in- 
dependent of  advantages  to  be  derived  from  being  pleasantly 
employed  for  the  present,  it  is  of  deep  importance  to  gather  a 
store  of  respectability  for  the  future.  What  a  stock  of  know- 
ledge, of  conversation,  of  all  that  is  sacred  and  valuable  to  the 
mind  of  man,  can  we  not  gather  from  travelling  together,  and 
alternately  resting  thus,  for  some  years  to  come !  For,  as  to 
myself,  I  should  not  care  a  pin  for  existence,  were  it  not  for  the 
prospect  of  rising  in  the  scale  of  beings,  by  the  new  ideas  I 
shall  gain  from  that  prop  to  my  spirits,  which  your  friendship 
yields  ;  to  you,  my  heart's  friend,  if  I  cannot  yield  so  great  a 
delight,  I  may  at  least  drive  away  some  moments  of  ennui,  from 
which  the  sweetest  tempers  are  not  always  exempted.  The 
prospect  of  joining  you  comes  now  nearer  every  day.  I  cannot 
describe  my  beating  of  heart,  at  the  anxiety  which  this  yet  un- 
enjoyed  pleasure  excites.  I  feel  as  if  the  die  were  casting  to 
settle  my  future  fate.  If  you  come,  I  see  lightsome  days  of 
study,  novelty,  exultation,  in  a  virtuous  and  refined  existence. — 
If  not,  I  see  the  gloomy  return  to  Britain — want  of  motive,  or 
spirit  for  exertion,  and — ^the  blue-devils ! 

By  February — even  by  the  middle  of  January — ^nay,  even  for 
certain  by  the  15th  of  January — I  shall  have  sent  to  Perry 
twenty-four  pieces  of  poetry ;  he  could  not  insert  more  in  a 
year's  time,  and  by  that  period  I  shall  be  entitled  surely  to  fifty 
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pounds.  This  is  all  my  resource.  If  you  do  not  come  by  Yar- 
mouth, write  to  him  for  my  sake  ;  and,  on  condition  of  twenty- 
four  pieces  being  sent  by  that  period,  request,  with  dignified  po- 
liteness, that  amount ;  and  offer  twenty  pieces  to  be  sent  next 
year  for  the  like  sum — all  as  highly  polished  as  regard  to  my 
reputation  can  induce  me  to  make.  What  could  I  not  do,  were 
you  beside  me  !  lliis  is  all  hush-work — no  sending  through  the 
drum,  or  talking  of  it  in  Mundell's  shop.  Fortified  with  fifty 
pounds,  I  defy  fate  !  I  know  how  to  travel  and  live  frugally. 
Judge  of  my  economy  when  I  tell  you  tlAt  I  can  at  present 
content  myself  with  two  meals  a  day,  of  which  dinner  cost 
eiffhtpence,  and  supper  sixpence. 

Let  us  plunge  down  to  Hungary,  and  there  we  can  live  com- 
fortably upon  ten  shillings  a  week,  for  all  the  expenses  of  each. 
From  this  to  Munich — which  is  worthy  of  a  whole  volume  in 
our  Travels — we  can  walk  for  £4  a  piece ;  and  you  may  get 
by  water  down  to  Presburg  or  Ofen,  for  a  guinea,  or  less.  Walk- 
ing, I  must  repeat  it,  is  our  best  plan ;  sure  and  independent. 
Let  your  luggage  be  little ;  but  bring,  for  God's  sake,  Shakspeare 
and  a  few  British  classics.  These  things  will  be  sent  to  Hatis- 
bon,  and  thence  down  the  Danube,  at  small  expense.  I  forgot 
to  mention  Adam's  Comparison  of  Ancient  and  Modem  Greog- 
raphy ;  also,  if  you  wish  to  keep  me  from  cutting  my  throat, 
bring  the  materials  detailed  in  my  last.  March — March!.  I 
will  ever  bless  thy  bleak  pale  face,  if  thou  givest  me  my  friend ! 

Poor  *  *  *  has  been  attacked  by  Russians,  and  left  for  dead! 
I  have  been  seeing  him.  Ue  Is  now  in  a  fever,  at  the  time  he 
should  have  left  this.  I  have  a  long  conversation,  respecting 
him,  to  annoy  you  withal,  when  you  have  jumped  ashore ;  but 
it  is  too  long  for  this  occasion.  My  friends,  I  know,  are  open- 
mouthed  against  me  for  my  silence ;  but,  thanks  to  you,  I  can 
think  of  nothing  but  our  future  travels.  This  is  too  bad  to  add 
postage  to  postage,  and  tell  you  no  news.  But  I  can  only  think 
or  write  upon  one  subject,  and  that  sets  me  so  crazy  with  impa- 
tience, that  I  cannot  even  manage  it  with  propriety.  I  hope 
you  will  be  here  when  my  friend.  Major  Ker — the  drollest  man 
that  ever  out-drolled  Ringan  Hill  himself— is  at  Hamburgh. 
He  is  extremely  like  Ringan;  and  there  is  a  plain,  simple 
Scotchman,  called  Duddington,  so  like  Grahame,  that  I  love 
him  with  all  my  soul.  How  is  that  sacred  flower-knot  of  my 
friends— of  ours,  I  should  say — in  the  New  Town  ?  I  'could 
weep  to  think  of  them !     How  is  Miss  Grahame  ?  what  epithet 
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can  I  attach  to  express  her  enchanting  predousness  of  character  ? 
How  is  good  Dr.  Anderson  ?  You  know  how  I  value  him. 

T.  C. 

P.  S. — I  have  just  finished  my  fourteenth  transmission  to  P. 
1  have  resolved  to  send  but  twenty  for  a  year's  allowance.  I 
think  you  may  demand  at  least  forty  guineas  for  them  all.  The 
remaining  six  shall  be  sent  vnthin  three  weeks.  Two  guineas 
a-piece  is  no  extraordinary  demand — but  leave  it  to  himself. 
More  than  twenty  pieces  in  a  year  would  make  my  name  too 
hackneyed.  Call  on  Miss  Bannerman,  if  the  Doctor  will  intro- 
duce you  to  her.  She  is  a  very  excellent  girl.  If  by  hook  or 
crook  you  can  get  a  copy  of  my  ''  Pleasures  of  Hope"  from  Doig, 
present  her  with  it  *  *  *  * 

Huzza !  the  French  are  going  full  speed  to  linz.  We  shall 
see  them  at  Vienna.         *  •  *  • 

Behold,  I  have  no  more  room.  Farewell.  My  love  to  the 
Grahamea  and  Hills.     A  fine  day — west  wind.  T.  0. 


12» 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

MLOIOMAGE  COIfCLUDED. 

Or  thd  fomteen  pieces  composed,  or  rerised  for  publicatioBy 
dnriiig  his  residence  on  the  Danube  and  the  Elbe,  fear  onljr 
have  been  admitted  to  a  place  in  his  printed  poems.  The  first 
was  "^llie  Exile  of  Eiiiv'  written  immediaitefy  after  IoSb  arrival 
at  Altona,  where  he  lived  in  firiendly  intercourse  Hith  these  brave 
but  unfortunate  men  vrho  had  takeil  refiige'  nmwyng  the  hospi- 
table citizens  of  Hamburgh.  Of  this  numbei*  vTas  ♦  ♦  ♦,  with 
whom  the  Poet  had  agreed  to  travel,  and  whose  character  and 
influence  gave  him  a  high  standing  among  his  expatriated 
countrymen.  Another  was  Anthony  MacCann,  the  hero  of  the 
song — the  real  "Exile"  of  Erin — with  whom  Campbell  eyer 
afterwards  maintained  a  friendly  correspondence.  In  the  sodetj 
of  these  men  he  spent  much  of  his  leisure ;  several  of  them  were 
highly  accomplished;  and  the  keen  sympathy  which  he  felt 
in  their  sufierings  inspired  that  beautiful  lyric,  whidi,  were 
other  testimony  wanting,  would  of  itself  consign  the  men  and 
their  cause  to  immortality.  There  is  reason  to  believe  that  it 
was  the  first  piece  composed  at  Hamburgh ;  and  that  the  rough 
sketch  may  be  referred  to  the  last  week  of  October,  or  at  latest 
to  the  beginning  of  November,  when  it  was  sung  by  the  exiles 
themselves,  "  IU>wan,  MacCann,  Donovan,  and  others,"  at  their 
evening  parties. 

In  reference  to  this  subject,  the  Poet  has  sunmaed  up.hia 
recollections  in  the  following  words : — ^"  While  tarrying  at  Ham- 
burgh, I  made  acquaintance  with  some  of  the  refugee  Irishmen 
who  had  been  concerned  in  the  rebellion  of  1 798.  Amonff  these 
was  Anthony  MacCann — ^an  honest,  excellent  man — who  is  still, 
I  believe,  alive — ^at  least,  I  left  him  in  prosperous  circumstanoea 
at  Altona,  a  few  years  ago.*  When  I  first  knew  him,  he  was 
in  a  situation  much  the  reverse ;  but  Anthony  commanded 


*  Theie  auto-biographical  notes  were  written  in  1887.    MacOann  is  nnoe 
dead    Campbell  and  be  met  last  in  the  autumn  of  1825. 
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spect  whether  he  was  rich  or  poor.  It  was  in  consequence  of 
meetiDg  him  one  evening  on  the  banks  of  the  Elbe,  lonely  and 
pensive  at  the  thoughts  of  his  situation,  that  I  wrote  '  The  Exile 
of  Erin.'"  ♦  *  *  *  ^ 

"  By  the  way,  it  happened  to  me  some  seven  years  ago,  and 
thirty  after  I  had  written  that  Poem,  to  see  myself  accused  in 
the  public  papers  of  not  having  been  the  author  of  it,  but  of 
having  surreptitiously  carried  off  the  credit  of  composing  it  from 
an  Irishman  of  the  name  of  Nugent,  whose  sister  swore  to  hav- 
ing seen  it  in  her  brother's  hand-writing,  at  a  date  even  earlier 
than  its  possible  composition.  Now  this  Mr.  Nugent  was  a 
relation  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's  family,  and  died  at  Stowe, 
after  a  residence  of  fifteen  months,  during  the  whole  of  which 
time,  though  my  name  was  publicly  affixed  to  *  The  Exile  of 
Erin,'  he  made  no  claim  to  the  authorship  of  the  song.  This 
I  proved  by  the  help  of  Lord  Nugent,  who  got  a  certificate  from 
the  clergyman  of  Stowe,  as  to  the  date  of  his  kinsman's  death ; 
and  aft^r  that  fact,  the  question  cannot  well  be  mooted.  But, 
in  behalf  of  all  who  may  be  innocently  accused,  I  have  to  say, 
that  conscious  innocence  is  by  no  means  a  security  against  our 
being  deeply  pained  by  unjust  accusation.  It  was  impossible 
to  be  more  innocent  of  the  charge  alleged  than  I  was.  My  ac- 
cusers wfere  only  an  editor  of  a  provincial  Irish  newspaper,  and 
an  old  lady — the  sister  of  Mr.  Nugent ;  and  my  Irish  friends 
told  me  that  nobody  in  Ireland  believed  the  calumny.  Yet  it 
annoyed  me  not  a  little ;  for  it  is  next  to  impossible  for  a  man 
to  prove  himself  the  author  of  what  he  wrote  thirty  years  ago ; 
and,  until  Lord  Nugent  sent  me  the  certificate  of  Nugent's 
burial,  I  could  not  say  that  I  had  any  irrefragable  proof  on  the 
subject."  *  *  *  *  * 

To  all  unprejudiced  readers,  this  plain  statement,  in  the  Poet's 
own  words,  will  appear  sufficient  to  set  the  question  at  rest ; 
but,  as  the  charge  has  been  revived  since  his  death,  it  may  be 
necessary,  in  a  future  portion  of  these  Letters,  to  examine  it 
more  ftiUy,  that  it  may  be  seen  upon  what  testimony  the  accu- 
sation rests,  and  by  what  incontc^tible  facts  his  claim  to  the 
authorship  is  established.* 

*  **  R^fiiter  des  critiques  est  un  vain  amour-propre;  coofondre  la  calom- 
lue  est  un  devoir  !**  and  so  also  thought  CampDelt  in  this  cajse ;  for  it  waa 
not  of  a  severe  or  unjust  criticiBm,  but  of  a  bold  attack  upon  his  character, 
that  he  had  to  complain ;  and,  coming  from  a  quarter  where  he  ought  to 
have  stood  above  suspicion,  his  sensitive  mind  was,  for  a  time,  deeply  hurt 
bv  m  grmw  an  impeachments     But  it  wbb  gratifying;  to  him  io  know,  that 


276  LIFE    AND    LETTERS    OF   THOMAS   CAMPBELL.  [1800. 

The  first  of  the  poetical  pieces  which  Campbell  transmitted 
from  Germany  to  Mr.  Perry,  was  "  Lines  on  Visiting  a  Scene 
in  Argyllshire."  They  wore  sketched,  as  already  mentioned, 
during  his  visit  to  the  paternal  mansion  in  1798,  finished  at 
Hamburgh,  and  dedicated  to  his  friend,  Mr.  Richardson.  It  is 
probable  that  the  novel  and  embarrassing  position  in  which  the 
author  was  placed,  soon  after  his  arrival  in  Bavaria,  may  have 
suggested  the  lofty  moral  sentiment  with  which  it  concludes — 
for  at  no  period  of  life  was  his  philosophy  more  severely  tried : 

Be  hiuhed  my  dark  spirit  1  for  wudom  ooDdemns 

Where  the  faint  and  the  feeble  deplore ; 
Be  stroDg  as  the  rock  of  the  ocean  that  stems 

A  thousand  wild  waves  on  the  shore. 
Thro'  the  perils  of  chance  and  the  scowl  of  disdain. 

May  thy  front  be  unalter'd,  thy  courage  elate  I 
Yea !  even  the  ruane  *  I  have  worshipp  d  in  vain. 
Shall  wake  not  the  sigh  of  remembnuice  again — 

To  hear,  is  to  conquer  our  fiite. 

The  second  piece  transmitted  from  Germany,  and  published 
in  the  "  Morning  Chronicle,"  was  "  The  Beech-tree's  Petition," 
written  at  the  request  of  his  sister  Mary.  This  venerable  tree 
still  adorns  the  garden  of  Ardwell,  the  seat  of  James  Murray 
M^CuUoch,  Esq.,  who  has  favored  me  with  the  annexed  particu- 
lars, which  give  a  new  and  pleasing  interest  to  the  subject : — 

"  As  resjKicts  the  *  Beechen  Tree,'  I  will  give  you  the  same 
account  of  it  which  I  gave  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  which  satis- 
fied him  as  to  our  just  right  to  claim  it  It  is  this : — On  occa- 
sion of  one  of  my  happy  visits  to  Abbotsford,  my  friend  Sir 
Walter  and  I  were  taking  a  forenoon's  walk  over  his  fields.  In 
our  conversation,  some  allusion  was  made  to  '  The  Pleasures 
of  Hope,*  and  to  the  celebrated  author  of  that  fine  poem  ;  when 
Sir  Walter  said — *  By  the  bye,  I  was  lately  told  that  the  *  Beechen 
Tree '  of  Tom  Campbell  stands  in  your  garden  at  Ardwell.  This 
I  took  upon  me  to  contradict,  for  I  had  never  heard  my  friend 
Campbell  say  that  he  had  been  at  Ardwell ;  nor  did  I  ever  hear 
you  say  that  he  had  been  there.'  I  answered — *  Indeed,  my 
dear  sir,  you  have  unintentionally  done  us  injustice ;  for  it  stan^ 

none  of  his  Irish  friends  beUeved  the  calumny ;  and,  to  their  honor  be  it  said, 
one  of  those  friends  has  investigated  the  questico  so  thoroughly  in  the  very 
quarter  where  it  originated,  as  to  leave  nothing  unacoo  itplished.  See  ^/h 
pendix, 

*  The  disappointment  darkly  hinted  at  in  this  line,  appears  to  haTe 
some  reference  to  an  event  whidi  took  place  in  January  or  the  preoedhy 
year.    See  page  184. 
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Id  our  garden,  and  wo  are  very  proud  of  our  classic  and  cele- 
brated *  Beech.'  We  must  not  be  deprived  of  our  tree,  espe- 
cially by  such  authority  as  yours ;  so  you  must  get  the  matter 
authenticated,  as  soon  us  you  have  any  opportunity  of  doing  so. 
It  is  quite  true  that  your  friend  never  was  at  Ardwell,  but  I  shall 
tell  you  how  the  whole  matter  happened : — About  the  time 
you  and  I  got  acquainted,  I  lived  and  had  a  small  establish- 
ment at  Craigie-Bum,  in  Dumfries-shire,  (Bums'  *Craigie-Bum.') 
I  then  occasionally  went  to  visit  the  family  of  Sir  W.  Richard- 
son, Bart.,  at  Ardwell,  and  then  my  tenant.  On  a  fine  fore- 
noon, while  walking  in  the  garden  with  the  ladies  of  the  family 
and  the  Misses  Maxwell  of  Cardness,  the  stately  *  beech '  being 
in  full  foliage^  commanded  the  admiration  of  the  party.  This 
I  joined  in,  but  I  told  them  at  the  same  time,  that,  fine  as  he 
was,  he  now  stood  condemned  to  die !  On  being  asked  (while 
the  ladies  expressed  horror  and  indignation  in  their  countenan- 
ces,) what  I  meant,  I  told  them  the  gardener  had  complained 
that  he  could  get  no  garden  crop  to  grow  near  the  tree,  and 
that  a  large  forest  tree  had  no  right  to  be  in  a  kitchen  garden ; 
that  he  had  asked  leave  to  take  it  out,  root  and  branch,  and 
that  I  had  granted  leave  accordingly.  I  was  immediately  set 
upon,  almost  '  tooth  and  nail,'  by  my  £ur  companions,  and  I 
was  £un  to  get  quit  of  the  fair  ones,  by  giving  my  solemn 
proimse  to  give  the  beechen  tree  a  reprieve ! 

"  A  short  time  subsequently,  I  received  an  anonymous  manu- 
script— ^in  writing  so  bad,  that  I  had  neither  patience  nor  time 
to  read  it,  so  I  put  it  aside  among  other  papers,  and  it  lay  by 
me  for  some  time.  My  brother-in-law,  Tom  Scott  (brother  to 
Sir  Walter,)  was  with  me  at  Craigie-Bum ;  he  and  my  sister, 
who  were  both  connoisseurs,  and  admirers  of  Campbell,  were 
speaking  of  the  Poet.  My  sister  asked  Tom  Scott  if  Campbell 
had  written  anything  lately.  Scott  answered,  '  Nothing  that 
I  have  heard  o^  except  a  small  fugitive  piece  eddied  *  The  Peti- 
tion of  the  Beechen  Tree.' '  My  sister  asked  if  he  had  seen  it. 
He  said  he  had  not,  but  that  he  had  heard  it  much  praised, 
and  said,  that  it  did  not  in  any  degree  lessen  his  fame.  I  here 
cut  in  and  stated,  that  /  had  '  The  Petition  of  a  Beechen  Tree !' 
*  Jott  have  *  The  Petition  of  a  Beechen  Tree  V '  with  a  sneer ; 
as  if  they  considered,  me  no  connoisseur,  and  as  not  entitled  to 
talk  about  such  matters !  I  now  went  over  the  story  of  what 
passed  between  the  ladies  and  myself^  in  the  garden  at  Ard- 
well, and  said,  I  conjectured  that  some  one  of  the  ladies  had 
pomposed  it.    I  was  asked  to  produce  it,  which  I  did,  when 
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Tom  Scott  read  it,  and  instantly  said,  'That  is  Campbell's 
'  Beechen  Tree !' '  He  at  the  same  time  said,  '  If  any  other 
person  has  sent  it  to  you  as  their  own,  it  is  a  plagiarism.'  I 
answered,  that  *  I  did  not  believe  that  any  of  the  ladies  had  sent 
it  as  their  own — that  this  was  mere  conjecture.'  Some  time 
subsequently,  I  met  one  of  the  ladies  (Miss  Grace  Maxwell)  at 
her  uncle's.  Colonel  Maxwell,  Queen  Street,  Edinburgh.  Tbis 
lady  asked  me  if  ever  I  had  received  '  The  Petition  of  a  Beechen 
Tree  ?'  On  saying  I  had  done  so.  Miss  Maxwell  told  me  that 
her  sisters  and  herself  were  intimate  with  Miss  Campbell,  sister 
of  the  Poet ;  and  that  they  had  got  her  to  write  and  ask  her 
brother  to  intercede  in  behalf  of  the  tree ;  that  he  sent  it  out, 
and,  having  made  a  copy  of  it,  she  transmitted  it  to  me." 

"  Sir  Walter  Scott,"  adds  my  correspondent,  "  expressed  him- 
self perfectly  satisfied  with  my  history  of  the  Beechen  Tree,  and 
promised  to  rectify  his  error  upon  every  opportunity  which  might 
occur."* 

Among  various  other  pieces,  written  at  Ratisbon  or  Altona 
during  the  summer  and  autumn,  was  the  following  translation 
from  a  Danish  inscription  on  "  the  death  of  a  beloved  only  son/* 
laid  in  his  mother's  tomb  at  the  age  of  nine  years.  The  lines, 
supposed  to  be  spoken  by  the  bereaved  father  at  the  tomb  of  his 
wife  and  child,  are  thus  rendered : — 

DEATH  OP  MY  ONLY  SON. 

Cait  mortal  sdaoe  ever  niae 
The  broken  pillar  of  my  days ; 
Or  Fate  restore  a  form  so  dear 
As  that  which  lies  unconscious  here  f 
Ah  no,  my  Daroo  1  latest  given. 
And  last  redaimdd  gift  of  Heav^i  I 
PossesBiDg  thee,  I  ami  could  bless 
One  lingering  beam  of  happiness  1 

My  loved,  my  lost^  my  only  care  I 
I  vainly  thought  with  thee  to  share 
Thy  heart's  discourse,  so  gently  kind, 
And  mould  to  worth  thy  pliant  mind ; 
Nor,  warned  of  all  my  future  wo, 
Presumed  on  happiness  below  I 
But  losing  thee,  my  blooming  Boy, 
I  cannot  lose  another  joy ;  * 

For  an  that  stayed  my  earthly  trust 
With  thee  is  buried  in  the  dust  1 


«  Letter  from  James  Murray  MOulloch,  of  ArdwsU,  Bsq,  dated  AnhraO, 
Gatehouse,  lltli  Fehruarv.  1846. 
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Nine  dMaming  jetn  had  fimi^  with  g«ee 
Tbf  sprightly  80IU  azid  lorel J  &oe, 
Wnere  harahnefis  had  not  planted  fear, 
Nor  sorrow  wnxDg  ooe  tilait  tear ; 
Bat  frank  and  warm  my  Daroo  flew, 
To  ahare  each  wekome  and  adieu — 
Each  word,  each  irtep,  each  look  f  attend- 
My  child,  my  pupil,  and  my  friend  I 

Oh,  when  fan  gaily  smfling  talk 
Endeaied  my  linely  sommer  watt: : 
•  Or  when  I  sat  at  day's  decline, 

And  clasped  his  little  hand  in  mine ; 
How  many  woes  were  then  forgot — 
How  hliaaful  seemed  his  frther's  lot  t 
And,  breathine  love,  my  bosom  said — 
ThoB,  on  my  ^^rii^  couch  when  laid, 
ThvB  shall  I  bid  thee,  Daroo,  stand. 
And  grasp  thee  wi&  my  fdling  hand. 

CoUl,  cold  fbaa  pledge  of  fohire  diannfl, 
As  she  Who  gave  mee  to  my  aims  f 
My  buried  hopes  t  your  grave  is  won, 
And  Mary  sleeps  iSeside  ner  son  1 — 

Now  hush,  my  heart  I  affiding  Heaven, 
Thy  will  be  done  I  thy  solace  given  1 
For  mortal  hand  can  never  raise 
The  broken  {uUar  of  my  days, 
Nor  earth  restore  a  fonn  so  dear 
As  that  which  lies  unconscious  here  I  T.  0. 

Another  short  piece  Was,  **  A  Song,  translated  from  the  Ger- 
man," which  afterwards  appeared  in  a  London  paper,  and  retains 
its  place  among  the  other  approved  lyrics  of  this  period  : — 

"  Sweet  Iser  I  were  thy  sunny  realm 

And  flowery  gardens  mine, 
Thy  waters  I  would  shade  with  elm 

To  prop  the  tender  vine ; 
My  eoklen  flagons  I  would  fill 
Wifa  rosy  dnnigfats  from  every  hill 

And,  under  every  myrtle  bow^, 
My  ny  oompaniooB  slioiild  prolbog 
Tne  lapDgfa,  the  revel,  and  the  song, 

To  many  an  idle  hour,"  4tc 

Under  date — "  Altona,  Nov.  9th," — he  writes  thus  to  a  lite- 
rary friend  in  London : — "  I  heard,  accidentally,  daring  my 
passage  through  the  Austrian  army  last  summer,  a  barbarous 
Latin  song — sung  by  the  Hungarian  soldiers  to  the  tune  of 
'*  LaudohCs  march^^  a  popular  tune  among  the  Austrians,  and 
frequently  played  by  their  military  bands.  The  Latin  rhymes 
are  very  uncouth,  and  hardly  admit  even  of  a  free  translation ; 
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but  I  have  made  an  attempt  to  mould  the  leading  thoughtB  of 
this  martial  effusion  of  the  Hungarian  muse  into  ^glisl^vene." 

LAUDOHITS    ATTACK. 

Rise,  ye  Croates,  fierce  and  strooff, 
From  the  froot^  and  mardi  aloi^  I 
And  gather  fiist  ye  gallent  men 
From  Nona  and  from  Warrasdeo, 
Whose  sumiy  mountaiiiB  nurse  a  line 
Generous  as  her  fiery  wine. 

Hosts  of  Buda  1  hither  \xmg 
The  blood}r  flag  and  eafle  wing: 
Ye  that  drink  the  rapid  stream 
Fast  by  walldd  Salamcdme. 
Ranks  of  Agria  1 — ^head  and  heel 
Sheathed  in  adamantine  steel^ 
Quit  the  woodhmds  and  the  boar, 
Te  hunters  wild,  on  Drava's  shore ; 
And  ye  that  hew  her  oaken  wood, 
Brown  with  lusty  hardihood — 
The  trumpets  sound,  the  colors  fly, 
And  Lauoohn  leads  to  victory  I 

Hark  I  the  summons  loud  and  strong,    ' 
**  Follow,  soldiers !  march  along  P 
Every  baron,  sword  in  hand. 
Rides  before  his  gallant  band ! 
The  vulture,  screaming  for  his  food. 
Conducts  ye  to  his  fields  of  blood 
Men  of  Austria  I  mark  around. 
Classic  fields  and  holy  ground  1 
For  here  were  deeds  of  glory  done. 
And  battles  bv  our  fiithan  woo — 
Fathers,  who  bequeathed  to  you 
Their  country  and  their  oouiage  too  I 

Heirs  of  plunder  and  renown. 
Hew  the  squadrons — ^hew  them  down  t 
Now  ye  triumph  I  slaughter  now 
Ploughs  the  field  with  bloody  pkragh. 
Now  your  thunders  carry  fiite ; 
Now  the  field  is  desolate ; 
Save  where  Laudohn*s  eagles  fly 
On  the  wings  of  victory  I 

This  is  gloiT — ^this  is  life  I 
Champions  of  a  glorious  s^e ; 
Moving,  like  a  inH  of  rock, 
To  stormy  siege  or  battle  shock — 
Thus  we  conquer  might  and  main. 
Fight  and  conquer  o*er  again ! 
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Grenadiers !  that  fierce  and  large, 
Stamp*  Hke  dragons  to  the  duuve — 
Foot  and  horseman,  serf  and  lord, 
Triumph  now  with  one  accord. 
Years  of  triumph  shall  repay 
Death  and  danger's  troubled  day. 
Soon  the  rapid  shot  is  o'er, 
But  glory  lasts  for  ever  more ! 
GloiT,  whose  immortal  eye 
Guides  us  to  the  victory  f  T.  C. 

The  firet  copy  of  "  The  Exile  of  Erin^t  was  sent  to  Mr.  Perry 
early  in  December,  and  published  on  the  28th  January,  with  this 
prefiace — **  The  meeting  of  the  Imperial  Parliament,  we  trust, 
will  be  distinguished  by  acts  of  mercy.  The  following  most  in- 
teresting and  pathetic  song,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  induce  them 
to  extend  their  benevolence  to  those  unfortunate  men,  whom 
delusion  and  error  have  doomed  to  exile,  but  who  sigh  for  a  re- 
turn to  their  native  homes."  It  was  "  a  great  favorite  with  An- 
thony MacOann  and  his  brethren,"  and  was  often  sung  and 
recited  both  in  their  evening  meetings  and  in  their  solitary  walks 
in  the  country.  His  composition  of  this  popular  song,  and  his 
cordial  sympathy,  felt  and  expressed  on  all  occasions,  in  their 
unhappy  fortunes,  identified  the  Poet  with  all  the  hopes  and 
fears  of  the  exiles,  and  will  long  endear  his  memory  to  tneir  de- 
scendants, with  whom,  in  his  latter  days,  he  had  often  the  plea- 
sure of  renewing  the  friendly  contract. 

The  *'  Ode  to  Winter,"  transmitted  about  the  same  time,  and 
published  on  the  30th  January,  is  perhaps  the  most  elaborately 
finished  in  the  lyrics  composed  in  Germany.  The  following 
stanza  depicts  the  actual  warfare  of  which  he  was  still  a  wit- 
ness : — 

«  But  chiefly  spare,  0  long  of  douds  1 
The  sailor  on  his  airy  shrouds ; 
When  wreck  and  b^icons  strew  the  steep. 
And  spectres  walk  along  the  deep. 
Milder  yet  thy  snowy  breezes 

Pour  on  yonder  tented  shores. 
Where  the  Rhine's  broad  billow  freezes. 

Or  the  dark-brown  Danube  roars. 


*  This  word,  like  several  others,  was  unfortunate  in  passing  through  the 
compositor's  hands— having  been  printed  "  stump  like  dragons,"  Ac,  to  the 
total  loss  of  all  grenadier  dignity. 

t  This  song  wd  the  **  Soldiers  Dream"  were  translated  with  much  spirit 
into  German,  by  the  Countess  Puigstall  (n6e  Cranstoun).  The  Pdet's  ia- 
vorite  device— and  he  seldom  used  any  other  in  sealing  bin  letter* — was  a 
shamrock,  with  the  motto  **  Erin-go-bragK** 
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Oh,  winds  of  winter  1  list  ye  there 

In  many  a  deep  and  dying  groan ; 
Or  start,  ye  demons  of  the  mimiight  air, 

At  ehricks  and  thunders  louder  than  your  owa 
Alas !  even  your  unhallowed  breath 

May  spare  the  victim  fidlen  low ; 
But  man  will  ask  no  truce  to  death-— 

No  bounds  to  human  wa" 

Tho  last  of  the  pieces  enumerated  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Anderson, 
was  his  noble  song — "  Ye  Mariners  of  England."  The  subject, 
first  suggested  by  hearing  the  air  played  in  the  house  of  one  of 
his  friends  in  Edinburgh,  returned  with  double  force  when  the 
rumor  of  open  war  with  "  the  North"  became  a  topic  of  daily 
conversation  at  Altona ;  and  under  the  inspiration  of  awakened 
patriotism,  he  finished  and  sent  it  off  to  Mr.  Perry,  with  this  ti- 
tle :  *'  Alteration  of  the  old  ballad  *  Ye  Crentlemen  of  England/ 
composed  on  the  prospect  of  a  Russian  war,"  and  signed  *'  Ama- 
tor  Patriae," — ^a  patriot.  The  great  work,  then  in  progress,  of 
fortifying  every  assailable  point  along  the  Straits  of  Dorer,  west^ 
ward,  with  Martello  towers,  presented  a  feature  in  our  warlike 
preparations  of  which  the  Poet  knew  well  how  to  take  adran- 
tage.  Nothing  in  poetry  could  have  been  better  timed,  or  more 
forcibly  expressed : — 

*'  Britannia  needs  no  bulwarks, 

No  towers  aUmg  the  steep  ; 
Her  mardi  is  o*er  the  mountain  wayes, 

Her  hofAe  is  on  the  deep ; 
With  thunders  from  her  native  oak, 

She  quells  the  floods  below, 
As  they  roar  on  the  shore 

When  the  stormy  tempests  blow  ;* 
When  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 

And  the  stormy  tempests  blow." 

This  Ode  was  followed  by  ^^  Lines  written  on  seeing  the  un-  ' 
claimed  corpse  of  a  suidde  exposed  on  tho  banks  of  a  river  ;'* 
and  the  "  Name  Unknown,"  imitated  from  Elopstock^s  Ode  to 
his  Future  Love.  These  are  now  published  m  the  London 
edition  of  his  Poems,  with  hardly  any  difference  firom  the  origi- 
nal manuscript — except  that  in  the  former  the  titles  are  short- 
ened. 

The  preceding  extracts  may  suffice  to  show  that,  notwithr 
standing  the  numerous  distractions  to  which  he  was  exposed 


*  In  this  line,  **  stormy  tempests"  was  changed  to  "stormy  wmdM  io 


blow  "  in  the  later  editions. 
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during  his  peregrinations,  the  muse  of  Campbell  was  by  no 
means  unprolific ;  while  the  following  passage  from  one  of  his 
letters,  clearlj  certifies  with  what  persevering  industry  he  had 
labored  topenetrate  the  mysteries  of  German  philosophy :  "  My 
time  at  Bfamburgh,"  he  observes,  "was  chiefly  employed  in 
reading  German  ;  and,  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  confess  it,  for 
twelve  successive  weeks  in  the  study  of  Kant's  philosophy.  I 
had  heard  so  much  of  it  in  Germany,  its  language  was  so  new 
to  me,  and  the  possibility  of  its  application  to  so  many  pur- 
poses, in  the  difierent  theories  of  science  and  Belles  Lettres,  was 
80  constantly  maintained,  that  I  began  to  suspect  Kant  might 
be  another  Bacon,  and  blamed  myself  for  not  perceiving  nis 
merit  Distrusting  my  own  imperfect  acquaintance  with  Ger- 
man, I  took  a  disciple  of  Kant's  for  a  guide  through  his  philoso- 
{)hy,  but  found,  even  with  all  his  fair  play,  nothing  to  reward 
my  labors.  His  metaphysics  are  mere  innovations  upon  the 
received  meaning  of  words,  and  the  coinage  of  new  ones,  and 
conv^  no  more  instruction  than  the  writings  of  Duns  Scotus 
and  Ijiomas  Aquinas.  In  Belles  Lettres,  the  German  language 
opens  a  richer  field  than  in  their  philosophy.  I  cannot  conceive 
a  more  perfect  Poet  than  their  favorite  Wieland." 

For  the  book  of  travels  which,  with  Mr.  Richardson's  co- 
operation, was  "  to  delight  the  universe,''  he  was  only  beginning 
to  colle<^t  materials,  when  the  progress  of  hostilities  cut  off  lul 
nearer  approach  to  Hungary,  and  finally  compelled  him  to  re- 
turn home.  Of  his  movements  between  the  time  of  his  quitting 
Eatisbon,  in  the  beginning  of  October,  and  that  of  his  arrivfd 
at  Altona,  on  the  4th  of  November,  no  distinct  traces  have 
been  discovered.  But,  as  he  mentions  these  towns  in  one  of 
his  letters,  it  is  evident  that,  in  recrossing  from  the  Danube  to 
the  Elbe,  he  passed  through  Nuremberg,  Bamberg,  Weimar, 
Jena,  Leipsic,  Halle,  Brunswick,  probably  Gottingen,  Hanover, 
and  thence  through  Lunenburg  to  Hamburgh.  In  his  previous 
journey  to  Ratisbon  in  July,  he  appears  to  have  followed  the 
course  of  the  Elbe  to  Dresden,  and  then  proceeded  through 
Zwickau,  Bareuth,  and  Amberg,  to  the  seat  of  war  on  the 
Danube.  This  journey,  either  north  or  south,  allowing  time  to 
examine  the  numerous  curiosities  by  the  way,  with  a  halt  of 
some  days  at  Leipsic,  must  have  taken  him  nearly  a  month — 
for  he  complains  that  the  travelling  was  very  slow  in  Saxony, 
where,  until  the  French  quickened  their  pace,  it  was  rarely  that 
the  postillions  could  be  coaxed  into  a  trot.  Another  portion  of 
Campbell's  tour,  involved  in  some  uncertainty,  was  *'  a  jaunt  to 
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the  south,  which  did  not  improve  his  spirits,  or  his  finanoes.'' 
But  as  he  had  early  meditated  an  excursion  to  Munich,  where 
Moreau  liad  his  head-quarters,  and  speaks  of  having  "  traversed 
the  French  army,*^  it  was  probably  on  this  occasion .  that  he 
penetrated  as  fnr  as  Salzburg :  but  as  his  absence  from  Ratisbon 
did  not  exceed  a  fortnight,  it  is  doubtful  whether  he  pushed  his 
adventures  beyond  Bavaria  and  the  Styrian  frontier. 

The  personal  account  which  he  gave  of  the  fields  of  battle 
near  Ratisbon,  and  at  Ingolstadt — both  of  which  he  witnessed, 
one  during  the  action  and  the  other  very  soon  afterwards — ^ap- 
pears to  have  been  often  confounded  in  '*  Memoirs  of  Camp- 
bell "  with  that  of  Hohenlinden.  "  I  well  remember,*'  says  a 
friend  of  the  Poet,  "  his  mentioning,  on  his  return  to  Edin- 
burgh, that  he  was  on  the  field  the  day  after  the  battle ;  and 
how  deeply  he  was  affected  by  the  whole  scene.  On  seeing  the 
multitude  of  slain  strewn  on  the  field,  and  observing  their  as- 
pect and  features,  as  composed  in  death,  he  thought  that  the 
Austrians  and  Hungarians  were  the  finest  race  on  the  face  of 
the  earth,  and  that  they  were  men  of  singular  bravery  and  de- 
termination. Their  disaster  he  attributed  to  the  ignorance  and 
apathy,  if  not  treachery,  of  their  officers,  who  were  out-ma- 
noeuvred and  routed  by  the  superior  skill  and  science  of  the 
French  officers,  as  directed  and  led  on  by  Moreau."*  The 
author  of  a  Memoir  prefixed  to  the  French  Edition  of  Camp- 
bell's poems,  appears  to  have  had  the  same  impression  : — 

"  The  Poet,"  he  says,  "  telb  a  story  of  the  phlegm  of  a 
German  postillion  at  this  time,  who  was  driving  him  post  by  a 
place  where  a  skirmish  of  cavalry  had  happened,  and  who 
alighted  and  disappeared,  lea\ing  the  carriage  and  traveller 
alone  in  the  cold  (for  the  ground  was  covered  with  snow)  for  a 
considerable  space  of  time.  At  length  he  came  back,  and  it 
was  found  that  he  had  been  employing  himself  in  cutting  off 
the  long  tails  of  the  slain  horses,  which  he  coolly  placed  on  the 
vehicle  and  then  drove  on  his  route."  In  relating  this  adven- 
ture, the  Poet  must  have  referred  to  another  traveller ;  for  long 
before  the  snow  was  on  the  ground,  he  had  taken  leave  of  the 
seat  of  war,  and  retired  to  Hamburgh.  It  is  added  in  the  same 
Memoir : — "  From  the  walls  of  a  convent  he  commanded  part 
of  the  field  of  Hohenlinden  during  the  sanguinary  contest ;  and 
proceeded  afterwards  in  the  track  of  Moreau's  army  over  the  scene 
of  combat.     This  impressive  sight  produced  the  celebrated '  Bat- 

*  Letter  from  Lord  CuniDgfaame.    Edinboigh,  Nov.  26, 1840. 
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tie  of  Hohenlinden.' "  This  is  a  mistake ;  for,  at  the  date  of  the 
battle,  (as  already  mentioned)  the  Poet  was  on  the  Elbe. 

I  have  noticed  these  discrepancies  between  the  testimony  of 
the  Poet  himself,  and  the  recollections  of  his  friends  and  biog- 
raphers, not  to  bring  any  charge  of  wilful  inaccuracy  against 
them,  but  to  correct  a  general  misapprehension ;  and  to  explain 
the  grounds  upon  which  I  differ  from  thenL 

The  rout  of  the  Austrians  by  Grenier,  "  when  Elenau,  after 
ten  hours'  hard  fighting,  was  driven  across  the  Danube,"  and 
''  the  sight  of  Ingobtadt  in  ruins,"  were  scenes  to  which  he  of- 
ten referred  in  after-life,  as  exhibiting  all  the  horrors  of  war.  I 
never  heard  him  describe  the  *'  field  of  Hohenlinden ;"  although, 
if  he  visited  Munich  at  the  time  alleged — when  "  coming  events 
cast  their  shadows  before," — he  may  have  taken  a  cursory  sur- 
vey of  the  village,  where  the  armistice  was  signed  on  the  28th 
September ;  and  where,  two  months  later,  the  Austrians  were 
completely  routed.  But  until  the  battle  was  fought,  the  en- 
virons of  Hohenlinden  possessed  nothing  to  gratify  the  curiosity 
of  strangers. 

His  ^airs  being  now  comfortably  arranged  for  the  winter, 
Campbell  sat  down  to  his  books  with  an  easy  mind.  He  read 
Schiller,  Wieland,  and  Burger  by  turns,  as  a  relaxation  from 
the  severer  study  of  Kant ;  he  took  long  walks  into  the  country, 
and  cultivated  the  society  into  which  he  was  accidentally  thrown 
— particularlythat  of  his  new  friend,  with  whom  he  expected 
to  travel  in  Hungary.  The  presence  of  a  British  squadron  in 
the  £lbe,  and  the  visit  of  Lord  Nelson  to  Hamburgh  in  the 
autumn,  were  the  causes  of  much  political  excitement,  as  well 
as  of  social  festivity.  Of  the  latter  description  was  the  splendid 
entertainment  given  to  the  "  Hero  of  the  Nile,"  by  the  British 
Factory  at  their  public  hall  and  gardens,  called  the  Bowling- 
green,  when  his  lordship  proposed  for  a  toast — "  May  the  Ham- 
burghers,  who  shut  their  gates  against  their  friends,  be  more 
careful  to  shut  them  against  their  enemies."* 

The  closing  year  found  Campbell  still  at  Altona — ^in  the  same 
quarters  which  he  had  occupied  since  his  return  from  Bavaria — 
but  in  daily  expectation  of  being  enabled  to  start  for  Buda,  the 
romantic  beauties  of  which  had  taken  firm  hold  of  his  imagina- 

*  In  allaaioD  to  ihe  prsctioe  of  Bhutting  the  dty  gates  at  4  pjl,  after 
which,  not  even  the  cfaief^  magistrate  was  pennitted  to  paan  Daring  this 
visit,  Nelson  spent  a  morning  with  Klopstodc  at  his  house,  Na  282,  m  the 
Koenigs-Strane. 
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lion.  He  was  making  diligent  preparation  for  the  journey  by 
reading  German,  and  conversing  witn  old  travellers,  oonoeming 
the  strange  countries  which  he  expected  to  visit  The  interme- 
diate cities  in  which  it  was  proposed  to  halt  for  some  time,  were 
Dresden,  Prague,  Munich,  and  Vienna.  On  quitting  the  Aus- 
trian capital,  he  was  to  embark  on  the  Danube,  visit  Presboi^, 
and  thence  drift  down  through  scenes  of  history  and  romance 
to  Gran,  Wissegrad,  and  the  capital  of  Lower  Hungary.  To 
accomplish  this  tour  appears  to  have  been  the  grand  object  of 
his  ambition ;  and  he  never  ceased  to  regret  the  stem  necessity 
that  ccHnpelled  him  to  relinquish  his  darling  object  It  was 
perhaps  while  musing  on  the  oriental  scenes  which  this  journey 
promised  to  throw  open,  that  the  ^'  Turkish  Lady,"  one  of  hu 
sweetest  ballads,  was  first  suggested : — 

**  Twas  the  hour  when  rites  unholy 

Called  each  Paynim  voice  to  prayer  i 
And  the  star  that  faded  alowly 

Left  to  dews  the  freshened  air — 
Then — ^'twas  from  an  Emir's  palace 

Came  ao  Eafltcrn  lady  bright ; 
She,  in  spite  of  tyrants  jeaknis, 

Si^w  and  loved  an 


*  Tefl  me,  captive,  why  m 
Foes  have  dragged  thee  here  to  dwell. 

Where  poor  Christians,  as  they  lang^uish, 
Hear  no  sound  of  sabbath  bell  f  da 

In  the  principal  poem,  the  ^^  Queen  of  the  North,"  to  which 
he  so  often  adverts  in  his  letters,  little  progress  was  made  at 
Altona.  It  was  a  subject  which  he  found  very  difficult  to  han- 
dle with  effect,  at  so  great  a  distance  from  his  friends,  and  de- 
prived of  the  inspiring  influence  of  that  sceneir,  of  which  he 
could  never  think  in  a  foreign  land  without  a  reeling  of  inde- 
scribable melancholy.  He  had  engaged  to  finish  the  Poem  by 
a  stated  time  ;  and,  had  he  remained  in  Edinburgh,  he  would 
no  doubt  have  fulfilled  his  engagement ;  but  he  soon  found 
that  what  would  have  been  a  delightful  pastime  at  home,  in  the 
society  of  friends,  became  an  inU^rable  and  increasing  task  in 
exile.  The  simple  question  from  a  oorrespopdent,  of  '*  What 
progress  he  had  made  in  his  new  Poem  V^  sounded  in  his  ear 
like  a  bitter  sarcasm,  and  threw  his  sensitive  mind,  even  for 
days,  into  a  state  of  painfrd  disquietude.  This  ^  Song  of  Home," 
if  such  a  comparison  may  be  allowed,  was  as  painM  to  him  in 
a  strange  land,  as  the  ^  Songs  of  Zion"  to  the  Hebrew  exiles 
by  the  streams  of  Babel.     And  perhaps  her  Jewish  ancestors 
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were  present  to  Lis  ipind  when^  taking  his  harp  down  from  the 
willows,  he  addressed  a  parting  lay  to  *'  Judith  of  Altona :" — 

** Oh,  Judith!  had  our  lot  becm  cast 

Li  that  remote  and  simple  time, 
When,  ^cpherd  swains,  tny  f&therB  past 
From  dreary  wilds  and  deserts  Tast 

To  Judah's  happy  dime ; 
Mysong  upon  tbe  mountain  rocks 

Had  echoed  of  thy  rural  channs ; 
And  I  had  fed  thy  &ther*s  flocks^ 
O  Judith  of  the  rav^  locks  1 

To  win  thee  to  my  anna 

**  Our  tent  beside  the  murmur  cshn 

Of  Jordan's  grassy-vested  shore, 
Had  sought  the  shadow  of  the  palm. 
And  Uess'd  with  Oilead's  holy  halm 

Our  hospitable  doorl 
But  oh,  nay  love,  thy  fiUhei^s  land 

Presents  no  more  a  spicy  bloom  I 
Nor  fills  with  fruit  the  reaper's  hand ; 
But  wide  its  silent  wilds  expand — 

A  desert  and  a  tomU"    .... 

One  of  the  shorter  lyrics  transmitted  to  Mr.  Ferry  at  the 
close  of  the  year,  was  an  ^^  Ode  to  Content,*^  inscribed  to  his 
cousin.  Miss  Matilda  Sinclair  (afterwards  Mn,  Campbell,)  and 
set  to  the  Irish  air  of  "  Coolin:" — 

.  **0\  cherub  Content !  at  thy  moss-covered  shiine, 
I  would  all  the  gay  hopes  m  my  bosom  resign ; 
I  would  part  wiUi  Ambition  thy  votary  to  b^ 
And  would  breathe  not  a  sigh  but  to  Friendshh)  and  thea 
But  thy  presence  appears  from  my  homage  to  ny. 
Like  the  ff^-coloreci  cloud  on  the  verge  of  the  iky ; 
No  dew-£op  that  hangs  on  the  green  willow-tree 
Is  so  short  as  the  smile  of  thy  fkvar  to  me. 
In  the  pulse  of  my  heart  I  have  nourished  a  care 
Whidi  forbids  me  thv  sweet  inspiration  to  share : 
The  noon  of  my  youth  slow  departing  I  see ; 
But  iU  years,  as  they  roll,  bring  no  tidings  c^  thee ! 
Oh,  cherub  Content  I  at  thy  moss-ooverea  shrine 
I  would  pay  all  my  vows  if  Matilda  were  mine — 
U  Matilcu  were  mme,  whom  enraptured  I  see, 
I  would  breathe  not  a  vow  but  to  Friendship  aod  thiee  T 
December,  1800. 

Another  song — ^inspired  by  the  events  that  had  passed  before 
hia  eye  in  Bavaria,  though  long  withheld  from  the  public — was 
the  *'  Soldier's  Dream."  The  scene  was  the  field  between  Ratis- 
bon  and  Ingolstadt,  where  ho  witnessed  the  conflict  between  the 
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French  and  Austrians.  The  "  harvest"  was  on  the  gronnd — ^the 
battle  had  ceased — the  Hungarian  trumpets  sounded  to  quar- 
ters— ^the  sentinels  were  stationed  for  the  night — the  "wolf- 
scaring  faggot"  blazed  at  short  intervals  round  Uie  encampment ; 
from  tho  corn  that  lay  unreaped  beneath  his  feet,  the  soldier 
formed  a  hastj  ''  pallet  of  straw ;''  and  with  his  arms  at  his  side, 
and  his  heart  filled  with  the  thoughts  of  home,  he  threw  him- 
self down  in  that  short  and  troubled  dream,  which  the  Poet  baa 
so  pathetically  described : — 

**  Our  bugles  had  sung,  for  the  night-cloud  had  lowered, 

And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky ; 
When  thousands  sank  down  on  the  Aground  overpowered, 

Tlie  weary  to  rest,  and  the  wounded  to  die. 
When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw, 

By  the  woif-ecanxi^  &ggot  tliat  guarded  the  slain. 
At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  I  saw, 

And  thrice  ere  the  cock  crew*  I  dreamed  it  agaiiL 
Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array, 

Far,  far,  I  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track ; 
Till  nature  and  sunshine  disclosed  the  sweet  wayf 

To  the  house  of  my  fathers  that  welcomed  me  back. 
I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  travelled  so  oft 

In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  yoopg ; 
I  heard  my  own  mountain  goats  bleating  aloft, 

And  well  knew  the  strain  that  the  corn-reaper  sung. 
Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore, 

From  my  home  and  my  weeping  fiiencu  never  to  part ! 
My  htUe  ones  kissed  me  a  thousand  times  o'er. 

And  my  wife  sobbed  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart : — 
*  Oh,  stay  with  us,  stay  IJ    Thou  art  weary  and  worn  1* 

And  rain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay : 
But  Sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of  mom. 

And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away  T 

The  first  six  weeks  of  the  new  year  passed  away  without  uj 
particular  change  or  incident  in  the  Poet's  hfe  at  Altona.  lui 
study  of  German  literature  was  continued  with  assiduity  and 
success ;  whilst,  by  weekly  excursions  along  the  borders  of  the 

*  In  the  later  editions  morning  has  been  substituted  for  this  more  poeti- 
cal, though  perhap  too  domestic  term  for  a  field  of  battle ;  but,  as  eateriog 
into  the  peaceful  Bo&ierY  of  his  dream — "  fax,  fiu*  away" — it  was  man 
appropriate  than  its  suDstitute: — ^"had  sung"  was  improved  to  "Miy 
truce,"^  and  **house"  to  **h<mie,**  The  *"  violf -tearing  fa^,"*  the  •*«tii#- 
ctf/),"  Ac^fix  the  locality. 

f  "Twas  autumn:  and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way," — in  the  later  editkna. 

\  Afterwards  chai^ged  to  *'Btayy  ttay  with  us — restT  prefeniqg  te 
repetition  of  a  word  to  the  ioteijedioiial  Ok  and  Ah,  in  the  use  -*-*---^ 
he  was  very  sparing. 
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Elbe,  he  improved  his  health,  and  increased  his  stock  of  informa- 
tion on  the  statistics  of  Holstein  and  Hanover.  On  both  shore* 
the  note  of  warlike  preparation  was  distinctly  heard ;  but  in  the 
society  which  he  frequented,  the  rumor  of  a  Danish  war  appears 
to  have  excited  so  little  apprehension,  that  the  subject  is  not 
even  mentioned  in  his  correspondence.  He  expatiates  with  ro- 
mantic enthusiasm  on  the  new  world  of  observation  which  the 
ensuing  tour  through  Hungary  and  Turkey  was  expected  to 
throw  open ;  and  expresses  great  impatience  for  the  arrival  of 
Mr.  Richardson,  as  the  happy  signal  for  its  commencement. 
Though  little  suspected  by  himself,  however,  the  term  of  his 
residence  in  Crermany  was  about  to  expire.  In  the  views  and 
circumstances  of  his  new  friend  and  patron,  sudden  and  impor- 
tant changes  had  taken  place,  which  prevented  his  carrying  into 
effect  their  previous  arrangements  of  travelling  together.  This 
engagement  having  been  laid  aside,  Campbell  fell  back  upon  his 
original  contract  with  Mr.  Richardson,  whose  enthusiasm  he 
keeps  awake  by  glowing  descriptions  of  Hungary,  which  he  pro- 
nounces to  be  a  poetical  paradise,  where  the  votaries  of  taste  and 
science  might  expect  a  rich  and  abundant  harvest  So  little  was 
the  Poet  acquainted  with  the  actual  state  of  affiiirs,  and  the 
great  political  crisis  then  at  hand,  that  only  twelve  days  before 
the  British  fleet  sailed  from  Yannouth  Roads,  and  when  its  des- 
tination must  have  been  known  at  Hamburgh,  he  writes  to  his 
friends  as  if  everything  around  him  wore  the  aspect  of  profound 
peace.  From  his  correspondence  at  this  critical  juncture,  the 
following  extracts  may  suffice  to  show  the  fervor,  but  sad  faUacy, 
of  his  poetical  calculations. 

TO  MR.  RICHARDSON. 

Altoxa,  February  28/A,  1801. 

*  *  It  looks  absurd  to  attack  you  so  soon  after  my  last ; 
but  having  had  no  rest,  body  or  mind,  for  a  week  past,  with 
castings  up  and  dunning  into  my  thoughts  the  present  state  of 
our  projects,  I  must  put  you  to  the  trouble  of  another  postage. 
The  more  I  think  of  next  summer,  the  more  transported  I  am 
with  the  hopes  of  novelty,  happiness,  and  improvement  When 
I  look  back  to  the  causes  which  prevented  mo,  last  season,  from 
filling  a  copious  Diary  with  materials  for  an  interesting  tour,  I 
find  that  it  arose  solely  from  the  want  of  that  social  stimulus  to 
my  mind,  that  comfortable  support  to  my  industry,  which  your 
conversation  would  afford.    You  may  well  conceive  the  state  of 

Vol.  I. — 18 
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a  solitary  traveller;  fatigue,  the  insolence  of  strangers,  uncer- 
tainty, and  melancholy,  are  in  danger  of  overtaking  the  hardiest 
upon  a  hermit  expedition.  You  could  not,  even  yourself,  though 
always  mild  and  cheerful,  support  the  horrors  of  such  a  cam- 
paign. Together — let  it  rain  blood  and  old  wigs,  let  the  Ger- 
mans hunt  us  like  wild  boars,  let  our  beds  be  straw,  our  food 
chopped  hay,  and  our  clothes  sackcloth  and  ashes — we  shall  at 
least  be  tolerably  happy  !  In  all  my  wide  and  comprehensiTe 
maledictions  upon  the  human  race,  I  have  always  left  you  out,  as 
an  exception !  It  is  impossible  I  can  ever  want  happiness  in 
your  company.         ***** 

We  shall  make  a  tour  with  all  the  inquisitive  activity  of  minds 
that  wish  to  receive  new  impressions  themselves,  and  commani- 
cate  their  effect  to  others.  We  shall  jot  upon  our  blotter  the 
events  of  the  day,  extend  these  remarks  at  our  halting  places^ 
when  we  take  lodgings  in  any  of  the  large  towns.  We  shall 
mine  our  way  into  libraries,  and  pluck  from  the  shelves  every 
volume  that  can  instruct  us  in  the  curiosities  of  the  countiy 
which  we  visit.  The  labor  of  quoting,  transcribing,  arranging, 
moralizing,  shall  be  in  common ;  we  shall  intersperse  it  with 
studs  of  poetry,  and  Poetry,  as  I  have  always  maintained,  is  to 
be  indebted  to  art  and  study,  as  well  as  every  other  pursuit. 
Finally,  we  shall  sell  our  copyright  and  publish  with  our  joint 
names.  I  have  already  meditated  a  preface — think  of  this  your- 
self. I  lay,  last  night,  sleepless  till  seven  o'clock  in  the  mornings 
with  filling  up  the  lights  and  shades  of  this  picture,  of  which  I 
give  you  the  outlines : — We  are  down  at  Munich  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  eye ;  the  expense,  I  vouch  for  it,  need  not,  if  you 
will  deign  to  walk^  exceed  three  pounds  a  piece.  That  place  is 
a  glorious  field  for  curiosity,  anecdote,  and  description.  The 
adjacent  scenery  towards  Salzburg,  exceeds  all  the  world ;  and 
greatly  sublime,  and  deliciously  verdant  as  it  is,  you  know,  a 
pair  of  poets  uniting  the  freebom  rights  of  travellers  to  the  titles 
of  fiction,  need  not  hesitate  to  make,  by  a  bold  dash  of  the  pen, 
mountains  larger  than  life^  and  scenes  finer  than  reality  !  But 
in  plain  hodden-ffrey  truth,  the  scenery  of  these  parts  needs  only 
fidelity  of  description  .to  make  them  interesting.  Oh,  John  I 
what  flourishes  at  every  romantic  cottage  overhan^ng  the  steep 
pathway !  What  lines  of  light  glimmering  obscurely  on  the 
rich  bottom  of  the  valley  I  What  cataracts  and  precipices,  wind- 
ing shores  and  extensive  plains,  where  the  spires  and  battle- 
ments of  distant  cities  shine  at  sunset  on  the  extreme  veige  of 
the  horizon !    Then  Hungary  I  its  songs,  its  music,  whi<£  we 
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shall  get  copied  and  traDslated  for  our  work.  You  shall  also 
minendize ;  and  having  discovered  new  facts  in  the  crptalliza- 
tion  of  minerals,  in  these  unransacked  quarries,  we  shall  calmly 
sit  down  to  defeat  all  existing  systems  on  the  subject ;  and  with 
a  two-edged  sword,  give  the  death-blow  to  Mutton's  hell-firo| 
and  Eirwan's  Noah VArk-ical  theory ! 

If  I  might  arrange  our  plans — or  rather  submit  them  to  your 
view — ^let  us  act  thus : — You  must  be  at  home  with  me  in 
March.  April  and  May,  we  shall  travel :  A  couple  of  months 
succeed,  which  I  must  devote,  my  dear  friend,  not  to  our  work, 
but  to  finishing  my  "  Q.  of  the  N."  I  have  already  mentioned, 
how  shocked  I  should  be  at  the  idea  of  leaving  my  honor  un- 
fulfilled. I  expect,  beside  pieces  to  Perry,  to  have  much  done 
in  it  before  you  come  out ;  but  for  want  of  matter  I  cannot  pos- 
sibly perfect  it  till  then.  I  find  this  subject  fertile  in  good  epi- 
sodes. The  parting  apostrophe  to  Edinburgh  is  supposed  to  be 
from  ship-board  by  moonlight.  The  feelings  of  my  heart  are 
still  as  warm  to  it  as  they  were  when  I  saw  it  vanishing.  I  then 
mean  to  transport  mpelf  in  imagination  to  the  Castle-height, 
and  describe  the  sensations  that  would  naturally  arise,  from 
taking  in  with  the  eye  the  most  remarkable  scenery  visible  from 
that  point.  I  mean  to  describe  the  view  from  Queen-street ; 
then,  if  anything  romantic  or  classical  can  be  connected  with  it, 
any  of  the  mountain  scenery  obvious  to  the  eye  from  that  point. 
The  plain  pastoral  sublimity  of  Arthur's  Seat  is  next  to  be  no- 
ticed— and  if  any  scene  be  visible  from  thence,  it  will  find  a 
place  in  the  poem.  One  of  the  places  of  Mary's  refuge  is  to  be 
seen  from  its  top.  After  a  sketch  of  the  murder-closet  of  Riz- 
zio,  and  the  hall  of  the  Scottish  kings,  an  episode  on  the  College 
will  conclude  the  poem. 

«  «r  «  •  « 

But  so  serious  are  my  fears  upon  the  event  of  this  poem, 
that  unless  I  get  my  darkness  dispelled  upon  the  questions  I 
have  asked  above,*  I  do  not  see  any  way  of  extricating  my 
pledged  honor  but  that  of  returning  home  to  Britain,  and  stay- 
ing some  time  on  the  spot — for  to  fulfil  my  engagement  I  am 
determined.  *  *  *  ♦  T.  C. 

In  the  meantime,  the  true  state  of  public  affairs  became 
known.     Denmark  was  understood  to  be  "  French  at  heart ; 

*  Quettions  ren)ecting  the  history,  traditions,  and  scenery  of  Edinbui^h, 
whidi  he  had  neglected  to  examine  before  leaving  home.    See  page  268. 
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ready  to  co-operate  in  the  views  of  France  ;  to  recognise  all  her 
usurpations,  and  obey  all  her  injunctions.  Russia  was  guided 
by  the  passions  of  its  emperor.  Sweden  was  under  a  long 
whose  principles  were  right,  and  whose  feelings  were  generouB| 
but  acted  in  acquiescence  with  two  powers  whom  it  feared." 

To  defeat  this  formidable  coalition,  the  English  squadnHi. 
sailed  for  the  coast  of  Denmark  on  the  12th  of  March,  and  m 
few  days  afterwards  appeared  off  the  sound.  This  sudden  ap- 
parition was  the  signal  for  general  alarm  ;  and  Altona,  being  oa 
the  Danish  shore,  ceased  to  be  an  ehgible  residence  for  Britiah 
subjects. 

Clearly  foreseeing  the  inconvenience  which  further  delaj 
might  occasion,  Campbell  took  a  hasty  leave  of  his  friends,  and 
bespoke  a  berth  in  the  **  Royal  George,"  a  small  trading  vessel 
bound  for  Leith.  Several  of  lus  companions  followed  his  exam- 
ple ;  but  the  majority,  who  had  '*  no  home  to  flee  to^ — ^*'  no 
refuge  from  famine  and  danger,"  merely  retired  within  the 
gates  of  Hamburgh  to  wait  the  result.  The  rumor  of  the  na?ai 
armament  had  preceded  the  actual  saiUng  of  the  squadron  br 
several  days  ;  so  that  those  who  were  anxious  to  depart,  took 
the  first  warning  and  prepared  for  the  worst.  Campbell  em- 
barked on  the  6th  of  March,  and  the  vessel  dropt  slowly  down 
the  river  te  Gluckstadt,  in  front  of  the  Danish  batteries.  Thk 
sudden  proclamation  of  war  was  a  death-blow  to  all  his  hopes 
and  prospects  as  a  traveller  ;  but,  little  as  it  was  imagined  aft 
the  time,  it  contributed  to  his  fame  as  a  poet,  for  it  prompted 
the  noblest  of  his  lyrics,  "  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic." 

From  the  mouth  of  the  Elbe,  where  the  convoy  was  delayed 
for  some  days  by  contrary  winds,  Campbell  thus  announced  the 
commencement  of  his  voyage ;  but  as  all  was  feverish  anxietj 
and  conjecture,  regarding  the  future,  his  misapprehension  ii 
certain  political  points  will  excite  no  surprise. 

TO  MR.  RICHARDSON. 
At  Sxik,  CuxHAYEir  Roam,  \Uh  March,  1801. 

We  have  got  past  Gluckstadt,  beyond  expectation  and 
without  opposition  from  the  Danish  batteries ;  but  still  it  ap- 
pears that  war  with  Prussia  is  inevitable.  The  conseouenoe  of 
such  a  war  is  the  cutting  off  all  correspondence  with  the  Conti- 
nent ;  so  that  if  an  Englishman  remains  longer  in  Germany,  he 
must  remain  at  the  peril  of  being  excluded  from  connexion  with 
home.    All  porta  will  be  shut  against  us.    Emden  is  already 
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PnisBian — Dantzic  also — Elsineur  Danish — Hamburgh  and  Cuz- 
haven  Prussian — to  be.  There  will  be  no  connexion  but  by 
neutral  bottoms  ;  and  what  are  these  neutrals  but  a  few  Amer- 
icans which,  by  the  nature  of  the  contest  at  sea,  must  be  con- 
tinually arrested  by  either  party  ;  for  the  Russians  and  British 
are  determined  to  seize  on  all  vessels,  neutral  or  not,  going  into 
an  enemy^B  port,  so  that  even  American  colors  will  be  no 
security. 

I  liope  I  need  not  enter  at  large  into  my  reasons  for  coming 
home.  I  assure  you  no  man  in  his  senses  would  remain  on  the 
Continent  at  present,  if  he  was  not  independent  of  any  con- 
nexion with  Britain ;  and  you  know,  my  dear  John,  neither  of 
us  can  propose  to  reside  in  a  foreign  country,  intercepted  alto- 
gether, for  an  indefinite  time,  from  con*espondence  with  home. 
Imperious  circumstances  must  determine  us  to  wait  at  home, 
and  confine  our  travels  to  England  and  Ireland,  till  peace  arrive. 
I  return  home ;  and,  God  knows,  the  prospect  of  a  meeting  with 
my  friend  is  the  most  endearing  circumstance  in  this  necessary 
measure. 

My  only  fear  is — and  I  have  room  for  such  apprehension — 
that  you  may  not  have  received  my  last,  informing  you  of  my 
resolution,  in  sufficient  time.  Unless  this  be  the  case,  a  most 
unfortunate  play  of  cross-purposes  will  have  taken  place ;  but  I 
could  not  help  writing  so  late,  for  I  waited  to  see  if  the  last 
packet  of  February  would  bring  me  any  letter  from  you.  No 
letter  arrived.  The  rumors  of  war  with  Denmark  and  Prussia 
increased  ;  and  all  hopes  of  peace  being  given  up  at  Hamburgh, 
it  became  a  serious  matter  to  remain  in  a  town  where  the  Prus- 
sians were  every  day  expected.  There  was  no  other  asylum ; 
for  all  the  free  towns  in  the  north  of  Germany  will  be  seized  by 
Prussia,  as  soon  as  war  is  declared. 

I  could  find  at  first  no  ship  for  Leith,  and  therefore  deter- 
mined to  sail  for  London,  expecting  you  to  come  there,  and  wait 
till  peace  with  France  may  enable  us  to  visit  the  Continent.  A 
ship  for  Leith  accidentally  cast  up.  I  agreed  with  Captain 
Bruce  of  the  "  George"  for  my  passage.  We  came  down  the 
Elbe,  and  have  remained  seven  days  detained  by  west  winds. 
But  behold,  I  might  have  as  well  bargained  for  a  London  pas- 
sage ;  for  the  convoy  having  but  two  Scotch,  and  many  English 
ships,  has  ordered  our  poor  countryman  to  sail  for  Yarmouth 
Roads.  Tliere  is  but  a  small  chance  of  their  escaping,  by  dark- 
ness or  hard  weather,  from  the  convoy  and  making  a  Scotch 
port    If  I  be  landed  at  Yarmouth,  I  shall  write  you  instantly, 
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and  expect  you  to  join  me.    If  I  come  to  Leith,  we  shall  tramp 
to  London  together. 

By  the  first  iaxr  wind  we  sail.  My  dearest  friend,  how  does 
my  heart  exult  at  the  hope  of  meeting  you  !  Qod  grant  that 
my  last  may  have  reached  you  sufficiently  soon  to  keep  you 
from  a  voyage  to  ELamhurgh !  but  even  in  the  event  of  your 
having  sailed,  I  will  cross  the  ocean  again  to  meet  you. 

Yours  unchanged,  T.  C.    - 

The  weather  having  become  favorable,  the  "  George,"  with 
other  trading-vessels  in  company,  again  weighed  anchor,  and 
clearing  Cuxhaven  Roads,  stood  out  to  sea.  The  passage  was 
very  tedious.  The  captain^s  destination  was  Leith  ;  but  just  as 
they  were  left  by  the  convoy,  and  came  in  sight  of  land,  they 
were  spied  by  a  Danish  privateer  and  chased  into  Yarmouth. 
Here  Campbell  landed,  and  paying  his  passage-money  to  Cap- 
tain Bruce,  took  a  seat  in  the  mail  and  proceeded  to  London, 
lliis  was  on  the  7th  of  April.  His  first  visit  was  to  the 
"  Chronicle*'  office,  where  he  expected  to  see  Mr.  Perry,  and 
receive  letters  from  Edinburgh.  But  in  both  hopes  he  was  dis- 
appointed. He  then  wrote  to  Mr.  Richardson,  expressing  great 
anxiety  to  see  or  hear  from  him,  and  adding,  **  I  am  a  good 
deal  the  worse  of  my  journey  from  Yarmouth,  but  hope  soon  to 
be  better."  *  *  * 

A  day  or  two  later,  he  says,  "  I  wrote  to  you  ten  minutes 
before  I  met  Mr.  Perry,  when  I  was  in  considerable  agitation 
from  the  fear  of  not  finding  him,  and  from  missing  my  old 
school-fellow  Thomson,  on  whom,  exclusive  of  Mr.  P.,  I  solely 
relied  for  relief — for  I  landed  in  London  with  only  a  few  shil- 
lings in  my  pocket.  I  have  found  Perry.  His  reception  was 
warm  and  cordial,  beyond  what  I  had  any  right  to  expect  *I 
will  be  your  friend,*  said  the  good  man.  *  I  will  be  all  that  you 
could  wish  me  to  be.*  All  my  fears  and  blue  devils  are  departed. 
I  shall  have  now  time  to  settle  and  work  *  a  power.'  *  *  Come, 
my  dear  Richardson,  and  enhance  all  the  good  fortune  I  enjoy 
by  your  precious  society  !  You  will  be  acquainted  with  Perry 
aUo,  and  must,  like  me,  admire  him.  His  wife  is  an  angel,  and 
his  niece  a  goddess.  I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  the 
latter.  Leap  into  your  boots  like  Lefleur,  and  be  in  London  to- 
morrow." T.  C. 

In  the  posthumous  notes  of  his  first  visit  to  London,  he  says: 
^*  Calling  on  Peny  one  day,  he  showed  me  a  letter  from  Lord 
Holland,  asking  about  me,  and  expressing  a  wish  to  have  me  to 
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dine  at  the  King  of  Clube.  Thither  with  his  Lordahip  I  accord- 
ingly repaired,  and  it  was  an  era  in  mj  life.  There  I  met,  in  all 
their  glorj  and  feather,  Mackintosh,  Rogers,  the  Smiths,  Syd- 
ney, and  others.  In  the  retrospect  of  a  long  life,  I  know  no 
man  whose  acuteness  of  intellect  gave  me  a  higher  idea  of 
human  nature  than  Mackintosh  '*  and,  without  disparaging  his 
benevolence — for  he  had  an  excellent  heart — I  may  say  that  I 
never  saw  a  man  who  so  reconciled  me  to  hereditary  aristocracy 
like  the  benignant  Lord  Holland."  *  *  • 

In  the  midst  of  all  his  enjoyment,  however,  and  within  ten 
days  after  his  arrival  in  London,  his  spirits  were  suddenly 
damped  by  afflicting  intelligence  from  home,  which  drew  from 
him  the  following  letter  : — 

TO  DR.  ANDERSON. 

London  [Post-ma&k,  I9(h  April,]  1801. 

My  dear  Friend, 

In  a  sudden,  distracted,  and  agonizing  maimer,  I  have 
heard  of  my  dear  father's  fate  !  No  letter  informing  me  of  his 
illness  reached  me  in  Hamburgh.  I  was  a  month  on  the  pas- 
sage ;  f  landed  at  Yarmouth,  though  destined  for  Leith  ;  and 
after  a  few  days'  residence  in  London,  have  learnt  from  a  Scotch 
gentleman  an  indistinct  account  of  this  melancholy  event.  My 
informer  even  hesitates  this  night  to  inform  me  all  the  truth.  I 
have  conjured  him  in  vain  to  tell  me  all — to  say  the  worst  To- 
morrow I  apprehend  he  will  confirm  what  he  has  just  hinted, 
but  my  heart  is  this  night  in  gloomy  agitation.  I  know  not 
what  resolution  to  take.  Is  my  father — I  cannot  ask  you  the 
question — yet  alive  ?  It  was  ill-judged  to  tell  me  but  half  the 
truth.  But  I  know  well  that  there  is  no  room  to  hope  that  I 
am  misinformed !  I  heard  the  news  in  the  street ;  and,  but  for 
my  friend  Perry,  should  be  left  this  night  without  a  comforter. 

The  last  packet  which  I  expected  to  hear  of  on  landing  at 
Cuxhaven,  brought  me  no  news  of  my  father's  or  mother's 
health — no  letter  from  any  friend.  I  still  trusted  that  I  should 
find  all  well  on  arriving  at  Leith.  We  were  long  delayed  by  the 
equinoctial  gales,  and  at  last  carried  by  the  convoy  to  Yarmouth 
Koads.     Sea-sickness  had  brought  on  symptoms  of  a  dreadful 

*  These  Notes  were  written  in  1887  :  he  was  introduocd  to  Mackintosh 
April  26,  1801^See  p.  299. 

f  He  embarked  at  Altona  on  the  6th  of  March,  lav  eeven  days  wind- 
bound  on  the  Elbe,  and  arrived  in  London  the  Tth  of  April 
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complaint,  whicH  I  feared  that  another  voyage  might  have  in- 
creased. I  hurried  up  to  London,  cherishing  an  unreasonable 
hope  that  I  might  yet  see  my  father,  by  returning  to  Scotland 
after  I  had  settled  a  correspondence  with  London.  Perry  re- 
ceived me  with  such  kindness  as  raised  sensations  of  satisfaction 
in  my  heart,  to  which  it  had  been  long  unaccustomed ;  for  in 
Hamburgh,  I  assure  you,  I  have  suffered  more  hardships  than  I 
should  wish  to  detail.  A  much  valued  friend  was  left — was 
abandoned  in  Altona  by  *  *  *  ;  a  man  whose  wishes  to  make 
me  happy  and  independent,  though  never  realized,  were  not  to 
be  doubted  by  my  affection.  That  valuable  and  high-spirited 
young  man  was  humbled — after  a  struggle  with  concealed  mia- 
fortunes — to  reveal  his  situation,  and  in  sickness  to  receive  assist- 
ance from  one,  whose  advancement  and  establishment  in  life  he 
had  planned  but  a  few  weeks  before,  when  no  reverse  of  fortune 
was  dreaded.  His  situation  required  more  than  my  resources 
were  adequate  to  impart — but  still  it  prevented  his  feeUngs  be- 
ing wounded  by  addressing  strangers.  I  did  not  regret  my  own 
share  of  the  hardship :  but  I  acknowledge  that  in  those  days 
of  darkness  and  distress,  I  had  hardly  spirit  to  write  a  single  let- 
ter— my  fortitude  was  only  passive.  I  have  often  left  the  sick- 
bed of  my  friend  for  a  room  of  my  own,  which  wanted  the  heat 
of  a  fire  in  the  month  of  January,  and  on  the  borders  of  Den- 
mark. Such  was  my  state  at  Altona.  I  charge  you,  with  the 
confidence  of  a  friend,  not  to  allude  to  these  events  in  any  man- 
ner. *  * 

Scarcely  had  my  reception  with  Perry,  and  introduction  to 
Holland,  Tierney,  and  all  the  respectable  friends  of  that  estima- 
ble man,  restored  my  mind  to  happiness,  and  more  than  repaid 
me  for  my  past  hardships — when  the  abrupt  communication  of 
this  intelligence  occasions  more  distressing  feelings  than  if  I  knew 
all  the  circumstances  of  it — or  had  been  present  Write  me, 
dear  Doctor,  if  my  mother  cannot.  I  know  not,  in  my  present 
uneasiness,  what  questions  to  ask — but  you  know  what  to  tell 
me.  I  wait  your  answer,  my  dear  Friend,  with  no  very  easj 
mind.  Thos.  Campbell. 

Bj  return  of  post,  Campbell  had  a  consoling  letter  from  Dr. 
Anderson,  in  which  the  circumstances  attending  his  father's  ill- 
ness and  death  were  delicately  and  aflfcctionately  detailed.  He 
had  watched  at  the  bedside  of  the  venerable  patriarch  during  his 
illness,  and  afforded  him  all  the  soothing  attentions  which  friend- 
ship could  offer.     He  had  made  all  becoming  arrangements  for 
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his  funeral,  and  concluded  the  last  sad  offices  by  seeing  his  re- 
mains deposited  in  the  cemetery  of  St  John's  Chapel,  in  the 
presence  of  a  few  sincerely  attached  relatives  and  friends.  He 
died  as  he  had  lived — ^full  of  religious  hope  as  he  was  full  of 
years,  having  nearly  completed  his  ninety-first  year.  Miss  An- 
derson describes  him  as  ^  a  pious  and  placid  old  man  f '  and  the 
^  Edinburgh  Magazine*'  of  that  year  contains  a  short  but  well- 
expressed  tribute  to  his  memory.  It  was  a  melancholy  circum- 
stance attending  his  death-bed,  that,  of  his  seven  sons,  not  one 
was  present  to  close  his  eyes.*^ 

Dr.  Anderson's  letter  was  immediately  answered  in  the  follow- 
ing terms: — 

TO  DR.  ANDERSON. 

London,  [Post-makk,  April  24],  1801. 

With  a  heart  full  of  gratitude,  my  dear  and  worthy 
Friend,  I  sit  down  to  thank  you  for  such  goodness  to  my 
widowed  mother,  and  for  relieving  my  mind  from  the  horror  of 
incertitude,  respecting  the  last  hours  of  my  dear  father.  May 
the  tenderness  of  attentive  friendship  repay  your  benevolence ; 
and  may  Heaven  send  you  the  long-continued  years  of  that  good 
old  man,  whom  you  watched  at  his  last  hour  like  a  son :  but 
may  your  worth,  so  similar  to  his,  be  attended  on  earth  with  far 
more  prosperity  I 

My  dear  Doctor,  this  is  no  affected  gratitude.  When  I  think 
that  the  father  of  so  many  sons  was  interred  by  strangers,  I  have 
no  consolation  but  in  one  reflection,  that  in  you  he  had  the  del- 
egate of  my  affections,  if  the  sentiments  of  nature  can  at  all  be 
transferred.  But  yet,  to  the  bosom  of  confidence,  I  confess  that 
a  sore  self-accusation  lies  on  my  heart.  I  left  him  in  his  last 
days!  The  thought  is  exceeding  bitter.  I  should  not  have 
wept  for  his  loss,  if  I  had  shared  but  his  last  benediction. 

You  have  known  and  forgiven  many  errors  of  my  life,  my 
dearly  valued  friend.  You  know  withal,  that  my  feelings,  though 
turbulent,  are  sincere.  I  ever  esteemed — I  now  most  deeply 
feel — the  value  of  your  friendship.  What  I  would  say  over- 
comes my  power  of  expression.  To  have  been  the  guardian  of 
my  dying  father,  and  the  comforter  of  my  mother,  was  more 
than  I  deserved,  and  all  that  I  could  have  wished  from  a  friend. 
When  my  heart  has  done  penance  for  being  so  far  away  from 

*  For  some  account  of  hU  life  and  character,  see  introductory  chapter, 
page  85 — 87. 

13* 
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the  last  duties  I  owed  to  the  best  of  men,  I  shill  reoover  tnm- 
quillitj.  Had  such  intelligenoe  reached  me  at  Altona,  it  would 
have  unhinged  my  mind. 

[From  this  very  painful  subject,  he  turns  for  relief  to  that  of 
his  reception  in  London,  which  is  thus  described  : — 1 

A  transition  more  grateftil  could  not  be  conceiyed  than  from 
painful  and  unavailing  commisseration  with  mj  iellow-snfieier 
*  *  * — from  the  tedium  of  cold  and  gloomy  eveninga,  unoon- 
Boled  by  the  comforts  of  life,  and  from  the  barbarity  of  savagea 
(where  an  Englishman  was  not  sure  of  his  life)  to  the  el^ant 
society  of  London,  and  pleasures  of  every  description. 

Among  the  best  of  my  London  friends,  I  must  acknowledge 
a  few  whose  favor  might  flatter  a  prouder  man  than  my8el£  In 
the  family  of  the  Siddons's  I  find  myself  treated  as  no  stranger. 
Perry's  attention  I  shall  not  easily  forget  Miss  Siddons  is  a 
fine  woman  of  the  first  order.  She  sings  with  incomparable 
sweetness  melodies  of  her  own  composition.  Except  our  own 
Scotch  airs,  and  some  of  Haydn^s,  I  have  heard  none  more 
affecting  or  simple.  From  a  man  so  proverbially  proud  and 
reserved  as  John  Kemble,  I  certainly  looked  for  little  notice. 
But  his  kindness  at  our  first  meeting  undeceived  me.  Dining 
with  him  last  Sunday  at  Perry's,  he  spoke  with  me  in  another 
room,  and,  with  a  grace  more  enchanting  than  the  &vor  itself^ 
presented  me  with  the  freedom  of  Drury-lane  Theatre.  His 
manner  was  so  expressive  of  dignified  benevolence,  that  I  thought 
myself  transported  to  the  identity  of  Horatio,  with  my  firiend 
Hamlet  giving  me  a  welcome. 

Among  the  literaries,  I  have  met  with  Mrs.  Inchbald  and  Mrs. 
Barbauld.  Dr.  Moore's  son*  took  me  to  Rogers.  I  assure  you 
this  last  author  is  one  of  the  most  refined  characters,  whose 
manners  and  writing  may  be  said  to  correspond.  *  *  *,  the 
man  of  Greek,  is  remarkably  witty,  full  of  anecdote,  quotation, 
and  whim,  but  so  completely  closeted  in  his  own  conceit,  that 
the  conversation  or  praise  of  others  can  find  no  admission  to  his 
audience.  He  is  a  pedant  of  rare  originality.  Imagine  (if  you 
never  saw  him)  a  fleshless,  pale  figure,  with  a  small,  black-beard- 
ed, quizzical  chin,  a  mouth  eternally  contracting  and  expanding, 
with  some  facetious  squib  from  Joe  Miller  or  Aristophanes ;  « 
nose,  arch  in  meaning  as  well  as  shape ;  dark  eyebrows,  knitting 
and  closing  in  harmony  with  his  mouth ;  a  full,  large  brow,  ex- 
pressive of  genius ;  and  long,  black,  greasy  hair ;  with  a  halter 

*  The  gallant  Sir  John  Moore—**  coi  noUnm  par  ealoginm." 
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of  a  neckcloth,  tied  over  his  red  under-waistcoat,  in  place  of  his 
neck.  All  this,  with  threadbare  cassimere  raiment  over  his  spare 
limbs,  and  a  fine  dusty  blue  coat,  composes  the  full-length  por- 
trait of  Scaliger  ♦  *  *, 

I  have  dined  with  Dr.  Burney. — To-morrow  I  dine,  by  Lord 
HoUand^s  invitation,  at  the  Literary  Club,  where  I  expect  to  be 
introduced  to  Mackintosh.  If  wisdom  were  infectious,  I  might 
learn  something  among  these  worthies. 

It  %  *  *  * 

Thomas  Campbell. 

Immediately  after  despatching  this  letter,  Campbell  left  the 
metropolis  on  a  visit  to  his  mother ;  and  from  his  memoranda 
of  that  year,  I  select  the  following  anecdote : — 

*^  Returning  to  Edinburgh  by  sea,  a  lady,  passenger  by  the 
same  ship,  who  had  read  my  poems — but  was  personally  unac- 
quainted with  me, — told  me  to  my  utter  astonishment  that  I 
had  been  arrested  in  London  for  high  treason — was  confined  in 
the  Tower,  and  expected  to  be  executed !  I  was  equally  uncon- 
scious of  having  either  deserved  or  incurred  such  a  sentence. 

**  At  this  time  my  mother,  now  a  widow,  lived  in  Edinburgh ; 
and  on  reaching  her  house,  I  found  her  seriously  alarmed  by  the 
rumors  about  my  high  treason.  I  pacified  her  fears ;  and,  late 
as  it  was,  I  despatched  a  note  to  the  sherifif  of  Edinburgh,  Mr. 
Clerk,  stating  that  I  would  wait  upon  him  to-morrow  morning, 
to  refute  the  calumny  that  was  abroad  against  me.  I  accord- 
ingly waited  upon  Mr.  Clerk  next  morning,  between  eight  and 
nine  o'clock,  and  found  the  sherifif  under  the  hands  of  the  bar- 
ber. He  behaved  to  me  with  a  kindness  that  touched  me  with 
gratitude — but,  at  the  same  time,  with  a  credulity  in  my  guilt 
that  made  me  almost  laugh  outright.  Beckoning  his  hair-dresser 
to  retire,  he  said  to  me  very  gravely,  *  Mr.  Campbell,  I  wish  you 
had  not  come  to  me ;  there  is  a  warrant  out  against  you  for  high 
treason.  It  seems  you  have  been  conspiring  with  General  Mo- 
reau,  in  Austria,  and  with  the  Irish  at  Hamburgh,  to  get  a  French 
army  landed  in  Ireland.  But  I  know  there  is  a  general  unwil- 
lingness among  those  in  power  to  punish  your  error ;  so  take 
my  advice,  and  do  not  press  yourself  on  my  notice.' 

"  *  Mr.  Clerk,'  I  said,  *  I  owe  you  my  best  thanks  for  your  good 
wishes ;  but  this  charge  fills  me  with  astonishment !  Do  I  live 
to  hear  a  sensible  man  like  you,  talking  about  a  boy  like  me 
conspiring  against  the  British  Empire?  And  where  are  the 
proofs  V    *•  Oh,  you  attended  Jacobin  clubs  at  Hamburgh^  and 
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you  came  over  from  thenoe  in  the  same  veflsel  with  DonoTaiiy 

who  cominand<^d  a  re^ment  of  the  rebels  at  ViDegar-hilL' 

" '  As  to  Jacobin  clube,'  I  replied,  *  if  th*?re  be  any  such  at 
Haraburgb,  I  n^-ver  heard  of  them ;  and  as  to  my  embarking 
with  Donovan,  I  knew  little  or  nothing  of  his  history,  or — even 
if  1  had — never  knew  that  he  was  to  be  my  fellow-panenger, 
until  I  met  him  on  the  deck.  But  to  be  short,  Mr.  Sheriff  Clerk,* 
I  said,  *  I  will  not  drop  this  matter,  in  which  my  character  is  im- 
plicated ;  and  you  must  either  prosecute,  or  acquit  me.* 

'^ '  Ah,  then,  what  shall  I  do  V  quoth  the  sheriff ;  *  I  do  not 
like  to  send  you  to  prison  ;  but  will  you  come  and  undergo  a 
rigvjrous  examination  at  my  office  in  the  course  of  to-day  f 

**  *  Ay,  that  I  will,'  said  I,  *  to  the  most  rigorous  examination 
you  can  establish.  At  what  hour  ?  after  dinner  ?' — *  At  five 
o'clock.' 

"  Well,  to  the  office  I  went,  and  there  were  clerks  ready  to 
note  down  my  answers.  I  forgot,  however,  to  mention  that  on 
going  ashore  at  Yarmouth,  I  had  left  a  box  full  of  papers  and 
letters  to  be  forwarded  to  Edinburgh.  These  had  been  seized 
at  Leith,  and  the  proofs  of  my  high  treason  were  supposed  to 
be  contained  in  these  manuscripts.  But,  on  examination,  they 
were  found  to  be  such  innocent  papers,  that  the  sheriff  began 
to  smoke  the  whole  bubble,  and  said  :  *  This  comes  of  trusting 
to  a  Hamburgh  spy !' — *  Mr.  Campbell,'  be  said,  *  this  is  a  cold 
wet  evening — what  do  you  say  to  our  having  a  bottle  of  wine, 
during  the  examination  of  your  treasonable  papers  V 

"  *  With  all  my  heart,'  said  I ;  and,  among  my  treasonable 
papers,  was  found  a  copy  of  *  Ye  Mariners  of  England  V 

"  The  sheriff,  of  course,  dismissed  me  in  good  humor. 


"  As  to  Donovan — my  comrade  in  the  voyage  from  Ham- 
burgh— I  had  no  further  acquaintance  with  him  than  as  a  fel- 
low-passenger ;  1  renewed  that  acquaintance  only  accidentally, 
in  conw^quence  of  his  returning  to  London  from  Leith.  What- 
ever the  government  of  that  time  might  be,  they  were  liberal 
and  merciful  towards  Donovan.  At  Leith,  it  is  true,  he  was 
arrested,  put  into  a  post-chaise  with  a  king's  messenger,  who 
humanely  observed  at  every  high  post  which  they  passed  on  the 
road — *  Look  up,  you  Irish  rascal,  and  see  the  height  of  the 
gallows  from  which  you  will  bo  dangling  in  a  few  days  !' 

"  A  twelvemonth  afterwards,  I  met  Donovan  in  London,  and 
recognised  my  gaunt  Irish  friend,  looking  very  dismal.     '  Ha^ 
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Donovan/  said  I,  *  I  wish  you  joy,  my  good  fellow,  in  getting 
out  of  the  Tower,  where  1  was  told  they  had  imprisoned  you, 
and  were  likely  to  treat  you  like  another  Sir  William  Wallace.* 
*Ocli,'  said  he,  *good  luck  to  the  Tower  !  black  was  the  day — 
and  it  was  only  a  week  ago— that  I  was  turned  out  of  it. 
Would  that  any  one  could  get  me  into  it  for  hie  V  '  My  stars  ! 
and  were  you  not  in  confinement  V  *  Tschach !  ne'er  the  bit  of 
it.  The  government  allowed  me  a  pound  sterling  a  day  as  a 
state  prisoner.  The  Tower-gaoler  kept  a  glorious  table;  and 
he  let  me  out  to  walk  where  I  Hked  all  day  long — perfectly  se- 
cure that  I  should  return  at  meal-times.  And  then,  besides,  he 
had  a  nice  pretty  daughter.'  .  .  *  And  don't  you  go  and  see 
her  in  the  tower  V  *  W^hy,  no,  my  dear  fellow.  The  "  course 
of  true  love  never  yet  run  smooth."  I  discovered  that  she  had 
no  money :  and  she  found  out  that  my  Irish  estates,  and  all 
that  I  had  told  her  about  their  being  confiscated  in  the  rebellion, 
was  sheer  blarney.  So,  when  the  day  arrived  that  your  merci- 
less government  ordered  me  to  be  liberated  as  a  state-prisoner, 
I  was  turned  adrift  on  the  wide  world,  and  glad  to  become  a 
reporter  to  one  of  the  newspapers.' " 

«  «  «r  «r 

Safe  in  Edinburgh,  and  surrounded  by  many  of  his  best 
friends,  Campbell  felt  that  he  was  again  at  home — but  it  waa 
no  longer  the  home  from  which  he  had  set  out  the  previous 
summer.  Many  of  the  anxieties  which  he  had  suffered  in  Ger- 
many, though  changed  in  form  'and  pressure,  were  not  dimin- 
ished by  his  return  to  Scotland.  In  a  letter  dated  May  29,  he 
says — *'  Our  family  afifairs  turn  out  dismal  enough.  My  mother 
is  not  to  have  her  poor  little  annuity  continued.  .  .  .  But 
the  permission  which  I  have  obtained  to  print  an  edition  of  my 
book  raises  my  spirits.  ...  In  answer  to  the  melancholy 
appeal  of  my  sisters,  I  have  only  been  able  to  reply  that,  pro- 
vided the  edition  succeeds,  I  will  furnish  a  house  for  them  to 
keep  boarders  and  day-scholars.  When  they  are  once  in  the 
house,  they  must  trust  to  Providence,  for  *  *  and  *  *  retain 
their  obstinate  indifference  to  all  representations  of  their  state. 
Our  only  worthy  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic  has  a  suffici- 
ent task.  .  .  Well — but  an  edition  of  the  'Pleasures  of 
Hope '  will,  perhaps,  raise  us  all.  The  conditions  seem  a  little 
hazardous.  Unless  I  get  a  thousand  subscribers,  it  will  not  be 
worth  while  to  attempt  this  work.     But  let  us  not  despair  !"* 

*  Letter  to  John  RidiardBOO,  Esq.— Retrospective  Notes. 
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Such  were  the  drcnmstanceB  in  which  his  fiunily  wen  kit  at 
Mr.  Campbeirs  death.  The  pension  from  the  Merchants'  Soci' 
etj  in  Glasgow  was  withdrawn.  Of  the  Poet's  three  sisten 
then  at  home — the  eldest  had  been  residing  in  the  fiunilj  of 
Lord  Elibank,  and  the  second  in  that  of  Mrs.  D  *  *  *^  ;  hot 
both  were  obliged  to  quit  their  situations  in  consequence  of  ill- 
health.  The  third  sister  was  also  an  invalid ;  their  mother  was 
suffering  under  the  united  weight  of  years  and  sorrows ;  and  to 
the  Benjamin  of  the  family,  the  whole  party  looked  for  comfort 
and  independence.  Before  quitting  London,  Campbell  received 
a  liberal  consideration  from  Mr.  Perry,  for  various  articles  insert- 
ed in  his  paper.  But  treasure  in  the  Poet's  hand  was  too  often 
like  that  which  he  saw  in  dreams ;  it  soon  melted  away.  On 
his  arrival  in  Edinburgh,  the  guineas,  drawn  from  the  bank  of 
Parnassus,  were  barely  sufficient  to  meet  the  responsibiUties  in- 
curred by  domestic  affliction. 

It  is  only  by  a  plain  statement  of  the  difficulties  that  now 
beset  his  path,  that  the  reader  can  form  a  just  appreciation  of 
his  character.  The  &vorite  of  the  Muses,  but  the  step-child  of 
Fortune,  his  whole  life  was  a  struggle  with  untoward  circum- 
stances ;  and,  though  it  met  with  only  partial  success,  it  was 
always  maintained  with  honor.  These  little  points  of  &mily 
history,  I  desire  to  notice  with  all  possible  delicacy  ;  but  to  pass 
them  over  in  silence,  would  be  an  act  of  injustice  to  all  parties. 
His  conduct  at  this  trying  period  is  worthy  of  imitation ;  and 
others,  who  may  be  similarly  placed  on  the  shifting  stage  of  life, 
may  learn  from  his  example  the  manly  virtues  of  courage  and 
perseverance.  **  His  kindness  to  his  mother  and  sisters  "  was 
that  of  a  most  affectionate  relative  ;  and  with  them  he  shared 
his  still  scanty  earnings.* 

These  **  earnings "  were  the  result  of  literary  task-work,  re* 
commended  by  particular  friends,  and  accepted  as  a  temporary 
resource ;  but  the  event  to  which  he  looked  forward  with  so 
much  confidence,  was  the  forthcoming  edition  of  the  '*  Pleasures 
of  Hope,*'  which,  with  great  liberality  on  the  part  of  the  pub- 
lishers, was  to  be  brought  out  for  his  own  exclusive  benefit 
Thus,  the  pressure  of  existing  difficulties  was  lightened  by  an 
unexpected  and  cheering  prospect  of  advantage ;  and  "  Hope," 
that  nad  made  him  but  an  ungrateful  return  for  honorable  ser- 
vice, promised  at  last  to  be  his  friend. 

Such  was  the  position  of  his  affairs  on  the  first  of  June,  180J 

*  Letter  from  Lord  ConiiflfattDie; 
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— the  annivenaiy  of  his  departure  for  Germany.  His  spirits 
had  improYed ;  and,  writing  in  high  glee  to  Mr.  Richardson, 
then  in  Xondon,  he  Bays : — *'  Oh,  how  m j  heart  beat  when  the 
rocky  towers  of  our  venerable  old  Castle  appeared  in  view  ! — 
when  I  embraced  the  Hills — slapped  Ninian  on  the  shoulder — 
flew  to  Jean  W.,  sweet  little  blossom  of  beauty ! — ^then  to  Isa- 
bella H.,  who  received  me  with  more  than  expected  smiles. — 
Oh,  John !  when  you  come  back  to  *  Old  Reekie !'  .  .  When 
we  are  both  married  to  two  angels  without  wings — you  in  your 
gilded  gig — I  in  my  schoolmaster's  wig ! — shall  we  not  be  hap- 
py ?.  •  My  mind  is  now  at  ease ;  Williams  has  been  polite 
about  the  '  Queen  of  the  North.'  .  I  can  promise  to  write  by 
the  hour.  .  .  I  am  going,  in  two  months,  to  Llangollen 
Vale,  to  muse  and  meditate  with  my  sweet  friends,  Helen  and 
Isabella  H.    .    .    • 

*'  So  you  are  going  to  Hamburgh !  .  .  Remember  your 
legacy !  May  you  die  soon  after  its  date,  that  I  may  have  a 
good  apology  for  writing  your  £legy,  and  enjoying  your  be- 
quest 1 1  •  *  *  *  xc." 

It  was  very  evident  that,  from  his  pilgrimage  in  G^rmfmy, 
'*  Campbell  returned  home  a  warm  and  consistent  patriot  ^u 
heart  throbbed  at  the  sight  of  the  old  Castle  f  and  as  the 
Queen  of  the  North  reappeared  all  in  her  romantic  beauty,  the 
sentiments  of  the  **  Last  Minstrel  ^ — ^for  the  poem  was  not  yet 
known — were  predominant  in  his  mind : — 

:  "  Breathes  there  the  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 
'  This  is  my  own,  my  native  land  V 
Whose  heart  hath  neer  within  him  biuned. 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turned 
From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  r 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

RETURN  TO  EDINBURGH. 

^^  After  his  return  from  the  continent,  it  struck  me  very  sen- 
Bibly,"  says  Lord  Cuninghame,  ^^  that  CampbelFs  sentiments  on 
public  affairs,  and  on  the  order  of  things  in  this  country  had 
undergone  a  certain  change.  He  now  expressed  a  decided  pre- 
ference for  the  British  Constitution,  was  less  impatient  of  change, 
and  trusted,  far  more  than  he  did  a  few  years  before,  to  Uie 
gradual  and  progressive  amelioration  of  all  our  institutions. 
This  led  me  to  conclude  that  he  took  a  more  tolerant  view  of 
our  sptem,  with  all  its  defects,  from  being  able  to  contrast  it, 
as  he  now  could,  with  the  military  and  despotic  governments  of 
the  rest  of  Europe.  At  the  same  time,  it  is  proper  to  add,  that 
to  the  latest  hour  that  I  had  any  opportunity  of  conversing  with 
Campbell,  he  continued  steadily  attached  to  the  views  enter- 
tained by  the  most  liberal  statesmen  of  our  own  domestic  and 
foreign  policy." 

With  regard  to  the  new  poem,  "  The  Queen  of  the  North," 
a  consultation  was  held  immediately  after  his  return  home. 
"  Williams  was  very  polite  *'  on  the  occasion ;  and,  seeing  that 
Campbell  had  made  but  little  progress  in  the  composition,  left  it 
to  his  own  choice  either  to  finish  it  agreeably  to  llie  *^  first  con- 
tract," or  to  abandon  the  subject  altogether.  As  the  latter 
could  be  done  without  offence  or  prejudice  to  any  party — ^no  ex- 
pense having  been  incurred — the  Poet  was  released  tcom  his 
engagement,  and  the  work  postponed  till  a  more  convenient 
season.  But  the  subject  was  never  again  taken  up,  and  the 
manuscript  was  consigned  to  oblivion.  All  that  remains — all 
perhaps  that  was  ever  written — of  the  poem,  amounts  to  no 
more  than  "  A  Fragment,"  part  of  which  has  been  already 
quoted  in  these  pages.*  The  remainder,  though  never  revised 
and  polished  with  his  usual  care,  is  no  mean  example  of  de- 


*  See  Embarkation  at  Leith,  page  286. 
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Bcriptive  poetry.  In  the  following  Dassage,  the  classic  scenery 
of  Koslin  and  Artbur^s  Seat  is  sketched  with  a  truth  and  felicity 
of  expression,  which  may  well  excite  regret  that  the  patriotic 
theme  was  never  resumed : — 


"  Even  mufliiig  here,  beside  the  Druid-stoDe, 
Where  British  Arthur  built  his  airj  throne ; 
Far  as  my  sight  can  travel  o'er  the  scene, 
From  Lomoi^'s  height  to  Roslin  s  lovely  green — 
On  every  moor,  wild  wood,  and  mountam  side. 
From  Forth's  fiiir  windings  to  Jie  ocean  tide. 
On  each,  the  legendary  loves  to  tell, 
Where  chiefe  encountered  and  the  mighty  fell — 
Each  war-worn  turret  on  the  distant  sliore 
Speaks  like  a  herald  of  the  feats  of  yore ; 
And  though  the  shades  of  dark  oblivion  frown 
On  sacred  scenes  and  deeds  of  high  renown. 
Yet  stiU  some  oral  tale — some  chanted  rhyme-~ 
Shall  mark  the  spot,  and  teach  succeeding  time 
How  oft  our  &thers — ^to  their  country  true — 
The  glorious  sword  of  Independence  drew ; 
How  well  their  plaided  clans,*  in  battle  tried, 
Impenetrably  stood,  or  greatly  died ; 
How  long  the  genius  of  their  rights  delay'd. 
How  sternly  guarded,  and  how  late  betra/d. 
Fair  fields  of  Roslin — memorable  name  1 
Attest  my  words,  and  speak  my  country's  tame  t 
Soft  as  yon  mantJing  haze  of  distance  broods 
Around  thy  watcr-fidls  and  aged  woods, 
Hie  south  son  chequers  all  thy  birchen  glade 
With  gUmmering  lights  and  deep  retiring  shade ; 
Fresh  coverts  of  the  dale,  so  dear  to  tread, 
When  mom's  wild  blackbird  carols  over  bead ; 
Or,  when  the  sunflower  shuts  her  bosom  fiur, 
And  scented  berries  breathe  delicious  air. 
Dear  is  thy  pastoral  haunt  to  him  that  woob 
Romantic  xT^ature — Silence — and  the  Muse  I 
But  dearer  still,  when  that  returning  time 
Of  fruits  and  flowers — the  year's  ESysian  prime — 
Invites,  one  simple  festival  to  crown, 
Young  social  wanderers  from  the  sultry  town  I 

**  Ah,  me — no  sumptoous  reveliy  to  share. 
Hie  dieerf ul  bosom  asks,  or  envies  there ; 
Nor  sighs  for  gorgeous  splendors — such  as  wait 
On  feasts  of  wealth,  and  riots  of  the  great 


♦  See  letter  to  Sir  Walter  Scott^  August  16,  1802,  in  which  Campbell 
says,  he  was  glad  to  lend  this  expression,  Macfiurlano's  **  plaided  dan,"  in 
return  for  "the  "blood  of  the  brave,**  whidi  h«  had  borrowed  for  "  LodueL" 
— Gadzow, 
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Far  ffveeter  weot*,  die  sTe4aBr 

Od  t2MA«  wHA  vmln  wben  kived 

Bet  Vj&i  in  y>T9  </  more  Hiftttntiiig  fkrw, 

TfaoB  taffg»iwi  art  or  liiiiai  bestov. 

Here,  in  M.'^inr/aa  mfMneiiu  to  Buart 

Tbe  first  (jul  breathing*  c^"  a  prooered  faev^ 

Snail  f&Tcr'd  lore  repKr,  aod  aciling  rooili 

To  gectie  beaotj  tow  the  tows  of  troifa. 

"-  Fair  morn  aMCfids.  an]  atamj  Jane  haa  died 
Ambrr^ial  odon  o'er  tbe  gaiden  bed : 
And  wild  bee«  seek  tbe  dkerrj't  fveet  perfmne; 
Or  doster  rocmd  tbe  foU-bkyvn  applc^aoGBL'' 


T.a 


Dariog  tbe  summer,  Campbell  lived  much  in  the  litenrj 
societv  of  Edinburgh,  where  his  late  pilgrimage  was  a  topic  of 
unceasing  curiosity.  The  fact  of  his  ha\iiig  been  on  the  seat 
of  war — an  eye  witness  of  its  most  imposing  scenes  daring  the 
ni^ht-march,  in  the  camp,  and  on  the  field  of  battle — gave  a 
thrilling  int«ret»t  to  his  conversation,  which  is  still  remembered 
by  bur\'i\iii^  friends.  His  descriptions  of  the  soeneiy,  laws^ 
customs,  and  peculiarities  of  the  states  through  which  he  had 
passed,  were  new  and  interesting ;  and  were  enhanced  by  many 
personal  anecdotes  and  delineations  of  German  character,  which 
are  not  found  in  his  letters. 

In  the  company  of  the  Rev.  Archibald  Alison,  Professor  Da- 
gald  Stewart,*  the  Hills,  Grahames,  Dr.  Anderson,  Mr.  Fletcher, 
and  others,  he  delighted  to  expatiate  on  the  varioas  scenes  and 
adventures  which  his  desultory  course  of  travelling  had  thrown 
in  bis  way ;  and  by  their  advice  he  was  guided  during  the 
remainder  of  his  stay  in  Edinburgh.  To  Sir  Walter  Soott  he 
freely  c^^mmunicated  his  literary  projects ;  and  from  that  great 
and  good  man  he  received  much  fnLok  and  judicious  counseL 
His  previous  acquaintance  with  Lord  Je£&ey  was  improved,  and 
cultivated  with  a  zeal  founded  upon  sincere  admiration  of  hia 
talents,  and  unreserved  confidence  in  his  friendship.  With  Mr. 
Telford,  the  celebrated  engineer,  he  renewed  and  strengthened 
his  former  intimacy ;  and  from  that  warm-hearted  friend  he  de- 
rived many  substantial  proo&  of  esteem  and  regard. 

*  Hia  letters  to  ProfeBaor  and  Mr&  Du^d  Stewart^  from  Bavaria  and 
Hamburgh,  have  not  been  found  Bat  it  u  weU  remembered  that,  on  the 
political  events  and  militair  operatioiM  on  tbe  Danube,  they  contained 
many  interesting  and  vivid  details. 
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Cherished  by  this  circle  of  friends,*  all  remarkable  for  hif(h 
moral  and  intellectual  endowments,  Campbell  was  at  once  t^e 
recipient  and  dispenser  of  happiness ;  and  the  loss  of  their  per- 
sonal intercourse,  and  his  final  retirement  from  Edinburgh,  have 
been  justly  considered  in  the  light  of  misfortunes. 

*'  Had  he  now,"  says  one  of  those  friends,  ^  obtained  a  pro- 
fessorship, or  settled  as  a  lecturer  on  belles  lettres," — to  wluch, 
on  first  starting  for  Germany,  he  looked  forward,  as  the  con- 
summation of  his  hopes — "  he  might  have  been  happy ;  for  he 
would  have  been  under  the  observation  of  those  whose  opinion 
he  respected — ^the  friends  of  his  youth,  and  the  admirers  of  his 
reputation."  But  it  is  idle  to  speculate  upon  '*  what  might  have 
been."  No  professorship,  no  lectureship,  no  *^  appointment," 
was  forihcommg.  All  that  he  could  earn  by  literary  drudgery, 
was  a  painful  and  scanty  subsistence.  During  the  whole  year 
great  scarcity  prevailed  in  the  country :  the  common  necessaries 
of  life  reached  an  exorbitant  price :  even  they  who  had  hinded 
or  professional  resources,  were  subject  to  temporary  privations  ; 
so  that  the  man  who  had  nothing  to  barter  but  the  fruits  of  his 
genius,  had  too  much  cause  to  apprehend  the  pinchings  of 
unmerited  poverty.  But  anxiety  regarding  his  own  personal 
difficulties  was  absorbed  by  family  considerations — responsibili- 
ties into  which  he  had  entered  wiUi  all  the  zeal  of  an  affectionate 
son  and  brother ;  and  even  they  who  were  least  willing  to  part 
with  him,  were  compelled  to  urge  his  trying  a  wider  and  more 
liberal  field  of  exertion. 

It  was  at  this  critical  period  that,  to  clear  off  some  fiimily 
debts,  and  relieve  his  mother  from  anxiety  and  annoyance,  he 
contracted  a  loan — '*  a  judaic  loan" — from  a  firm  in  Edinburgh, 
which  he  engaged  to  repay  by  instalments.  But  it  was  not  un- 
til the  sum  borrowed  was  nearly  doubled  by  enormous  interest, 
that  he  was  enabled,  by  close  application,  to  extricate  himself 
from  the  oppressive  obligation. 

The  subscription-list  to  the  Author's  omn  edition  of  ^^The 
Pleasures  of  Hope,"  had  been  gradually  filling  since  his  return 
home.  But  as  ^*a  thousand  names"  were  required  to  render 
the  speculation  safe  and  profitable,  he  was  recommended  to  visit 

*  Hia  attadied  friend,  Mr.  Richardson,  whom  h«  had  left  in  London, 
WBs  now  CO  his  way  to  Germany,  intending  to  carry  out,  in  part  at  least, 
the  tour  which  the  Poet  had  sketched  with  so  much  rapture  in  the  pre- 
ceding letters — ^but  in  which,  owing  to  sad  iiynily  events,  he  was  unable  to 
join.  He  foand  it  very  hard  to  say — **  Quantum  oculis  aoimo  tarn  procul 
ibit  amor." 


308  UFE  A!n>  LEims  or  tbomas  caxfbill.      [IMl. 

London — where  he  had  warm  friends  and  admirers — and  there 
coDTjpk't*;  the  number,  and  revise  the  edioon  as  it  isBoed  from 
b^iMhy'*  pre<i>.  He  w&*  detained,  howerer,  by  accidental  cir- 
camsun<>fs.  in  Edinburgh  much  later  than  he  intended ;  and  to 
thi"*  d*;Iay  w*r  are  indebted  for  a  poem  known  to  very  few  eTen 
of  his  intimate  friends  and  never  printed. 

During  the  summer,  the  dearth  of  provisions  had  so  modi 
incrr-a«ed,  that  several  riot* — ^particularly  at  **  the  new  year" — 
took  place  in  E^Jinbur^h,  which  it  required  military  interferenee 
to  sujipress.  Ttiej^  riots  were  called  **  meal-mobs,*^  and  were 
g^-n^r rally  composed  of  fish- women — **  the  Poissardet  of  New- 
haven  and  Mu^selbui^h'* — against  whom  the  mi^istrates  (bond 
il  very  difficult  to  act.  The  consciousness  of  this,  emboldened 
the  insurgents,  who  paraded  the  streets  in  numerous  bands — 
broke  oi>en  the  meal  (Stores  and  bakers*  shops,  and  indulged  in 
nets  of  wanton  vioi*^nce  and  provocation.  Of  these  turbulent 
mr^ting^,  and  collisions  between  the  rioters  and  the  policei 
CampVjell  was  no  unconcerned  spectator — and  the  result  was^ 
a  mrjck-heroic  jK>em  called  the  Mobiade.  There  is  good  reason 
to  believe  that  his  personal  share  in  various  difficulties,  at  that 
moment,  was  both  severe  and  lasting.  But  he  was  in  that  mood 
of  mind  which  sports  at  bitterness ;  and  while  he  felt  his  own 
private  cares,  and  sympathized  in  the  public  distress,  he  assumed 
the  part — though  alien  to  his  native  character — of  converting 
tragic  realities  to  the  purpose  of  burlesque  description — ^taking 
for  his  motto— 

"  Bid  that  welooiiie 

Which  onmes  to  punish  ua,  and  we  pumih  i^ 

Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly." 

Making  an  effort,  therefore,  to  resist  the  force  of  melancholy 
imprcsKions,  he  determined  to  contemplate  the  passing  events 
as  presenting  nothing  more  than  a  series  of  ludicrous  images ; 
but  with  which  he  has  ingeniously  combined  some  interesting 
particulars  regarding  himself.     The  "  Epic"  thus  begins : — 

Ertrarti*  from  the  Mobiade,  an  Epic  Poem,  in  three  Booki, 

ARaiTMENT. — InTocation  to  the  PoiuardeM — Descriptioo  of  the  inflaenoe 
of  warcity  on  New-Year's  Day,  1801— Bold  inteiference  of  the  PoiMardm 


*  *"  So  termed  in  the  MS. ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  the  subject  was 

airrie<l  out    The  oripr**'  — ^ '-  -  --  ^'- -' •""'—  * — *'- 

of  Jamim  Grahame,  author 


ever  cRrrie<]  out    The  orifpnal  autograph  is  in'tde  posB^ssion  of  the  fiunily 

iithor  of  'The  Sabbath,'  to  whom  it  was  pmented 


hy  Camj>beIL    In  the  terio-eomie  attack,  the  Mobiade  will  hardly  fiul  to 
mmind  the  reader  of  the  fiunoos  'Lutrin'  of  Boileau,  in  whidi— ^Maxima 


do  nihilo  nascitur  historia.' " 
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in  public  affiun — First  asiemUy  and  march  of  the  inaiirg^ts — ^Their  pro- 
gress to  the  neighboriiood  of  Bridewell — Speech  of  the  pnaooers  to  the 
insurgents — D^cription  of  the  Calton  Hill  beside  Bridewell— From  thence 
the  Poet  makes  a  fomiliar  transition  to  his  old  lodgings  on  the  High-Ter- 
race, opposite  these  scenes — ^He  describes  his  visionary  musings  at  his  win- 
dow that  overlooked  them — Hia  subsequent  orders  for  dinner,  delivered 
in  Iambic9 — ^He  returns  to  the  proper  subject  of  his  Poem — Ccnnpliments 
Count  Rumford — and  concludes  Book  the  First 

THE  MOBIADE. 


Stay  your  rude  steps,  whose  hands  have  never  thrown 

Th'  avenging  flight  of  turnip  or  of  stone ; 

Whose  tiny  hearts  with  no  aclirium  throb, 

When  Heaven's  dread  justice  arms  the  migliiy  mob  1 

But  come,  ye  vocal  nvmphs,  whose  roseate  feet 

Print,  with  imslipper'd  steps,  the  miry  street ; 

Whose  serenades  at  morning-tide  bo^n. 

From  lips  bedewed  with  aromatic  gin  1 

Nymphs !  vour  bold  hands,  in  dearth's  alarming  hour, 

Swing  the  huge  jorden,  hurl  the  flinty  shower ; 

Draff  the  scared  miser  from  his  hoarded  crops. 

And  storm  the  hucksters  in  their  barr^  shops ; 

Deal  the  brown  loaves,  sweet  grain,  and  mealy  roota,* 

And  pelt  proud  provosts  in  their  gala  suits  I 

Tlius,  when  Monopoly's  briarean  hands 
Had  dragg'd  her  harrow  o'er  a  hundred  lands ; 
But  chief^  the  terrors  of  her  goigon  frown 
Had  scared  Edina's  faint  and  fimiish'd  town  ; 
Then  Want,  the  griffin,  champ'd  with  iron  daws. 
Our  shuddering  hearts  and  agonizing  maws ; 
Chased  frt>m  our  plunder'd  boards  cSich  glad  regale 
Of  vermeil  ham.  Drown  beef^  and  buxom  fde  1 
Ah  me  I  no  strepent  goose,  at  Christmas-tide, 
Hiss'd  in  the  strangler's  haind,  and  kick'd  and  died  I 
No  trembling  iellies,  nor  ambrosial  pie. 
Regaled  the  liquorish  mouth  and  longing  eye. 
Red  sunk  December's  last  dishonor'd  sun. 
And  the  young  TSAa's-DAT  pass'd  without  a  bun  1 

Nymphs !  in  that  hour  with  pattering  steps  ye  ran. 
And  roused  to  nobler  deeds  tne  soul  of  man ; 
Call'd  the  fierce  tribes,  impatient  of  their  doom. 
From  shadowy  booth,  dark  shop,  and  soimding  loom ; 
Lured  the  voung  'prentice  with  seductive  art, 
And  train'd  to  glory  his  enamoured  heart  I 

Then  sprung  each  patriot  fixmi  his  lowlv  den ; 
Even  tailors  woula  avenge  the  rights  of  men  1 

*  Barley-loaves  and  potatoes 
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Huzzaing  birben  swell  the  marcfaing  line, 
Whose  nice  hands  trim  **  the  human  hoe  diTine." 
Sweeps,  in  their  panoply  of  soot  reyeal'd, 
The  glorious  besom  of  destructioo  wield ; 
Their  leathern  aprons  Crispian  heroes  stock 
With  tingling  bnck,  huge  tiles,  and  massj  rode  1 

****** 

Now  in  divisions  march  the  marshalTd  band. 
Troop  follows  troop,  and  blackens  all  the  land : 
Man  shouts  to  man,  on  thousands  thousands  rush ; 
Toes  tramp  on  toes,  and  neighbors  neighbors  cmsL 
Siliceous  showers  in  dreiid  collision  blend ; 
High  hurrd  in  air  th'  unburied  cats  descend  1 
Bold  bands  in  rain  from  windowed  heights  o'ertum 
Th'  unblessed  waters  of  the  nameless  urn ; 
From  street  to  street  theu*  dreadful  route  they  steer, 
Rage  in  their  van,  and  rapine  in  their  rear  1 

Nymphs !  in  that  hour  ye  spread  your  parted  train 

By  wmding  walk,  dark  arch,  and  gloomy  lane ; 

These  to  t£e  trembling  South's  remotest  bound. 

And  those  to  BrideweU's  sand-encircled  ground. 

Thrice  by  that  rock — ^whose  stem  Bastile  appals 

Heroic  worth,  and  hems  in  marble  walls — 

Indignant  stopt^  the  roaring  cavalcade 

Swung  their  waved  hats,  and  long  and  loud  huzza'd  I 

Thrice  from  the  hollow  vaults,  responsive  rise 

Hoarse  shouts  of  manly  throats,  and  virgin's  sweeter  cries  1 

"  Down— down  with  Provosts,  and  their  tyrant  sway  !* 

Each  cag^d  warbler  said,  or  seemed  to  say — 

**  March  on,  ye  champions  of  the  public  weal  I 

Revenge  or  ruin !  death — or  cheaper  meal  I 

Oh,  could  ye  burst  but  those  obdurate  bands 

That  dasp  our  gates,  and  bind  our  brawny  hands  1 

Then,  what  a  host  of  aid  would  rush  to  crown 

Your  glorious  work,  and  rob  the  ravaged  town  1 

Then  should  no  sceptred  beadle  dare  provoke 

Our  hearts  of  iron,  and  our  dubs  of  oak  1 

Nor  listed  bayonet^  nor  the  loud  platoon 

Of  *  Volunteer,  town-guard,'  or  *  light  dragoon* 

Should  screen  the  big-wig'd  Justice,  timely  caught 

EVn  in  the  noose*  those  tailing  hands  have  wrooghl 

Tyrant  should  balance  tyrant,  dangling  high. 

And  Bridewell's  hemp  avenge  her  slavery  1" 

•  •  *  «  * 

So  sung  the  prison-birds ;  but  all  in  vain, 
As  Yorick's  starling  waked  his  plaintive  strain  I 
No  battering  beam,  loud  axe,  or  sounding  saw, 
Burst  on  the  dragon-guarded  do(n»  of  law  1 


*  Alluding  to  the  ropet,  Ac^  made  as  taak-work  in  the  '  BridewelL* 
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For  them  no  friendly  portal  shall  expand, 

Kor  hi^  deliverer  wave  his  angel  wand ; 

No  visitant  for  them  the  path  prepares 

Thro'  sentried  gates,  dark  vaults,  and  winding  skauB ; 

Save  when  that  dreadful  foe---who  oft  reveak 

Dismantled  heroes  at  his  chariot  wheels—- 

With  red-robed  spearmen,  and  the  sound  of  drmns, 

Nine-tail*d  Bashaw,  the  savage  Hangman  oomea  1 

»  »  #  »  ♦ 

But  say,  fiur  Heroines  of  my  venfrous  song  I 
Where  next  your  stormy  thousands  rush'd  along  f 
For  £Eunter  now  the  groans  of  Bridewell  grew, 
And  more  remote  the  mountain  streamer  flew, 
Whose  airy  length,  expanded  to  the  blasts 
Waves  o'er  the  tall  and  telegraphic  mast  1 
Here  (but  a  mightier  voice  recaU  her  home  t) 
My  desultorv  Muse  would  love  to  roam : 
And  other  charms  than  yours,  sweet  nymphs,  to  aing^ 
Rest  oo  the  Caltoo  height  her  wearied  wing  I    .  . 

•  *  *  •  • 

Fair  salutary  spot  1  where  Health  inhales 
Her  freshest  fountains,  and  her  purest  gales ; 
I  love  thy  homely  name's  familiar  sound. 
Thou  green  Parnassus  of  my  native  ground  I 
Haunt  of  my  youth  I  while  yet  the  poet  s  head 
Peep'd  from  yon  high  and  heav'n-aspring  shed, 
O'erlooking  for  Edina's  gilded  vanes^ 
And  all  her  dusky  wilderness  of  lanes. 
What  time,  sublimely  lod^^  1  he  mounted  higher 
Than  Attic  station  with  his  Scotian  lyre ; 
And,  warm  in  fancy's  castle-building  hour. 
Sung  to  the  shelter  of  his  sky-light  bower.* 
Twas  then,  sweet  hill  1  imagination  drew 
Thy  winding  walk  some  paradise  in  view ; 
Each  white-robed  nymph  that  sail'd  thy  tenace  roond, 
Seem'd  like  a  goddess  on  Elysian  ground. 
Then  spread  ifiusion,  with  her  pei^  warm, 
Unearuily  hues  on  every  meaner  form ; 
Wings  on  the  g^razing  horse  appear'd  to  grow. 
And  Delphian  woods  to  wave,  and  Helicon  to  flow. 

Nor  ceased  my  day-dream  till  the  waning  honn 
Had  shook  fair  Fancy  from  her  throne  of  flowers ; 
And  o'er  my  heart  emotions,  less  divine, 
Imperious  wam'd  the'  esuri^Qt  bard  to  dine  I 
Yet — ^when  my  bell  its  awful  summons  rung, 
And  menial  i/LEoj  heard  its  iron  tongue — 
Not  in  plebeian  prose,  I  spoke  alouct 
When  mortal  wants  th'  immortal  spirit  bow'd : 

*  The  Poef  s  lodgings  on  the  High-temoe,  Ldth  Walk. 
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III  would  it  suit  to  ask  a  pot(9  food 
In  vulgar  phrase,  ignobly  understood  1 
Then  8tooa  the  culinary  maiden  dumfa^ 
And  slowly  twirl'd  each  circumyolyent  thumbs 
ABtounded— list'ning  to  the  yoice  sublime 
Of  oral  thunders,  and  Iambic  rhyme : 

Bring  me  the  beef — the  dulcet  pudding  brii^  I 
Or  fry  the  mud-lark's*  odoriferous  wing ; 
Or  simmering  greens,  with  soft  rotation  tmn, 
Champ'd  in  Sie  luscious  treasure  of  the  chum  I 
Then  pour  the  brown  ale,  rich  as  eyer  ran 
From  Balder's  horn,  or  Odin's  creamy  can  I 
Blest  in  that  honest  draughty  let  none  repine 
For  nec'trous  noyeau,  or  ambrosial  wine ; 
But — lest  my  waning  wealth  refuse  to  raise 
So  £ur  a  feast,  in  these  de^nerate  days — 
Take  from  this  splendid  shilling,  what  may  find 
Some  sweet  refection  of  a  sober  mind — 
Yon  earth-bom  apple,  yegetable  grace 
Of  Erin's  sons — a  blunder-loying  race ; 
Well  could  that  food  of  bulls  delight  me  now, 
Mixt  with  the  mantling  beyerage  of  the  cow ; 
My  vaccine  milk,  on  'tatoes  sweet  should  poor, 
And  fruit  and  liquor  charm  one  fairy-footea  hour ! 

«  *  *  *  * 

Such  were  my  humble  themes  of  other  time, 
Ye  red-arm'd  heroines  of  my  native  clime  I 
Ere  yet  the  Muse  of  unambitious  days 
Had  ever  sung,  or  hoped  to  sing,  your  praise. 
For  other  nymphs  beguiled  my  busy  bnuDB 
To  love-sick  odes,  and  honey-suckle  strains ; 
What  time,  erratic  o'er  my  nightly  roo^ 
Grimalkin-warblers  caterwaul'd  aloof; 
Or  sportive,  through  the  groves  of  chimneys  spniiig, 
And  **  all  night  long  their  am'rous  descant  eung." 
Then  lower  themes  fat  you,  the  Poet  spurns ; 
Sole  in  his  heart  the  patriot  paadoD  burns  1 

T.O. 

The  Poet*8  introduction  to  the  late  Lord  Minto  took  place  in 
the  course  of  the  autumn ;  f  and  this  incident  in  the  history  of 
his  early  friendships  was  expected  to  operate  in  hia  &vor.  Hav- 
ing returned  from  Vienna,  where  he  had  lately  resided  as  Envoy 
Extraordinary,  his  lordship  was  spending  the  reoess  in  Scotland ; 


*  The  poetical  name  for  a  pig,  principally  used  in  the  elegint  jdburMe> 
olc^  of  Kilmainham JaiL  T.  0. 

f  At  the  house  of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart 
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and  desirous,  perhaps,  to  hear  the  joung  traveller's  account  of 
his  recent  visit  to  the  seat  of  war,  invited  him  to  his  house  at 
Minto.  His  observations,  which  Ix)rd  Minto  could  test  by  his 
own  experience  in  German  affairs,  were  found  to  be  shrewd  and 
accurate ;  whilst  his  information  respecting  the  war  in  Bavaria, 
being  drawn  from  personal  recollection,  was  interesting  and 
perhaps  useful  to  that  profound  politician.  On  other  subjects 
his  conversation  was  equally  animated,  frank,  and  original ;  and 
Lord  Minto,  who  had  a  fine  taste  for  poetry,  encouraged  his 
efforts,  and  flattered  him  with  the  prospects  of  advancement. 
The  visit  terminated  very  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  peer 
and  the  Poet ;  and  when  the  latter  took  leave  of  his  noble 
patron,  he  was  invited  to  repeat  his  visit  in  London,  whither 
his  lordship  was  shortly  after  to  return  for  the  parliamentary 
season.  This  offer  was  gratefully  accepted :  it  promised  many 
advantages^and  of  these  not  the  least  was  the  &cility  which  it 
would  adJbrd  him  for  superintending  the  new  edition  of  his 
Poems. 

Returning  to  Edinburgh,  Campbell  imparted  to  his  family 
the  fortunate  turn  in  his  affairs,  and  prepared  to  follow  the  des- 
tiny that  now  seemed  to  ulrge  his  departure  for  London.  His 
iarrangementB  were  soon  made.  But  the  remembrance  of  his 
tedious  voyage  from  Altona,  the  risk  of  sickness,  and  the  greater 
risk  of  another  "  chase  from  privateers,"  were  still  fresh  in  his 
mind ;  and  to  avoid  these  he  resolved  to  travel  by  land.  This, 
he  knew,  would  be  attended  with  pleasures  which  would  com- 
pensate for  every  pecunia^  sacrifice,  for  it  would  bring  him  into 
friendly  contact  with  Mr.  Koscoe  and  Dr.  Currie. 

Thus  decided  in  his  plan,  and  furnished  with  letters  from  Mr. 
Dngald  Stewart  and  other  friends,  he  set  out  for  Liverpool, 
where  he  arrived  about  the  new  year,  and  received  a  cordial 
reception  from  Dr.  Currie,  who  introduced  him  to  the  intellec- 
tual society  of  that  commercial  capital.  The  friendships  which 
he  contracted  during  this  visit  were  the  source  of  much  happi- 
ness ;  but  in  one  instance,  the  intimacy  was  as  short  as  it  was 
cordial.  His  acquaintance  with  the  elegant  and  classic  Roscoe 
formed  an  epoch  in  his  life.  Having  commenced  under  the 
happiest  auspices,  it  was  fostered  by  mutual  intercourse,  and 
cemented  by  the  kindliest  sympathies,  into  strong  and  lasting 
friendship.     The  "  Life  of  Lorenzo  de  Medids''*  "  had  added 

*  •*  But  hark !     What  solemn  strains  from  Amo's  vales 
Breathe  raptures,  wafted  on  the  Tuscan  gales ; 

Vol.  I. — 14. 
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the  name  of  Roscoe  to  the  very  first  rank  of  English  classical 
historians  ;  and  his  society  being  courted  by  all  who  had  either 
taste  or  talent  for  polite  literature,  Campbell  found  at  his  hos- 
pitable table  an  inexhaustible  fund  of  observation  and  improve- 
ment. 

At  Liverpool  he  had  a  recurrence  of  his  Grerman  ague,  which 
surprised  him  in  the  midst  of  his  social  friends,  and  confined 
him  for  some  days.  But  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Roscoe,  and 
the  skill  of  Dr.  Currie,  he  was  soon  restored  to  marching  order ; 
and  after  several  weeks  spent  in  their  congenial  society,  he 
started  for  London.  At  Lord  Minto's  residence,  in  Hanover 
Square,  a  "  Poet's  room "  was  prepared  for  his  reception  ;  and 
there,  according  to  invitation,  he  took  up  his  residence  for  the 
season.  His  lordship,  it  is  understood,  availed  himself  occasion- 
ally of  his  services  as  secretary ;  but  this  duty  was  very  hght. 
Campbell  was  now  master  of  his  time,  and  had  the  best  oppor- 
tunities of  making  a  favorable  debut  in  London  society.  He 
had  brought  with  him  numerous  letters  from  Liverpool,  which, 
in  addition  to  the  introduction  which  Lord  Minto's  patronage 
afforded,  supplied  him  with  all  that  could  be  desired  on  that 
score.  At  Mr.  Perry's  table  he  met  the  same  distinguished 
men,  who  had  bid  him  welcome  on  his  arrival  from  Germany ; 
and  at  the  King  of  Clubs,  to  which  he  was  introduced  by  Lord 
Holland,  he  found  much  to  stimulate  his  genius,  expand  his 
views,  and  improve  his  taste. 

A  sketch  of  this  literary  Club  is  thus  recorded  in  one  of  his 
letters  : — "  Mackintosh,  the  *  Vindiciae  Gallicae,*  was  particularly 
atttentive  to  me,  and  took  me  with  him  to  his  convivial  parties 
at  the  King  of  Clubs — a  place  dedicated  to  the  meetings  of  the 
reigning  wits  of  London,  and,  in  fact,  a  lineal  descend^t  of  the 
Johnson,  Burke,  and  Goldsmith  Society.  It  is  constituted  for 
literary  conversational  rivalship,  maintained,  to  be  sure,  with 
perfect  good  nature,  but  in  which  the  gladiators  contended  as 
hardly  as  ever  the  French  and  Austrians  did  in  the  scenes  which 
I  had  just  witnessed.  Much,  however,  as  the  wit  and  erudition 
of  these  men  pleases  an  auditor  at  the  first  or  second  visit,  the 
trial  of  minds  becomes  at  last  fatiguing,  because  it  is  unnatural 


Lorenzo  rears  again  his  awfiil  head, 
And  feels  his  andent  glories  round  him  spread  ; 
The  muses,  starting  from  their  trance,  reviye, 
And,  at  their  Ro^£*8^  bidding,  wake  and  liye.** 

*  Muic  mutm  indulgent  omnu  ;  hunepotcit  JlpoUo.^Txvn,  of  Ut  Sth  Edltk».  179B. 


.AT.  24.]        SOCIKTT   IN   LONDON BIDDON8 MtMBLK.  315 

and  unsatisfiictory.  Every  one  of  these  brilliants  goes  there  to 
shine ;  for  conversational  powers  are  so  much  the  rage  in  Lon- 
don, that  no  reputation  is  higher  than  his  who  exhibits  them  to 
advantage.  Where  every  one  tries  to  instruct,  there  is,  in  fact, 
but  little  instruction.  Wit,  paradox,  eccentricity — even  ab- 
surdity, if  delivered  rapidly  and  facetiously, — takes  priority,  in 
these  societies,  of  sound  reason  and  delicate  taste.  I  have 
watched,  sometimes,  the  devious  tide  of  conversation,  guided  by 
accidental  associations,  turning  from  topic  to  topic,  and  satis- 
factoiy  upon  none.  What  has  one  learnt  ?  has  been  my  general 
question.  The  mind,  it  is  true,  is  electrified  and  quickened, 
and  the  spirits  are  finely  exhilarated ;  but  one  grand  fault  per- 
vades the  whole  institution :  their  inquiries  are  desultory,  and 
all  improvement  to  be  reaped  must  be  accidental."* 

For  several  weeks  after  his  arrival,  Campbell  felt  all  the  fas- 
cination of  that  intellectual  society  which  gave  a  truly  Attic 
character  to  the  metropolis.  But  of  the  numerous  attentions 
shown  him  by  persons  whom  it  was  an  honor  to  know,  none 
gratified  him  so  much  as  the  friendly  notice  of  Mrs.  Siddons ; 
and,  when  admitted  as  a  favored  guest  to  the  family  circles  of 
the  Kembles,  he  appeared  to  haye  attained  the  summit  of  his 
ambition.  Speaking  of  "the  Siddons,"  he  observes: — "The 
character  of  that  great  woman  is  but  little  understood,  and 
more  misrepresented  than  any  Uving  character  I  know,  by  those 
wha  envy  her  reputation ;  or  by  others,  whom  her  irresistible 
dignity  obhges  to  pay  their  homage  at  a  respectfrd  distance. 
The  reserve  of  her  demeanor  is  banished  towards  those  who 
show  neither  meanness  in  flattering,  nor  forwardness  in  ap- 
proaching her  too  famiharly.  The  friends  of  her  fireside  are 
only  such  as  she  talks  to,  and  talks  o^  with  affection  and  re- 
spect" 

Among  the  kindred  spirits  with  whom  Campbell  delighted 
to  spend  a  leisure  hour,  was  his  countiyman,  Mr.  Telford,  one 
of  his  earliest  patrons  in  Edinburgh ;  and  who,  to  the  genius 
of  engineering,  united  a  taste  for  poetry.  He  had  much  influ- 
ence, too,  wiUi  the  ministry,  and  felt  an  earnest  desire  to  serve 
his  friend.  In  a  letter,  dated  "London,  May  7,  1802,"  ad- 
dressed to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Alison,  Edinburgh,  he  says : — "  I  am 
delighted  with  Mr.  Campbell ;  and  we  are  as  much  together  as 
my  business  life  and  his  engagements  will  permit.  I  am  very 
anxious  to  contrive  some  how  or  other  to  serve  him,  though  I 

*  Letter  quoted  in  a  ^Memoir  of  Campbell,"  by  Waihingtoo  Irving. 
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cmn  flcaroelT  see  my  waj.  I  metan  to  keep  thhikiiig  about  it, 
till  something  turns  up.  One  bold  project  woold  be  to  attai^ 
Vaa<(ittard  at  once.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  risk  it — T.  is  a 
good  fellow  :  and  as  I  am  very  much  Migtd  to  him  myself — 
why  then,  you  know,  there  cannot  be  a  better  ground  fbr  me  to 
a^k  also  for  my  friend,  and  tell  him  how  proud  a  Secretary  of 
State  ought  to  he  in  patronizing  a  yom^  Pope/*  It  appemra, 
however,  that  Mr.  Telford  did  not  pereevere — or,  perhaps,  did 
not  f*uocef<i  in  his  application ;  but  his  admiration  continned 
through  life  ;  and  at  his  death  the  Poet's  circumstances  wers 
improved  by  a  handsome  legacy. 

When  the  novelty  of  a  London  life  had  partly  worn  ofi^  and 
he  found  time  to  look  quietly  about  him,  Campbell  thus  excuses 
himself  for  long  silence : — 

TO  JOUy  RICHARDSON,  ESQ. 

Lonwx,  [No  Din,]  ISOt. 

%  %  %  %  % 

I  plead  guilty,  indeed,  to  the  charge  of  having  neither 
written  to  you,  nor  to  any  of  my  friends.  I  have  sat  down  a 
thousand  times,  and  as  firequently  thrown  down  my  pen,  be- 
cause I  had  not  spirits,  nor  composure  of  mind,  to  co  throi^^h 
a  letter.  I  love  you  and  the  Grahames  as  sincerely  as  eTer ; 
but  I  cannot  pledge  myself  to  write,  even  to  those  who  are 
nearest  and  dearest  to  my  remembrance.  I  will  never  more 
suppose  that  silence  in  correspondence  is  a  sign  of  forgetfulness. 
I  feel  within  myself  a  refutation  of  the  maxim.  Never  did  a 
man  more  sincerely  wish  to  get  out  of  this  scene  of  hurry  and 
absurdity  to  the  refined  and  select  society  of  Edinburgh,  than  I 
do.  Yet,  when  I  think  of  the  Grahames,  I  wish  to  tell  them 
my  thoughts  and  feelings  in  correspondence,  but  I  cannot  I 
have  this  irksome  sensation  with  regard  to  yourself  upon  whose 
knowledge  of  my  friendship  for  you,  and  pardon  fer  my  long 
silence,  I  had  still  more  reliance  than  on  theirs. 

My  history  since  I  left  you  has  not  been  much  brighter  than 
many  other  spots  of  my  life.  I  was  attacked  again  at  Liver- 
pool with  a  resurrection  of  my  winter  complaint  The  remedy 
has  been  an  obstacle  to  what  I  ought  principally  to  have  beoi 
employed  in  cultivating  since  I  came  to  London,  namely,  my 
numerous  introductions.  I  have  not  delivered  above  one-haUT 
of  my  letters  ;  nor  have  I  found  myself  in  spirits  to  call  upon 
the  generality  of  those  persons  whose  acquaintance  I  have 
form^. 


Ank  24.']   BBSIDBNCE  IN  LONDON — POLinCAL  ORBKD.      817 

I  began  letters  to  Grahame  and  to  Brougham,  all  of  wbicb  I 
threw  into  the  fire ;  for,  unless  one  has  pleasant  thoughts  to 
oommonicate,  what  is  the  use  of  correspondence  ?  Homer* 
would  inform  you  of  my  present  residence.  Lord  Minto  haa 
shown  me  great  kindness,  and  conferred  that  kindness  with  del- 
icacy. At  an  early  period  of  our  acquaintance,  I  had  a  con- 
versation with  him  on  the  ticklish  subject  of  politics^  in  which 
it  was  my  design  that  he  should  have  my  confession  of  fieuth  ; 
and,  if  that  were  inconsistent  with  his  good  opinion,  that  our 
acquaintance  should  drop.  I  told  him  that  my  principles  were 
republican ;  and  that  my  opinion  of  the  practicability  of  a  re- 
publican form  of  government  had  not  been  materially  affected 
by  all  that  had  happened  in  the  French  revolution.  I  added 
that  my  oldest  and  best  friends  were  even  of  the  same  creed, 
and  attributed  my  opinion  in  pohtics  to  my  attendance  on  the 
Lectures  of  John  Miller.  Lord  Minto  is  a  Tory  of  the  Burke 
school.  He  censured  the  opinions  of  the  opposite  sect  very 
strongly,  but  said  that  he  never  cherished  an  illiberal  dislike  to 
young  and  candid  errors  of  judgment.  I  see  him  but  once  a 
day,  at  breakfast,  for  he  is  abroad  the  rest  of  the  day.  His 
conversation  is  very  instructive,  from  his  intimate  acquaintance 
with  political  facts  and  characters ;  and,  though  his  creed  is  not 
fiivorable  to  political  liberty,  it  has  no  mixture  of  personal 
asperity. 

Toussaint  f  has  been  dished  up  at  our  breakfast  for  weeks 
past.  I  adore  him  as  a  second  Kosciusko ;  and  his  lordship 
goes  the  length  of  saying  that  it  is  natural  for  our  sympathies 
to  go  along  with  him,  if  we  could  forget  the  probable  horrors 
that  must  result  from  his  success.  His  lordship  has  introduced 
me  to  Wyndham,  Lord  Malmesbury,  and  Lord  Pelham.  The 
two  latter  are  plain,  affable  men ;  but  Wyndham  is  a  Moloch 
among  the  fallen  war-makers.  I  was  at  his  house  on  the  day 
when  the  Peace-procession  passed  in  Pall  Mall,  and  was  highly 
gratified  with  his  grotesque  affectation  of  laughing  at  the  tri- 
umph of  his  enemies.    He  laughed,  but  it  was  a  laugh  of  agony .{ 

*  Francis  Homer,  Esq^  M.P^  an  active  andiwann-heart^  firiend  of  ths 
Poet)  of  whom  more  beraafter. 

t  L*Ouverture  Toua^aiDt,  the  nc^ro-chieftain  of  St  Domingo,  "  whose 
tage  and  heroic  achievemeDts  in  the  cause  of  freedom,"  were  a  frequent 
topic  of  convereation  at  that  time. 

X  Wyndham,  a«  the  reader  may  remember,  had  vigoroualy  opposed  ths 
ephemeral  peace  of  Amiena,  and  with  what  political  preadeoce,  was  proved 
ay  the  tmrnt,  wliidi  the  Poet  ceuld  not.  foreteei 
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Now  believe  roe,  my  dear  John,  this  ebbing  of  nature  to 
which  I  am  subject,  though  it  should  take  from  me  my  strength 
and  my  exertion,  shall  never  weaken  in  my  breast  the  affection 
I  have  long  cherished  for  your  worth  and  talents.  I  am  going, 
I  believe,  to  ^  summer  ^  at  Minto,  forty-five  miles  from  Edin- 
burgh. I  shaU  therefore  be  part  of  the  season  in  yonr  delight- 
ful society. 

Yours  unchangeably,        T.  C. 

At  the  close  of  the  parliamentary  session,  Lord  Minto  started 
for  Scotland,  taking  the  Poet  with  him  as  his  travelling  com- 
panion. Their  progress  northward  is  thus  announced  in  a  hur- 
ried letter  from  Newcastle  : — 

TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

June  25,  1802. 
My  dear  Scott, 

My  object  for  writing  you  at  present  is  to  deprecate  your 
displeasure,  which  I  am  afraid  I  have  incurred  by  my  long  si- 
lence ;  and  to  assure  you  that  it  arose  from  no  want  of  sensi- 
bility to  the  kind  and  warm  interest  which  you  have  taken  in 
my  welfare.  To  almost  all  my  friends  I  have  been  equally 
faulty  in  neglecting  to  show  my  remembrance  of  their  friend- 
ship by  correspondence.  Yet  I  cannot  call  my  deficiency  by  so 
harsh  a  name  as  neglect ;  for  at  the  very  moment  when  my 
sentiments  of  esteem  were  most  lively,  I  have  found  myself  most 
unfit  for  the  duty  of  writing. 

I  reserve  till  the  time  of  our  meeting,  which  will  be  very 
soon,  a  particular  account  of  my  adventures  in  London.  Lord 
Minto  has  for  a  long  time  past  proposed  to  go  to  Minto ;  and  as 
I  saw  no  convenient  possibility  of  my  book  appearing  before 
winter,  I  thought  proper  to  accept  of  his  invitation  to  spend 
part  of  the  summer  at  Minto.  When  we  came  as  far  as  New- 
castle, his  lordship  received  the  unwelcome  intelligence  of  the 
scarlet  fever  being  in  his  family.  I  thought  it  better  to  defer 
my  visit,  and  have  accordingly  taken  out  my  ticket  for  Edin- 
burgh. I  am  just  about  to  step  into  the  coach.  If  I  had  time, 
I  would  transcribe  for  you  my  last  piece,  "  Lochiel,"  a  furious 
war  prophecy ;  but  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  you 
read  it  with  your  own  hands,  I  am,  my  dear  Scott,  most  sin- 
cerely yours —  Thos.  Campbell. 

It  was  justly  remarked  by  a  late  physician  of  much  expe- 
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rience,  that  vigorous  bodily  health  and  great  aptitude  for  poetry 
are  rarely  united  in  the  same  frame.  The  rule  has  many  ex- 
ceptions ;  but  the  disposition  to  study  is  generally  in  an  inverse 
ratio  to  a  state  of  physical  strength — the  tone  of  which  may  be 
lowered  without  prejudice  to  the  highest  operations  of  the  mind. 
Health  and  elastic  spirits  have  a  natural  tendency  to  carry  their 
possessor  into  active  pursuits — away  from  study ;  whilst  deli- 
cate health  and  a  languid  circulation  have  the  opposite  and  ne- 
cessary tendency  of  inducing  habits  of  thought  and  meditation. 
Some  of  the  finest  compositions  in  our  language  appear  to  have 
been  written  while  their  authors  were  suffering  from  habitual 
ill-health.  It  may  be  observed  through  the  whole  of  Camp- 
bell's letters,  that  whenever  his  mind  is  actively  engaged  on  any 
new  theme,  languor,  lassitude,  and  all  those  ills  that  a  parturient 
fancy  is  heir  to,  are  subjects  of  frequent  complaint.  And  so  it 
turned  out  on  the  present  occasion ;  for,  while  in  one  of  his 
letters  he  says  that,  in  London,  his  health  was  so  depressed, 
that  he  "  had  not  even  power  to  transcribe  two  or  three  pieces 
which  Lord  Minto  requested  for  his  own  keeping  *' — he  had 
composed  both  "Lochiel"  and  " Hohenlinden,"  which  afford 
abundant  proof  that,  however  depressed  in  physical  health,  his 
intellectual  powers  were  in  frill  and  perfect  vigor. 

As  soon  as  these  poems  were  finished,  his  health  revived ; 
and,  returning  to  Edinburgh,  he  again  took  up  his  residence 
with  his  mother  and  sisters  in  Alison-square.  The  list  of  sub- 
scribers to  the  quarto  edition  of  his  poems  could  now  boast  of 
the  most  distinguished  names  in  the  kingdom  ;  but  to  give  the 
volume  a  new  title  to  their  patronage,  it  was  agreed  that  it 
should  contain  several  recent  pieces,  to  which  he  was  to  give 
the  finishing  touches  during  the  summer. 

In  answer  to  a  letter,  repeating  the  invitation  to  Roxburgh- 
shire, Campbell  thus  writes  : — 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  MINTO. 

Edinbuboh,  Jwm  29/A)  1802. 

Mt  Lord, 

It  gave  me  much  pleasure  to  learn  by  your  lordship's 
letter  of  the  28th,  that  the  fever  is  now  banished  from  your 
amiable  family.  I  congratulate  your  lordship  upon  your  happy 
retirement  among  your  paternal  woods  and  mountains,  and 
wish  that  I  had  the  Muse  of  Minto  beside  me,  to  indite  that 
congratulation  in  numbers  worthy  of  the  scene. 

I  returned  to  Edinburgh — ^not,  to  be  sure,  with  all  the  satis- 
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faction  that  one  would  feel  in  retiring  to  a  paternal  home  and 
estate  ;  but  not  without  sincere  delight  in  visiting  the  scene  of 
80  many  friends  and  favorites.  I  have  seen  the  worthy  family 
of  Lothian-House ;  and,  immediately  on  receipt  of  your  lord- 
ship's letter,  communicated  to  them  the  agreeable  news  of  your 
young  ones  being  recovered.  Nothing  could  be  so  agreeable 
to  me  as  to  embrace  your  lordship's  invitation  to  set  out  to 
Minto  immediately  ;  but  my  fear  respecting  my  health  having 
rather  increased  thim  diminished,  and  my  spirits  being  in  con- 
sequence subject  to  alarm  and  depression,  I  should  wish  to  con- 
tinue a  little  longer  under  that  advice  in  which  I  confide  so 
impUcitly  ;  and  to  become  a  strong  and  doughty  wight  before 
I  set  oflf  for  Minto,  to  enter  the  lists  with  Bruce  and  Wallaoe.* 

I  have  shown  Lochiel  to  several  friends  here,  and  have  found 
your  lordship's  idea  of  the  vulgarity  of  "  hanging  "  more  than 
once  suggested.  I  own,  however,  that  I  am  not  so  lost  to  pa- 
ternal affection  as  to  have  my  eyes  opened  to  the  defects  of  my 
youngest  fugitive.  As  to  hanging^  I  have  still  a  strong  hanker- 
ing after  that  punishment,  from  having  learnt  accidentally  that 
LochieFs  brother  actually  suffered  that  death.  Whether  it 
might  be  proper  to  describe  the  process  of  hanging  or  not,  I 
certainly  think  that  some  advantage  might  be  tasen  of  the 
above  fact,  in  heightening  the  horror  of  the  wizard's  address. 
As  soon  as  I  have  put  the  piece  into  its  regenerated  state,  I  will 
send  it  to  your  lordship,  probably  in  two  or  three  days. 

With  sincerest  and  respectful  compliments  to  all  the  family 
of  Minto,  I  have  the  honor  to  be — Your  Lordship's  very  grate- 
ful humble  servant,  Thos.  Campbell. 

Having  been  criticised  and  approved  in  the  circle  of  his  pri- 
vate friends,  the  new  poems  of  "  Lochiel "  and  "  Hohenlinden  '* 
were  pronounced  to  be  worthy  of  his  reputation.  Calling  one 
morning  to  consult  Mrs.  Dugald  Stewart  on  a  point  of  some 
family  interest,  he  took  out  his  manuscript  of  Lochiel  and  read 
it  to  her.  She  listened  in  mute  attention.  But  as  soon  as  he 
had  closed  the  last  couplet,  she  rose  gravely  from  her  chair, 
walked  across  the  room,  and  laying  her  hand  gently  upon  his 
head,  said,  *'  This  will  bear  another  wreath  of  laurel  yet  !"*  and 


*  lu  reference,  probably,  to  a  poem  which  was  to  have  epgaged  hi9  At- 
tention during  his  viait  at  Mnto. 

f  One  of  the  last  obituary  notices  written  by  Campbell,  was  a  tribute 
(which  will  be  found  in  a  sutisequent  portion  of  this  work,)  to  the  memory 
of  that  amiable  and  highly  accomplished  lady. 
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without  another  word  returned  to  her  seat  But  she  was  evi- 
dently much  moved;  and  **this,"  said  Campbell,  "made  a 
stronger  impression  upon  my  mind,  than  if  she  had  spoken  in 
a  strain  of  tne  loftiest  panegyric.  It  was  one  of  the  principal 
incidents  in  my  life  thai  gave  me  confidence  in  my  own 
powers." 

"  LochiePs  Warning  "  and  "  Hohenlinden,"  were  intended  for 
the  new  quarto  edition  only ;  but,  at  the  request  of  his  friends, 
they  were  printed  anonymously,  and  dedicc^bed  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Alison.* 

In  the  subsequent,  editions^  "Lochiel"  was  consid^ably  en- 
larged and  improved.  The  passages  not  found  in  tha  original 
manuscript,  and  which  I  beg  leave,  to  subjoin,  are  those  marked 
by  inverted  commas : — 

L  1 — 14.  LoGHiKL,  LocmzL,  beware  of  the  6b,j 

When  the  LowlaodB  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array  1 
For  a  field  of  the  dead  mahes  red  on  mv  aieht. 
And  the  dans  of  OuUodea  are  scatterea  in  nght 

**  They  rally,  they  bleed  for  their  country  and  crown ; 
**  Wo,  wo  to  the  riders  that  trample  them  down  I 
"  Proud  Cumberland  prances,  insulting  the  slain, 
"  And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plain. 
**  But  hark !  through  the  fiut  flashing  lightnings  of  war, 
**  What  steed  to  the  desert  flics  frantic  and  far  ? 
**  Tis  thine,  oh  Glemillin !  whose  bride  shall  await 
"  Like  a  love-lighted  watch-fire  all  night  at  the  gate. 
''A  steed  comes  at  morning :  no  rider  is  there ; 
"But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair  T 
•  *  *  * 

Proud  chieftaiu  I  whose  towers  on  the  mountain  shall  buiBj  oc- 

was  thus  extended  and  improved  : — 

LS6.      **Oh,  crested  Lochiell  the  peerless  in  might, 

**  Wliose  banners  arise  od  the  battlement's  hei^t^ 
**  Heaven's  firo  is  around  tbee,  to  blast  and  to  burn,*' 
Return  to  thy  dwelling,  all  lonely  return  I 
For  the  bladmess  of  Mhes  shall  mark  where  it  stood, 
And  a  wUd  mother  scream.  o*er  her  famishing  brood  1 

1 41.  False  wizard,  avaunt!  I  have  marshalled  my  dan: 
Their  swords  are  a  thnnsand ;  their  bosoms  are  one/ 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  Uood  and  their  breath, 

*  In  these  words :  ''To  the  Reverend  AaoHnuxot  Ausoii,  prebendary  of 
SalisbuiT,  ^  those  two  poeroa  are  inscribed  by  his  matt  respectful  friend, 
the  Author." 

14* 


I 
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And  like  reapers  descend  to  the  harrest  of  death  1 
**  Then,  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  the  shock ! 
*'  Let  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  a  wave  oo  the  rock  I 
"  But  wo  to  iuB  kinared,  and  wo  to  his  cause, 
"  When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  draws ; 
"  When  her  bonneted  Chieftains  to  victory  crowd — 
"  Clanronald  the  dauntless,  and  Moray  the  proud  "— 

All  plaided  and  plumed  in  their  tartan  array,  Ac 

*  *  *  •  • 

Down,  sooihless  insulter  I  I  trust  not  the  tale ; 

For  never  shall  Albin  such  destinv  meet, 

So  black  with  dishonor,  so  foul  with  retreat  I 
"  Tho'  my  perishing  ranks  should  be  strewed  in  their  gore, 
*'  Like  ocean-weeds  heaped  oo  the  surf-beaten  [MS.  tempettedl 

Lochiel,  untainted  by  night  or  by  chains,  [afaore^' 

While  the  kindling  of  life  in  his  bosom  remains^ 

Exulting  shall  join  in  the  victor's  acclaim, 

Or  look  to  yon  heaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fieuDoe  1  [End  of  MS. 

"  Shall  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low, 
**  With  his  back  to  the  field  and  his  feet  to  the  foe ! 
"  And,  leaving  in  battle  no  blot  on  his  name, 
Look  proudly  to  heaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fiune  I" 

With  respect  to  the  often-quoted  lines — 

'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 
And  coniinff  events  catt  their  shaaauft  befort 

the  following  anecdote  is  preserved  : — ^The  happy  thought  first 
presented  itself  to  his  mind  during  a  visit  at  Minto,  the  pre- 
yious  summer.  He  had  gone  early  to  bed,  and  still  meditating 
on  the  wizard's  "  Warning,"  fell  fast  asleep.  During  the  night 
he  suddenly  awoke,  repeating — 

EvenU  to  come  cast  their  ahadows  beibre ! 

This  was  the  very  thought  for  which  he  had  been  hunting 
during  the  whole  week.  He  rang  the  bell  more  than  onoe  with 
increased  force.     At  last,  surprised  and  annoyed  by  so  unseason- 

*  It  is  curious  to  observe  the  near  approximatioo  between:  Sdiiller  and 
Campbell,  in  the  expression  of  tiiis  thought  Campbell,  no  doubt^  tbok  it 
from  the  popular  belief  in  the  **  second  sight " — *^  that  supematiiral  sift  by 
which  the  wixard  was  enabled  to  predict  the  disasters  tnat  were  luready 
advancing  to  crush  the  heroic  but  obstinate  Lochiel;"  and^e  Gteiman 
Poet,  in  his  **  Walledsteins  Tod,"  has  thus  embodied  a  similar  idea— 

"  So  shreiten  audi  den  grossen 
Gkschidcen  ihre  G^eister  schoD  vonm. 
Und  in  dem  Heute  wandelt  srhon  das  Moigen." — Act  t.  il  8. 
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able  a  peal,  the  servant  appeared.  The  Poet  was  sitting  with 
one  foot  in  the  bed  and  the  other  on  the  floor,  with  an  air  of 
mixed  impatience  and  inspiration.  "  Sir,  are  you  ill  ?"  inquired 
the  servant.  "  111 !  never  better  in  my  life.  Leave  me  the  can- 
dle, and  oblige  me  with  a  cup  of  tea  as  soon  as  possible."  H6 
then  started  to  his  feet,  seized  hold  of  the  pen,  and  wrote  down 
the  '* happy  thought;"  but  as  he  wrote,  changed  the  words 
*'  events  to  come,"  into  coming  events,  as  it  now  stands  in  the 
text.  Looking  to  his  watch,  he  observed  that  it  was  two 
oVlock ! — the  right  hour  for  a  poet's  dream  ;  and  over  his  "  cup 
of  tea"  he  completed  the  first  sketch  of  Lochiel. 

These  two  poems  fully  sustained  the  author's  previous  repu- 
tation. In  a  letter  to  the  Rev.  A.  Alison,  Mr.  Telford  has  re- 
corded his  own  admiration,  to  which  the  pubhc  voice  cordially 
responded.  Writing  from  Salop,  July  5,  1802,  he  says — **  I  am 
absolutely  vain  of  Thomas  Campbell.  There  never  was  anything 
like  him — he  is  the  very  spirit  of  Parnassus.  Have  you  seen 
his  *  Lochiel  ?'  *  He  will  surpass  everything,  ancient  or  mod- 
ern— your  PindaiB,  your  Drydens,  and  your  Grays.  I  expect 
nothing  short  of  a  Scotch  Milton,  a  Shakspeare,  or  something 
more  than  either !  I  hope  he  will  take  up  a  subject  which  will 
oblige  him  to  collect  all  his  powers,  and  exert  them  in  a  man- 
ner that  will  stamp  their  value  to  the  latest  posterity. 

T.  T." 

In  the  hope  expressed  with  so  much  kindly  enthusiasm,  every 
friend  of  the  Poet  sympathized.  Many  predicted  that  these 
poems,  however  highly  finished,  however  rich  in  force  and  true 
poetical  fervor,  were  only  beginnings — indications  of  the  future 
excellence  which  he  was  yet  to  achieve  by  still  more  vigorous 
and  sustained  efforts. 

Before  starting  for  the  country,  Campbell  thus  records  his 
admiration  of  the  ballad  of  ^^  Cadzow,"  which,  he  says,  "  he 
could  repeat  after  the  second  reading."  f 


*  In  a  letter  from  Lord  Mintototiie  Poet^  in  December,  (pafZ^^s  884-6,) 
the  reader  will  fuid  an  ingeoious  critidam,  delivered  with  much  humor, 
on  **  Lochiel  f  which,  with  other  poems  in  the  author^s  handwriting,  was 
forwarded  to  his  lordship  as  a  marx  of  respect  for  his  talents,  and  gratitode 
for  his  hoapitality.  The  original  MS.  of  Hohenlinden  has  not  been  found. 

t  The  Border  Minstrelsv.    Poetical  Works,  vol  IV^  p.  200. 
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TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

Edinburgh,  I6th  August,  1802. 

Dear  Scott, 

I  received  your  note  announcing  your  intention  of  set- 
ting: oft'  for  Kelso  to-(lay.  As  I  have  likewise  had  a  letter  from 
Lord  Minto,  stating  that  he  will  be  in  Edinburgh  on  the  22nd 
of  this  month,  and  will  expect  nie  to  accompany  him  to  Minto 
when  he  goes  south  again,  I  cannot,  without  breaking  this  new 
arrangement,  take  Kelso  in  my  way.  We  shall  meet,  however, 
at  Minto ;  and  (as  I  propose  making  but  a  short  visit,  from  a 
desire  to  set  about  pencilling  in  Edinburgh  under  the  tuition  of 
Nasmyth,)  I  hope  we  shall  be  able  to  concert  a  common  visit 
to  some  Border  scenes,  which  I  am  curious  to  see. 

The  verses  of  "Cadzow  Castle"  are  perpetually  ringing  in 
my  imagination — 

"  flightiest  of  all  the  beasts  of  chase 
That  roam  in  woody  Caledoo, 
Cra^liing  the  forest  in  his  race, 
The  mountain  Bull  comes  thundering  on ** 

and  the  arrival  of  Hamilton,  when — 

"  — reeking  from  the  recent  deed. 
He  dashed  his  carbine  to  the  groimd'* 

I  have  repeated  these  lines  so  often  on  the  North  Bridge, 
that  the  whole  fiaternity  of  coachmen  know  me  by  tongue,  and 
quiz  me  as  I  pass.  To  be  sure,  to  a  mind  in  sober  street-walk- 
ing serious  humor,  it  must  bear  an  appearance  of  lunacy,  when 
one  stamps  with  that  hurried  pace  and  ferocious  shake  of  the 
head  which  strong  pithy  poetry  excites.  As  to  MacFarlane's 
plaided  clan,  I  feel  the  same  pride  which  a  tailor  would  feel  at 
seeing  a  coat  of  his  ovna.  on  a  well-drest  person  at  a  coronation. 
I  am  very  glad  you  were  so  patient  a  creditor,  when  I  borrow- 
ed two  sterling  ideas  from  your  chivalrous  ballad  to  my  hero 
Lochiel,  "  the  blood  of  the  brave."  I  consider  the  tartan  plaid 
as  a  partial  discharge  of  that  debt,  which  must  be  paid  by  in- 
stalments. Fur  the  outstanding  debt  of  one  idea  I  must  give 
you  my  promissory  note,  hoping  you  will  have  more  mercy  than 
to  raise  a  horning  and  poinding  on  my  poor  stock  of  meta- 
phors, flowers,  phrases,  <fec.,  in  case  of  insolvency.  Give  my 
best  compliments  to  the  worthies,  J.  BaUantyne  and  his  brdtber. 
Tell  them  I  shall  not  quit  the  south  without  seeing  them.  With 
smcere  respects  to  Mrs.  Scott, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir,  yours,  affectionately, 

Thomas  Campbell. 
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On  the  26th  of  August,  Campbell  left. Edinburgh  in  the,  com- 
pany of  Lord  Minto;  and,  two  dajs  later,  thus  '^ journalizes'* 
to  their  mutual  friend,  the  **  Man  of  Taste :" — 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCHIBALD  ALISON. 

Mnrro,  Avgutt  28^  1802. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 

To  one  transported  from  Alison  Hall,*  every  place  must 
sufier  by  comparison.  Lord  Minto  s  politeness  only  twitches 
me  with  the  sin  of  ingratitude,  for  not  being  happier  under  his 
hospitable  roof.  But  a  lord's  house,  fashionable  9tranger$^ 
sofa'd  saloons,  and  winding  galleries,  where  I  can  hardly  dis- 
cover my  own  apartment,  make  me  as  wretched  as  my  nature 
can  be — ^without  being  a  tutor !  Every  one,  it  is  true,  is  civil 
to  me ;  the  very  servants  are  assiduous  in  putting  me  right  when 
I  lose  my  way  in  the  galleries ;  but,  degraded  as  I  am  to  a  state 
of  second  childhood  in  this  ^*  new  world,"  it  would  be  insulting 
my  fallen  dignity  to  smUe  hysterically  and  pretend  to  be  happy. 
We  set  wheel  from  Edinburgh  at  four  o'clock  on  Wednesday, 
and  journeyed  to  Bankhouse  without  encountering  any  prodi- 
gious adventures.  Lord  Minto  thought  me  Alison-mad,  for  I 
would  not  allow  him  to  pronounce  any  other  name  for  two  hours 
before  our  departure ;  and,  having  extorted  from  him  a  confes- 
sion that  he  had  not  read  your  book  for  some  years,  I  command- 
ed him  to  send  for  it  instantly.  With  this  third  companion^ 
we  passed  a  very  agreeable  evening. 

«  *  *  *  «  «  % 

Lord  Minto^s  conversation  was  for  many  hours  highly  in- 
structive. He  has  gleaned  from  no  common  field  of  observa- 
tion ;  and  his  accomplishments  are  fully  equal  to  his  extraordi- 
nary opportunities. 

Meeting  at  Bankhouse  with  a  pleasant  host  and  a  plentiful 
supper,  we  reconciled  ourselves  to  the  hardship  of  sleeping  in  a 
double-bedded  room.  Among  the  hair-breadth  'scapes  of  this 
night,  we  might  reckon  that  of  being  within  an  inch  of  supping 
with  a  fat  doctor  of  divinity,  who  had  threatened  to  monopoli^ 
our  apartment. 

Yesterday,  Melrose  Abbey  lay  in  our  route  from  Bankhouse 
to  Minto.     Mr.  Johnny  Martin,  professor  of  antiquities  in  the 

*  His  pkyM  nanie  for  Mr.  Alisoii's  house  near  Bnmtafield  Links,  in 
wbJcb,  he  lays,  "  Olande  Lormine  might  have  sat  to  draw,  and  Virgil  to 
iprite  poetry. 
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parish  of  Melrose,  showed  us,  for  a  few  sixpences,  through  the 
venerable  pile.  Although  Mr.  Johnny's  demonstrations  did  not 
much  forward  my  train  of  associations,  in  contemplating  those 
ruins  of  grandeur,  I  confess  I  was  pleased  with  the  sight — even 
to  enthusiasm.  All  the  fine,  wild,  yet  light  outline  of  Gothic 
architecture,  is  yet  retained  in  this  Abbey.  It  was  not  treading 
on  the  graves  of  the  Douglases  that  excited  so  much  romance 
in  my  mind,  as  beholding,  in  the  very  form  and  ornaments  of 
the  pile,  proo&  of  its  forest  origin  that  lead  us  back  to  the  dark- 
est of  Gothic  ages.  So  much  resemblance  to  the  forest  is  seen 
in  the  branches  of  this  order  of  architecture,  that  every  window 
seems  an  avenue  through  woods  that  have  grown  since  the 
creation.  Placing  ourselves  in  the  state  of  the  first  worshippers 
in  such  a  cathedral,  we  conceive  their  devotion  to  have  been 
excited  more  sublimely  by  this  resemblance  between  their  later 
temples  and  those  temples  of  nature  under  which  their  fathers 
had  dwelt — the  shade  of  immense  forests  naturally  dear  to 
superstition.  Hence,  in  viewing  such  magnificent  ruins,  our 
reverie  rests  not  at  times  known  and  related.  We  go  beyond 
the  mass  and  mitre  of  chivalrous  ages,  to  Runic  or  Druidical 
rites,  till  we  arrive  at  that  remote  twilight  in  which  the  vistas 
of  imagination  ought  always  to  end. 

Next  to  Johnny  Martin,  who  has  published  a  short  history 
of  the  Abbey,  the  most  distinguished  writers  in  Melrose  are  two 
writers  to  the  Signet.  We  visited  both  of  these  literary  charac- 
ters, as  they  were  of  Lord  Minto's  acquaintance.  On  our  arri- 
val at  Castle  Minto,  we  found,  among  other  visiters,  our  martial 
Tyrtaeus  of  the  Edinburgh  Volunteers — Walter  Scott. 

On  retiring  to  my  chamber,  I  found  Sir  John  Hawkinses  Life 
of  Johnson.  Mawkish  as  the  style  is,  there  is  some  valuable 
stuff  to  be  found  in  the  midst  of  superabundant  nonsense.  I 
admire  the  ludicroiis  affectation  of  transposing  his  phrases  like 
a  network,  to  hide  his  meaning ;  and  above  sJl,  I  worship  the 
faculty  he  possesses,  far  above  his  fellow-miners  in  dull  biogra- 
phy, of  thrusting  a  whole  rabble  of  unconnected  personages 
into  the  brief  notice  of  foot-notes  and  paragraphs.  These  are 
his  excellencies  in  absurdity — a  talent---an  accomplishment — 
or  whatever  you  like  to  call  it — in  which  lukewarm  mediocrity 
is  very  nauseous.     Sir  John  soars  high,  or  rather  burrows  low.* 


*  In  respect  to  this  author,  Campbell's  opinioD  coinddefl  with  that  of 
**  the  gentle  Cowper,"  who  says,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Rose — **  I  am  reading 
Sir  .John  Hnwkinfl,  and  ntill  hold  the  name  opinion  of  his  book  tm  when  jovl 
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''Tired  nature's  sweet  restorer — balmy  sleep/*  came  at  last, 

without  the  nightmare,  to  relieve  me Morning  came. 

I  took  a  solitary  walk  before  breakfast  near  the  water  side. 
"  We  sat  by  the  rivers  of  Minto,  and  sighed,  when  we  thought 
of  Edinburgh  P*  This  day  has  been  usefully  spent  in  learning 
the  geography  of  Castle  Minto,  and  mapping  it — as  Sydney 
Smith  says — upon  my  mind.  Dark  and  comfortless  evening 
is  now  coming  on ;  the  lords  and  ladies  are  laughing  in  the  room 
below  me,  while  I  sit  at  a  window  that  looks  northward,  and 
cast  many  a  pitiful  look  to  that  quarter  where  you  are  sitting 
down  to  evening  happiness,  in  such  a  home  as  the  world  scarcely 
knows.  ....  I  am  indulging  no  whimsical  ennui^  but  a  strong 
and  dehghtful  gratitude  to  Heaven  for  having  given  me  such 
friends.  The  present  loss  of  your  society  I  should  not  regret, 
if  we  had  been  longer  acquainted ;  but  in  maturing  that  ac- 
quaintance, I  conceive  myself  to  be  trying  an  interesting  experi- 
ment upon  my  own  character.  If  I  succeed,  I  shall  stand  better 
in  my  own  estimation :  interruption,  however,  is  disagreeable 
while  I  feel  so  desirous  to  learn  from  experience  whether  I  am 
worthy  of  your  esteem.  The  curiosity  to  see  one's  own  charac- 1 
ter  as  it  is  reflected  in  the  mirror  of  another's  mind,  is  surely 
an  honest  passion.  I  have  seen  myself  in  others'  minds — some-  \ 
times  not  to  my  own  admiration.  Was  the  reflection  false,  or 
the  object  itself  disagreeable  ? 

Now  I  have  talked  as  long  about  myself  as  Sir  John  Haw- 
kins conld  have  done.  Poor  human  nature !  Do  we  not  feel 
that  this  very  sentiment  of  friendship  is  a  masquerade  for  selfish 
ideas  to  play  their  part ! 

The  prevailing  thought  of  to-day — for  days  have  their  ruling 
thoughts  as  lifetimes  have  their  ruling  passions — has  been,  in 
my  forlorn  ima^nation,  that  of  exile  depicted  in  all  its  horrors. 
In  a  state  like  tiiis,  where  one's  &ncy  would  be  ashamed  to  draw 
gloomy  pictures,  in  a  fine  house,  with  a  worthy  host — a  polite 
reception — books — ^woods  to  walk  in — a  bed  of  down — and  a 
table  loaded  with  luxury — I  dare  not  say  I  am  sorry  for  myself 
even  though  fifty  miles  from  your  house.  But  I  mask  my  dis- 
content under  sorrow  for  another!      The  wretch  who  leaves 


were  here.  There  are  in  it  undoabtedly  some  awkwardnesses  of  phrase, 
and,  wUdi  is  worse,  here  and  there  some  unequivocal  indications  of  a  vamtr 
not  easily  pardonaUe  in  a  man  of  his  years ;  but,  on  the  whole,  I  find  it 
amusing ;  and  to  me,  at  least — to  idiom  everything  that  has  passed  in  the 
literary  world  within  the  last  five^uod-twenty  yean  is  new — sufficiently 
n^plete  with  information.'' — Jamtar^A^,  1789. 
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home — as  Adam  left  his  Paradise — with  none  to  bid  him  adieu 
but  the  angel  of  his  banishment — who  has  no  friendship  to 
form,  but  wit Ii  his  driver  or  his  task-master — that  miserable  be- 
ing is  one  like  ourselves,  with  conceptions  and  feelings  capable 
of  embracing  the  whole  extent  of  his  wretchednesA.  We 
proudly  arrogate  to  ourselves,  in  retined  life,  the  privilege  of. 
sensibility,  without  reffarding  how  strong  the  popular  feelbfls 
of  nature  may  be  in  the  lowest  minds,  even  hardened  by  guflt 
and  misery.  A  legislator  would  justify  the  punishment  of  eter- 
nal banishment,  by  the  supposed  callousness  of  those  who  de- 
serve it  by  their  crimes ;  and  there  are  thousands  of  well-wishen 
to  society,  who  can  think  of  Botany  Bay  without  pity  or  indi^ 
nation.  Away  with  such  hoofs  as  would  trample  upon  hummn 
nature  in  its  lowest  state  1  I  confess  I  never  could  hear  the 
word  transportation  with  patience.  Torture  is  abolished,  we 
say — but  a  thousand  victims  are  shipped  every  year  to  a  destiny 
of  severer  torture  than  the  rack  or  Uie  wheeL  Read  but  the 
cold-blooded  annals  of  Collins,  or  Phillips,  who  have  given  us  a 
few  sketches  of  convict  biography.  Of  their  packing  on  board 
— a  cargo  of  human  agony  1  of  their  struggles  on  the  voyage 
to  break  out  of  the  dungeon — like  the  drowning  man  struggling 
against  suffocation — of  their  massacres  by  the  "  brave  crew '' — 
and  their  wounded  limbs  being  thrust  into  heavier  chains.  Of 
their  landing,  starvation  on  short  allowance,  being  whipt  and 
branded  for  stealing  food — dying  of  labor — melancholy  and 
diseased !  These  are  but  faint  and  accidental  sketches  of  wfaiat 
our  fellow-creatures  suffer  for  crimes  that  are  trifling  and  venial  I 


The  strong  interest  that  hurries  away  my  thoughts  firom  ad- 
dressing my  dear  friend,  to  declamations  on  Botany  Bay,  will 
need  with  you  but  a  slender  apology.  I  am  only  giving  you 
the  subject  of  a  day*8  thoughts,  in  which  an  unbroKen  chain  of 
association  has  been  framed  in  the  solitary  state  that  is  most  fijir 
vorable  to  reflection.  Many  a  day,  and  many  a  state  more  un- 
pleasant, has  been  beguiled  by  thus  guiding  a  current  of  un- 
pleasant ideas  from  an  individual  to  a  general  subject — by  losing 
ourselves  in  others,  like  a  stream  falling  into  the  ocean. 

The  light  now  begins  to  be  too  little,  and  th^  darkness  **  too 
many  ^'  for  me.  I  will  take  another  saunter  through  the  larches 
and  indulge  in  my  favorite  remembrance  of  your  abode.  I  will 
conceive  the  avenues  and  walks  to  be  onr  usual  promenade,  in 
front  of  the  blessed  mansion,  in  which  Claude  Lorraine  mij^ 
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have  sat  to  draw  pictures,  and  Virgil  to  write  poetry.  I  will 
suppose  myself  listening  to  Sarti's  music  on  the  harp,  or  pester- 
ing you  for  permission  to  dance  to  the  reels  of  the  forte-piano. 
I  may  even  venture  to  dash  the  picture  of  happiness  with  a 

little  shade  of  adversity — such  as  M treating  me  with 

hauteur,  or  being  debarred  the  "  common  use  of  my  own  limbs,'* 
in  dancing  the  **  Highland-fling !"  I  could  swell  the  catalogue 
of  my  woes  by  supposing  a  scold  for  neglected  letters,  or  the 
prospect  of  a  dark  walk  through  the  meadows  1  But  humanity 
draws  a  veil  over  these  evils,  and  hides  where  she  cannot  cure. 

Send  me  but  back  to  M ^  and  I  will  allow  her  to  trample 

down  my  prioe  with  her  green  shoes  I  Remember,  however, 
that  you  must  not  let  this  letter  fall  into  her  hands,  in  caae  she 
should  read  a  trophy  of  her  conquest,  so  very  humbling  to  me. 
Tell  her  not  to  flirt  with  Count  Montenari  in  my  absence,  else 
he  will  take  her  off  to  Italy  and  marry  her — *'  to  be  sure.'' 

Telford,  our  beloved  Apostle,  I  suppose  has  not  yet  written 
to  any  of  us  ;  tee  must  pray  for  his  safety  in  the  wild  regions 
where  he  is  wandering  ;*  for  his  zeal  exposes  him  to  many 
perils.  Should  any  Highlander  be  too  dull  to  comprehend  the 
merils  of  Mr.  AHson,  Mr.  Stewart,  or  Mr.  Lochiel,f  we  shall  hear 
of  a  bloody  battle  between  the  saint  and  savage.  Apropos  to 
Stewart,  my  good-hearted  landlord  often  speaks  of  Countess 
Purgstall,  with  most  laudable  praise.  Lord  Minto  is  truly  a 
worthy  man ;.  what  a  pity  that  his  rooms  are  so  large ! — I  need 
not  ask  you  to  write  to  me  in  return,  for  the  pleasure  of  hanng 
scribbled  to  you  so  long  is  recompense  for  the  effort  of  taking 
a  pen  in  my  hand — an  effort,  to  poor  tittle  *'  procrastination 
Tom,"  which  is  seldom  so  well  repaid.  But,  "  when  I  forget 
thee,  may  my  right  hand  forget  her  cunning !"  Farewell ! — 
greetings  in  the  Market-place  and  greetings  at  the  end  of  letters 
are  but  apocryphal  signs  of  love.  But  you  may  trust  me,  my 
dear  Friend,  that  my  compliments  to  your  whole  &mily  are  not 
words  of  course.  You  may  believe  me  that  if  my  bitterest 
enemy  should  cross  your  threshold  in  peace,  he  would  become, 
by  your  benediction,  my  friend, —  Yours  ever, 

Thomas  Campbell. 


*  Mr.  Telfotd  was  then  engaged  in  snrveyB  of  the  Caledonian  Canai, 
Highland  Roada  and  BridaeM. 
t  Hhnnelt  in  playful  alfiuloD  to  bis  Pbem  of  Loehid, 


330  MFK    AND    LETTERS    OF   THOVAS   CAIIPBSLL.  [18M. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 


RETURN  TO  LONDON— MARRIAGE. 


During  his  visit  at  ^nto  Castle,  the  Poet's  ermui  was  much 
relieved  by  meeting  n^ith  an  old  College  firiend ;  and,  in  a  letter 
playfully  addressed  to  "  Telford,  Alison  &  Co.,"  he  thus  oom- 
municates  the  discovery  : — *'  Ilanng  found  accidentally,  as  if  it 
had  been  a  chapter  in  some  romance,  an  old  and  very  dear 
friend,  settled  as  a  physician  at  Jedburgh,  I  sit  down  to  inform 
you  of  my  unbounded  happiness  at  this  unexpected  disooveiy. 
I  therefore  cliarge  you,  if  you  be  together  this  day  or  to-mor- 
row, and  by  any  chance  happen  to  mention  my  name,  in  the 
course  of  your  conversation,  not  to  attach  any  of  the  common 
epithets  to  it,  which  might  be  lawful  on  other  occasions ;  audi 
as — "  Poor  fellow !  poor  Tom !"  for  I  tell  you  I  am  not  poor  to- 
day, but  exceedingly  wealthy.  GrentlemenI  I  may  perhaps 
come  dovm  upon  your  meeting  in  Edinburgh  sooner  than  yoa 
expect.  I  am  reading  a  letter  from  Telford,  which  I  cannot  an- 
swer in  any  other  way  than  vwd  voce.  I  am  so  busy  comparing 
notes  with  my  oldest  friend,  my  first  critic,  my  school  compan- 
ion, who  has  been  buffeting  about  in  the  voyage  of  life  for  seven 
years  since  we  parted,  that  I  postpone  any  farther  impertinent 
remarks,  till  we  meet  in  the  Links  of  Paradise.*^ 

"  Yours  as  wont,  T.  C." 

The  new  edition  of  his  Poems  being  now  in  the  preasy  Gamp- 
bell  returned  to  Edinburghf  in  order  to  revise  the  proof  sheets 

*  The  house  of  Mr.  Alison  in  Bmntsfield  LinkB,  note,  page  826.    ThB 

College  friend  here  mentioned  was  the  late  Dr.  W ^  whose  son,  in  a 

paper  published  soon  after  the  Poet  s  death,  has  recorded  yarions  particu- 
lars of  tliis  meeting  at  Jedburgh. 

f  In  his  letter  to  Sir  Walter  Scott^  already  quoted,  Campbell  mei^kxis 
that,  in  Edinburgh,  his  fiivorite  promenade  was  along  the  North  Bridge, 
where,  owing  to  his  frtKjuent  recitation  of  his  friend's  poetry,  *  the  whrn 
fraternity  of  coachmen  Knew  him  by  tongue,  and  quizBea  him  as  he  paaaed.* 
He  was  at  that  time  scrupulously  neat  in  his  dress,  whidi,  agreeably  to 
the  fiwhinn  of  the  day.  consisted  of  a  blue  coat,  Vith  bright  pit  bottooa; 
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as  they  arrived  from  London.  Writing  to  Lord  Minto,  on  the 
30th  of  October,  he  says — "  The  proofe,  as  your  lordship  would 
observe,  are  most  capital  specimens  of  typography.  Manners 
and  Miller,  on  comparing  them  with  their  best  books,  declare 
that  Bensley  has  in  this  instance  exceeded  himselfl  Except  one 
splendid  book  from  Paris,  dedicated  to  that  villain  Bonaparte, 
there  is  no  typography  in  Europe  superior  to  what  this  volume 
promises  to  be.  I  nave  seldom  been  made  happier  than  on  re- 
ceiving in  one  day  the  first  sheet  of  a  work  which  naturally  ex- 
cited my  warmest  anxiety,  and  in  being  likewise  flattered  with 
a  further  proof  of  your  lordship^s  most  friendly  attention. 

"  Since  returning  from  Minto,  I  have  been  engaged  in  sup- 
plying an  Edinburgh  bookseller  with  anonymous,  and,  conse- 
quently, inglorious  articles  in  prose — a  labor,  in  fact,  little  su- 
perior to  compilation,  and  more  connected  with  profit  than 
reputation.  In  this  literary  fagging,  and  in  editing  an  edition 
of  some  Greek  tragedies,  which  Mundell  means  to  publish,  I 
shall  probably  be  confined  eight  or  nine  hours  a  day  during  the 
winter.  As  to  Poetry,  I  believe  I  have  lost  both  the  faculty 
and  the  inclination  for  writing  it.  The  smaU  collection  which  I 
began  to  transcribe  stopt  at  Lochiely  which  I  have  made  so 
many  attempts  to  new  model,  and  find  so  incorrigible,  that  I 
believe  I  shall  be  tempted  to  throw  it  away  in  vexation.  To 
the  Men  of  Switzerland*  I  devoted  another  fervent  attempt  to 
obtain  inspiration,  but  have  not  finished,  &r  less  corrected  the 
eflfusion."  .  .  .  "I  wait  with  impatience  to  hear  your  lord- 
ship's sentiments  on  the  events  of  Switzerland,  avowed  in  your 
capacity  of  senator.  The  public  mind  is  surely,  strongly,  and 
individually  prepared  with  a  sense  of  detestation  to  this  one 


a  white  waistcoat  and  cravat ;  buff  nankeenB,  and  white  stockings,  with 
shoes  and  silver  buddes.  His  hair  was  already  felling  off;  and,  to  remedy 
this  inconvenience,  be  adopted  the  peruke,  which  was  never  afterwajrds 
laid  aside.  Any  one  desirous  to  see  the  author  of  "  Hie  Pleuures  of 
Hope,**  was  sure  to  find  him  on  the  **  North  Bridge,**  any  morning  about 
noon,  in  company  with  one  or  more  of  those  congenial  spirits  who,  like 
himself  had  risen  into  early  and  permanent  fame.  I  am  informed  by  the 
stfkne  authority,  to  whom  I  owe  these  interesting  minutixe,  that,  in  society, 
the  young  Poet  was  by  no  means  unconscious  of  his  mental  superiori^. 
The  "  ingenuous  candor  **  with  which  he  gave  vent  to  his  opinions  was  not 
always  palatable  to  those  who,  from  their  station,  science,  or  seniority,  had 
a  daun  to  respect  and  deference.  But  to  those  who  knew  him  intimately, 
his  freedom  oi  speech  and  arrogance  on  certain  points  were  often  compen- 
sated by  sound  criticiani,  playfid  wit,  and  warm-nearted  philantiiropy. 
*  In  reference  to  this  laone,  see  page  221. 
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enemy  of  Europe,  with  whom  we  shall  yet  fight,  I  trast,  in  de- 
fence of  Switzerland. 

*'  The  breaking  up  of  '  Pandemonium '  must  have  been  a 
grand  and  aifecting  scene.  Those  members  of  it  who  happen 
to  come  northward  I  shall  be  happy  to  meet  once  more.  With 
best  compliments  to  all  those  (though  infernal)  spirits  wJio  yet 
remain  in  the  seat  of  the  old  conclave,  I  am,  my  Lord,  with 
much  gratitude,  (fee,  T.  C." 

The  anonymous  prose  work  referred  to  in  the  preceding  letter 
was  **  Annals  of  Great  Britain,''  which  he  had  undertt^en  to 
finish  in  three  volumes,  8vo,  at  the  rate  of  a  hundred  pounds 
per  volume. 

To  his  eldest  sister,  then  in  London,  he  writes,  November 
13  : — "  We  are  all  well,  but  wearying  to  see  you.  .  .  I  beg 
your  acceptance  of  these  books,  which,  I  hope,  will  reach  you 
safe.  Pray  send  me  word  what  sort  of  tune  is  set  to  that  ac- 
cursed song,  *•  The  Wounded  Hussar,'  which  freezes  my  blood 
with  the  recollection  of  its  being  sung  in  Queen  Street  Wretch 
that  I  am ;  that  circumstance  is  still  a  joke  among  my  friends  t 
I  believe  it  will  disturb  my  dying  moments — for  it  is  never  to 
Iw  forgotten  !  T.  C." 

To  the  popularity  of  the  "  Wounded  Hussar  "  I  have  already 
adverted ;  *  but  at  this  time,  the  fact  of  its  being  a  **  street^ 
ballad  '*  was  very  annoying  to  the  sensitive  author,  who  was 
often  quizzed  and  complimented  on  his  success  in  the  circle  of 
his  merry  companions.  In  after  years,  however,  this  morbid 
sensibility  wore  off.  Coming  home  one  evening  to  my  house 
in  Park  Square,  where,  as  usual,  he  had  dropt  in  to  spend  a 
quiet  hour,  I  told  him  Uiat  I  had  been  agreeably  detained  list- 
ening to  some  street  music  near  Portman  Square.  "  Vocal  or 
instrumental?"  he  inquired.  "Vocal:  the  song  was  an  old 
favorite,  remarkably  good,  and  of  at  least  forty  years'  standing.** 
**  Ha ! "  said  he — "  1  congratulate  the  author,  whoever  he  is.** 
— "  And  so  do  I — it  was  your  own  song,  the  *  Soldier's  Dream ;' 
and  when  I  came  away  the  crowd  was  still  increasing.**  "  Well 
— "he  added,  musing,  "this  is  something  like  popularity 4** 
He  then,  as  an  instance  of  real  popularity,  mentioned  that,  hap- 
pening to  enter  a  blacksmith's  forge  on  some  trifling  errand 
many  years  ago,  he  saw  a  small  volume  lying  on  the  bench, 
but  so  begrimed  and  tattered,  that  its  title-page  was  almost  il- 

*  See  page  176  of  this  Toluma 
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legible.  It  was  Goldsmith's  "  Deserted  Village  and  other  Po- 
ems ; "  every  page  of  which  bore  testimony  to  the  rough  hands 
— guided  by  feeling  hearts — that  had  so  often  turned  over  its 
leaves.  "  This,"  he  added,  "  was  one  of  the  most  convincing 
instances  of  an  author's  popularity  I  ever  met  with.'' 

Having  completed  the  long-promised  selection  of  his  Poems 
in  manuscript,  the  volume  was  forwarded  to  Lord  Minto,  then 
in  London,  with  the  following  letter : — 

Eohtbdrgh,  December  9^  1802. 

Mr  Lord, 

It  is  so  Ions  nnce  I  ought  to  have  begged  your  lord- 
ship's acoeptane  of  these  MS.  pieces;  and  the  hand-writing, 
owing  to  the  circumstance  of  their  being  intended  to  be  bound 
up  vnth  this  small  edition  of  the  *'  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  is  so 
difficult  to  read,  that  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  present  them.  If 
your  lordship  can,  however,  decipher  them,  and  if  they  shoidd 
seem  worthy  of  a  place  in  your  library,  it  will  give  me  great 
pleasure  to  think  that  you  have  beside  you  a  remembrancer, 
however  insignificant,  of  one  who  bears  towards  your  lordship 
the  most  sincere  regard.  A  small  time  will  yet  intervene  be- 
tween the  printing  of  the  '^  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  and  those  smal- 
ler pieced  which  are  transcribed  in  the  little  volume  I  have  sent*^ 
If,  iu  the  midst  of  higher  avocations,  your  lordship  can  spare  a 
few  minutes  to  give  me  your  opinion  of  any  passage  that  seems 
objectionable,  I  shall  esteem  it  a  very  great  &vor. 

If  I  might  venture  to  trouble  your  lordship  with  a  request, 
which  I  hope  will  not  seem  impertinent,  I  would  again  use  the 
freedom  to  solicit  the  use  of  your  lordship's  speech  on  the  trial 
of  Sir  £.  Impey,  from  which  I  have  occasion  to  require  some 
extracts,  in  a  history  of  political  events,  which  I  have  engaged 
to  famish  for  a  work  which  will  appear  about  a  twelvemonth 
hen6e.  T.  C. 

The  Poet's  request,  that  Lord  Minto  would  Cftvor  him  with 
his  opinion  on  the  manuscript  Poems,  was  answered  by  the  fol- 
lowing characteristic  letter : — 


*  Id  the  same  letter  he  mentioiis  that  "*  Mr.  Ker  Porter,  the  battle-fMunter," 
WM  engaged  to  fumidi  a  design  for  a  fronlaBpiece  to  the  new  editkxi  of  the 
Poems ;  and  that,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  having  the  proofs  regulaily  trans- 
mitted to  him  and  retnmed  by  post,  Mr.  TnDoch,  of  the  **  Star,"  had  under- 
taken the  oorrectuxi  of  the  nressi  The  Poef  8  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Tullocfa, 
iDder  these  eircmnstanoea,  led  fo  his  peimanent  eogagement  with  the  **  Star  ** 
newspaper,  at  a  liberal  salary. 
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TO  THOMAS  CAMPBELL,  ESQ. 

20,  Hanovee  Stmr,  2(MA  December,  180t. 
My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  received  your  most  acceptable  present  with  great 
]>leasure  and  gratitude.  The  trouble  it  must  nave  cost  you  is  a 
strong  proof  of  your  friendly  desire  to  oblige  me.  The  labor 
of  the  hand  is  no  doubt  most  irksome  to  those  whose  vocation 
is  laVx>r  of  a  higher  kind.  Your  new  edition  I  know  will  be  very 
handsome,  and  ornamental  to  my  quarto  shelves ;  but  I  shall 
consider  this  manuscript  pocket  volume  as  a  more  valuable  ad- 
dition to  my  librar}'  tliaii  any  production  of  Baskerville  or  Didot 
— since  it  bears  testimony  to  the  Author's  friendship,  under  hu 
own  hand,  I  have  read  the  manuscript  Poems  with  fresh  plea- 
sure ;  and  the  first  impression  they  made  iipon  me  is  confirmed 
by  the  last.  I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  ^*  Lochiel  ^  improved  * 
— not  that  it  deserved  admiration  less  in  the  first  cast  of  it,  than 
in  its  more  correct  form.  Tlie  poetry  was  there  before ;  the 
afflatus — the  presence  of  the  God — ^was  as  evident  then  as  now. 
That  first,  second,  and  third  excellence  remains  unimpaired ;  and 
the  Poem  seems  to  me  to  have  acquired  maturity  without  lots 
of  >igor.  I  owe  personal  thanks  for  hanging  Dr.  Cameron,  with- 
out strangling  him ;  you  have  now  removed  lybum — ^the  new 
drop — and  all  that  was  unpoetical  in  the  gallows ;  and  now  that 
you  have  substituted  silk  for  hemp,  one  sees  how  a  hero  may 
swing  with  sufficient  dignity  in  a  good  cause.  I  seriously  think 
the  objectionable  part  of  that  passage  entirely  removed ;  and 
being  so,  I  think  you  gain  much  by  preserving  so  strong,  and 
at  the  same  time  so  true,  an  image  of  the  historical  feet  You 
ask  for  any  verbal  observations  that  may  occur  to  me — ^I  know 
how  contemptible,  and  also  how  odious  verbalism — ^if  such  a 
word  there  were — must  be  to  true  genius ;  yet  Venus,  whose 
beauty  is  original  and  perfect  in  itself,  and  from  heaven,  finds 
her  account  in  letting  herself  be  attired  by  the  Graces ;  may  we 
not,  in  the  same  manner,  consider  correctness  and  a  litUe  choice^ 
and  even  curiosity  in  words,  as  a  sort  of  handmaid  to  Genius  t 
Not  of  the  same  rank  and  class  of  beings,  indeed — a  wendi,  a 
mere  Abigail — yet  a  person  who  has  her  menial  uses,  and  is 
prudently  applied  to,  just  when  her  mistress  is  going  forth  into 
the  world.     With  this  pre&ce,  your  handmaid  will  enter  on  her 

*  The  improvements  refeired  to  were  subsequently  csncelled  §at  ottw 

additions  and  alterationn,  quoted  At  pages  821-2. 
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office  the  more  cheerfully,  as  she  can  hardly  find  anything  to 
do,  or  discover  anyUiing  more  than  a  hair  or  two  out  of  pLEioe. 
You  make  clan  rhyme  to  one.  Do  not  suppose  me,  however, 
such  an  Abigail  as  to  object  to  that ;  the  rhyme  is  certainly 
wrong :  but  I  see  that  it  is  impossible  to  get  it  right,  without 
parting  with,  or  at  least  spoiling,  one  of  the  finest  couplets  in 
the  Poem,  which  God  forbid,  and  I  am  not  such  a  Vandal.  The 
rhyme  may  therefore  go  and  be  hanged,  and  it  will  die  with  dig- 
nity in  so  good  a  cause.  I  only  mention  this  because  it  is  my 
trade,  while  I  am  performing  this  vile  office.  I  confess  I  do 
not  like  the  word  departure — " darker  departure"  The  reason 
why  (perhaps)  I  cannot  tell — as  Mr.  Sheridan  says  of  our  dis- 
like to  Mr.  Aldington — ^but  this  I  surely  know  full  well,  I  do 
not  like  "departure"  well!  I  therefore  venture  to  submit  this, 
and  only  one  other  word,  to  your  reconsideration.  The  other  is 
"  tempested  shore," — I  really  do  not  think  it  admissible.  One 
may  burst  through  the  fetters  of  rhyme,  but  hardly  over  the 
limits  of  the  language  we  write  in ;  but  if  we  do,  the  license 
must  be  justified  by  its  splendor,  or  some  other  extraordinary 
claim  to  sanction  or,  at  least  pardon.  I  do  not  think  '^  tempested  ' 
would  be  an  acquisition  to  our  language — if  we  had  it.  Would 
not  "  storm-beaten  "  *  do 


**  like  ocean  weeds  heap'd  on  the  storm-beaten  shore." 

Here  I  put  up  my  combs,  and  my  patch-box,  and  admire  my 
lady  devoutly,  and  truly,  whether  she  accept  of  my  officious 
services  or  not 

I  shall  settle  a  mode  of  franking  your  proof-sheets  to  and  fro, 
without  difficulty — and  it  shall  be  done  immediately.  I  beg 
you  to  believe  me  ever,  my  dear  sir,  sincerely  and  affectionately 
yours,  MiNTO. 

P.S.  Pray  excuse  me  for  postponing,  a  post  more,  my  an- 
swer concerning  my  speeches  on  the  impeachment  of  Sir  E — 
I — y.     I  am  extremely  hurried  to-day. 

In  his  next  letter  the  nature  of  his  literary  imdertaking  is 
fully  explained.  The  impression  left  upon  the  public  mind  by 
Lord  Minto's  speeches  was  strongly  feh  by  Campbell,  and  made 
him  soUcit  permission  to  transfer  the  luminous  statement  of 

*0n  revisioD  of  the  Poem,  the  author  substitnted  **  nn/^beaten  **  ibr 
"  tempegt^i^  to  which  Lord  Minto  had  objected ;  but  the  fiiulty  rhyme  of 
^  one  and  dan,"  and  darker  **  departure'*  retained  their  origiDal  place— «Qd 
force — in  all  the  printed  editions. 
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bib  uobW  patron  to  the  pages  of  his  nev  voik.    He  writes 

thii>— 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  yOSTO. 

J>eeemher  S7fA,  1802. 

My  Lord, 

My  booksellers  have  engaged  me  at  present  in  an  hk- 
toncal  work,  intended  as  a  continuation  of  Smollett's  down  to 
the  present  time.  The  compensation  which  I  am  \o  roceive  fix* 
it.  is  not  sufficient  to  tempt  me  to  put  mv  name  to  iL  It  is  not 
to  l>e  written  for  reputation,  but  for  employment,  and  as  a  trial 
of  my  hand  at  a  new  species  of  literary  lahor.  Still,  howeFer, 
althougli  I  do  not  come  like  a  trembling  culprit  before  the  pub- 
lic, I  feel  interested,  even  to  enthusiasm,  in  my  new  undertaking ; 
and  shall,  fierhaps,  write  with  more  spirit,  than  if  I  set  to  it 
with  the  embarrassing  impression  of  the  public  looking  over 
my  fihoulder.  I'ublic  events  for  ^y  years  past,  have  followed 
in  pretty  interesting  succession  ;  and  I  should  think  the  man's 
heart  very  listless  indeed,  who  could  sit  down  to  relate  and  re- 
view them  without  strong  animation.  Wliatever  my  history 
may  turn  out — and  possibly  it  may  prove  both  dull  and  dry — 1 
shall  bffgin  it,  at  least,  with  the  fisvorable  omens  of  zeal  and  in- 
terest— anonymous  although  I  mean  it  to  be.  The  outUnes  of 
the  materials  I  have  collated  already.  I  have  sketched,  indeed, 
a  rou^h  draft  of  the  picture. 

You  may  easily  suppose,  my  lord,  that  to  obtain  original  in- 
formation, upon  that  part  of  the  internal  history  of  the  country, 
which  relates  to  Sir  £.  Impey's  impeachment,*  would  be  a  veir 
great  favor.  With  regard  to  quotations  from  your  lordship^ 
speeches,  either  print^  or  Mo, — ^without  decided  pennission, 
or  making  any  improper  use  of  either,  if  trusted  to  mj  hands — 
I  can  only  say,  that  sooner  than  give  your  lordship  a  moment's 
uneasiness  from  fear  of  such  accidents,  I  should  give  up  all  the 
advantage  to  be  derived  from  seeing  them. 

I  tliink  myself  warranted,  however,  by  ihe  confidence  I  foel 
in  your  regard,  to  let  you  know  this  state  of  my  literary  cir- 
cumstances ;  and — ^if  there  be  any  information  on  the  subject 
of  Sir  £.  L's  trial,  to  the  sources  of  which  your  lordship's  inti- 
mate knowledge  of  the  whole  event  can  direct  me — ^to  request 

*  Thin  hM  been  fblly  eloeklated  in  "  Memoirs  of  Sir  Sijah  Impey  *  by 
hiflson,  1646. 
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that  you  would  have  the  kindness,  at  a  leisure  moment,  to  sup- 
ply me  with  a  hint 

One  suspicion  I  might  perhaps  incur  from  one  less  generous 
in  ascribing  motives  of  conduct  than  I  know  your  lordship  to 
be — ^viz :  Uiat  my  object  is  to  improve  the  pecuniary  value  of 
my  history,  by  original  materials,  obtained,  in  this  gratuitous 
manner. — My  arrangements  are  all  made  with  my  employers. 
It  is  no  wish  o#  theirs,  that  I  should  make  this  work  anything 
more  than  passable;  but  although  it  is  to  be  anonymous,! 
should  feel  myself  degraded  in  my  own  esteem,  by  making  it 
slovenly.  One  would  wish  even  his  bastard-son  to  be  a  gentle- 
man. If  I  were  writing  or  speaking  in  a  desert  island,  I  should 
still  wish  to  write  and  speak  with  spirit  Besides,  I  am  not  so 
little  of  a  Scotchman,  or  so  lukewarm  a  patriot,  as  to  be  able  to 
pass  over  the  appearance  of  one  of  my  countmuen — solitary  I 
may  almost  say  m  arraigning  corruption — without  giving  a  lit- 
tle more  to  the  puUic,  than  has  hitherto  been  said.  Your  lord- 
ship's name  and  Mr.  Burke's,  can  never  be  injured  by  the  pro- 
tecting patronage  which  Indian  influence  has  given  to  the  ac- 
quitted culprits.  But  still,  as  a  point  of  history,  it  is  apt  to 
suffer  by  misrepresentation.  Indeed  the  whole  tnab  are  wrapt 
up  in  a  foggy  sort  of  mystery,  which  the  East  Indians,  I  dare 
say,  would  not  wish  to  see  dispelled.  The  journals  of  the 
'*  House  of  Commons,"  it  is  true,  are  testimony  against  them — 
but  it  is  not  proof  so  recondite  as  that  which  dispels  all  doubt ; 
and  while  any  doubt  remains,  the  abettors  of  Sir  Elijah  have 
an  advantage  which  they  do  not  deserve.  The  conclusion  from 
this  is  indeed  different  from  the  idea  I  at  first  started ;  viz :  of 
putting  authentic  fiacts  in  the  body  of  English  history  relative 
to  the  impeachment  of  Sir  K  It  ought  to  be  done,  my  lord, 
by  your  own  hand.  A  work,  such  as  you  propose,  would  not 
be  too  voluminous — ^large  as  you  intend  it — for  public  and  even 
very  general  perusal ;  and  it  would  at  all  times  serve  as  a  rally- 
ing-point  for  those  who,  in  writing  the  history  of  the  times, 
might  have  occasion  to  quote  more  condensed  and  explicit  evi- 
dence, than  is  to  be  found  at  present  in  any  separate  publication 
on  the  subject 

I  ought  to  have  b^un  my  letter  by  acknowledging  your  lord- 
ship's of  the  28d,and  Hkewise  some  additional  sheets  fromTulloch, 
which,  I  suppose,  came  franked  by  your  lordship's  interference. 

With  many  thanks  to  your  lorcUhip  for  so  much  kindness,  I 
am  your  lordship's  most  sincerely  obliged,  humble  servant, 

Thomas  Campbell. 

Vol.  I. — 15. 
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From  the  date  of  this  letter,  until  the  banning  of  Febmaiy, 
Camp>>ell  was  employed  in  writing  and  collecting  materiih  for 
the  ''Annals/'  But  such  was  his  apprehension  of  kwing  eattoy 
bj  descending  from  the  province  of  lofty  rhjrme,  to  that  of 
mere  historical  compilation,  that  *^  he  bound  his  employers  to 
secrecy,  and  did  not  wish  the  fact  to  be  known  even  amongst 
his  intimate  friends." 

But  the  time  had  now  arrived  when  he  was  to4ake  final  leave 
of  Scotland,  and  appear  once  more  in  the  sodetj  of  London, 
where,  it  was  said,  honors  and  independence  awaited  him.  On 
the  Gth  of  February,  ho  started  from  Edinburgh  in  oomrany 
with  his  old  school-fellows,  Mr.  Ralph  Stevenson  and  Mr.  jBur- 
rows,  and  paid  a  second  visit  to  Liverpool,  where  he  was  re- 
ceived by  Mr.  Roscoe,  Dr.  Currie,  and  the  Messrs.  Duncan,  with 
marked  respect  and  hospitality.  Since  their  previous  meeting, 
his  reputation  had  been  strengthened  by  new  and  successful  ef- 
forts ;  and  at  the  moment  of  his  arrival,  Mr.  Thelwal  was  de- 
livering a  course  of  lectures  on  elocution,  in  which  the  *'  Battle 
t)f  Ilohenlinden  *'  was  introduced,  and  recited  with  popular  ef- 
fect. On  this  occasion  Dr.  Currie  insisted  on  having  the  Poet 
as  his  own  particular  guest ;  and  to  live  with  the  biographer  of 
Bums,  was  to  live  in  a  pleasing  round  of  intellectual  enjoj- 
ment. 

Writing  to  a  friend  a  few  hours  after  his  arrival  in  Liverpool, 
ho  says,  **  I  have  hardly  slept  on  my  journey ;  but  it  was 
pleasant,  and  I  have  to-night  seen  Dr.  Currie."  He  then  re- 
quests his  friend  to  pay  for  him  a  small  sum  Into  the  familj 
exchequer  at  home,  laments  it  is  so  little,  but  prays  him  to  ex- 
plain the  cause ;  has  "  wasted  his  last  eyes  in  writing  to  his 
mother ;"  cannot  therefore  write  to  his  sisters  as  he  intended, 
but  will  do  so  on  the  morrow ;  and  is  pained  to  think  that  his 
scanty  means  fall  so  far  short  of  what  his  heart  would  dictate.* 

After  a  full  week's  experience  of  the  hospitality  of  his  Liver- 
pool friends,  he  thus  writes,  February  18 : — "  Drinking  with 
this  one,  and  dining  with  that  one,  I  have  consumed,  my  dearest 
friend,  many  hours  that  might  have  been  devoted  to  oorres- 

*  These  little  traits  of  foeUng  show  the  Poet  in  an  amiable  lig^t  He 
accepts  no  hospitality,  uses  no  ezpreseioo  of  the  pleasures  ^t  awaited 
him,  until  he  has  first  dischai|^  a  sacred  duty  to  his  mother  died  acme 
additional  comfort  round  the  family  hearth — ^bespoken  in  her  bdialf  the 
kind  offices  of  his  friend,  and  assured  his  sister  that  she  also  shoold  hear 
from  him  next  day.  This  was  the  preparatioo  he  made  for  enkying  the 
society  of  Liverpool ;  and  this,  no  doubt,  gave  fi^esh  aest  to  tl^  enjoyment 
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pondenoe ;  and  wmlj  Uveipool  mut  be  WMable,  to  diapel, 
eren  for  ao  long,  the  remembraoM  of  those  IhaTe  left  at  home. 
This,  however,  is  but  a  temporary  oblivion.  Cold,  dark,  and 
cheerleaa,  the  winter  afternoon  seta  in,  I  am  left  percbance  ia 
Mtitnde ;  and  Care,  like  a  true  spectre,  always  seeks  one  out 
when  al<m«.  Were  I  at  home  now — thougbt  I  to  myself  a  few 
moments  ago — sitting  by  the  good  old  woman,  hearing  Gla^ow 
anecdotes,  annoyed  with  mv  own  tfaougbte,  or  teased  with  beta, 
I  should  wrap  '  my  old  cloak  about  me,'  and  down  to  Jobn  Rich- 
ardson in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye;  coSee,  mocha,  pipes,  negiu, 
herrings,  nut-brown  ide,  and  Oronoka,  should  aw^t  us  for  oni 
erening  r^^ale !  We  sbould  sit  like  Lfelius  and  Scipio — like 
Valentme  and  Orson — like  Fylades  and  Orestes  1  The  Baron* 
would  strike  in  his  worthy  presence  are  night,  and  the  world, 
with  all  its  cares,  should  be  drowned  in  a  spoonful  of  toddy. 
Worthy  Baron  I  give  him  ray  kindest  regards. 

"Now,  of  my  history  since  we  F"irt«d,  I  vow  to  Heaven, 
John,  I  can  give  you  no  ehronicls.  The  post-chaise  that  carrifld 
Bt«Tenaon,  BnrrowB,  and  myself  through  Carlisle,  Kendal,  and 
Lancaster,  passed,  no  doubt,  over  many  interesting  scenes, 
which  a  better  obeerver  might  have  chewed  his  cud  upon,  for 
many  chapters.  But  about  the  age  and  history  of  the  'bo- 
rough-towns' on  our  way ;  the  heraldry  of  landed  gentlemen, 
whose  castles  we  saw ;  the  cultivation  of  cabbage  and  turnip- 
fields  along  the  wayude,  and  the  breed  of  cattle,  homed  and 
humble,  between  this  and  Auld  Beekie — to  give  you  satiabc- 
tion  upon  all  these  |iointa,  would  cost  me  a  journey  back,  and 
more  attention  than  it  is  usual  with  me  to  bestow.  So  leaving 
us  both  in  profound  and  peaceful  ignorance  upon  all  these  heads, 
I  must  be  contented  to  dwelt  upon  the  present  scene  of  my 
feelings  and  fortune. 

"  I  am  living,  yon  will  observe,  with  Dr.  Currie,  whose  friend- 
ship and  attention  extend  to  the  minutest  circumstances  regarding 
my  comfort.  He  makes  partica  at  his  house,  of  precisely  the 
character  that  he  knows  I  like ;  and  he  devotee  himself  to  keep 
me  company  all  the  leisure  time  that  his  profession  allows.  AU 
the  hospitality  that  s  landlord  can  show  seems,  in  fact,  combined 
in  these  two  circumstances.  Without  a  single  claim  upon  his 
friendship,  I  must  own  myself  obliged  to  him  beyond  what  I 
would  say  to  his  face ;  and  I  only  pray  to  God  that  I  may  have 
it  in  my  power  to  do  him  a  kindness  somewhat  adequate  to  hit, 

*  H«niyOo«ia)nni,iwwIi(«dOocklmiU"  aionrf  BaratOoekbnm.        * 
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at  prasent,  in  promoting  mj  happiness  and  good  nameu  Hie 
on^  new  character  I  have  met  with  in  the  department  of  anthon 
— ^for  I  knew  Roscoe  before — ^is  ♦  ♦  ♦  I  sought  out  this 
poetical  Republican  in  his  shop  at  the  Wapping  Dock,  and  in* 
trodaced  myself  by  a  ^  this-is-me '  introduction  to  his  acquaint- 
ance. He  seems  an  honest,  high-minded  man,  full  of  seme  and 
information,  beyond  his  circumstances ;  but  dark  and  haughty 
in  his  political  opinions  regarding  those  slight  shades  of  differ- 
ence in  principles,  which  fall  insensibly  into  each  other,  like  oolora 
of  the  rainbow.*  To  speak  plainer,  he  is  one  of  those  that  tire 
you  with  the  ^  slang '  of  democracy ;  and  seem  to  have  no  satiety 
in  speaking  of  subjects  that  ought,  by  this  time,  to  sicken  every 
natural  heart.  Without  humor  or  relaxation  of  thought,  he  fa- 
tigues you  as  much  as  Mrs.  Moonlight ;  and  one's  throat  is  sore 
with  keeping  it  so  tight  stretched  with  severe  and  stubborn  truths. 
By  the  way,  though  agreeable  at  all  other  times,  ♦  ♦  •  broke 
out  once  more  upou  the  subject  of  Jacobinism  ;  and  it  was  not 
tin  I  had  scourged  him  severely,  that  he  submitted  to  have  his 
jaws  bound  up,  and  his  tongue  bridled  upon  this  detestable  topic. 
'*  Public  amusements  are  frequent  enough  here — and  this  is 
just  the  noontide  hour  of  them  ;  but  I  have  only  gone  to  one 
which  is  more  interesting  and  intellectual  than  most  others.  It 
is  Thelwall's  *  course  of  lectures  upon  what  ?  Why  upon  taste, 
reading,  writing,  elocution,  and  eloquence! — ^He  deserves  en- 
couragement, and  if  he  comes  to  Edinburgh,  I  beg  yon  would 
raise  the  clans  in  his  favor — ^for  two  reasons : — first,  he  is  a  poor 
persecuted  devil,  honest,  every  body  believes,  and  well-intentioned 
in  the  cause  which  costs  him  persecution :  in  the  next  place,  al- 
though he  recites  but  mediocrely,  yet  the  very  circumstance  of 
his  reciting  my  Hohenlinden,  is  doing  me  a  service,  and  con- 
tributing as  ^^  a  puff  direct " — not  the  less  effective,  that  it  comes 
not  from  my  own  lungs !  You  know  me  too  well  to  suppose  I 
found  upon  his  opinion,  or  on  that,  perhaps,  of  the  bulk  of  his 
audience ;  but  when  the  public  see  any  piece  chosen  by  even  an 
attempt  at  elocution,  it  gives  a  popularity  to  it,  independent  of 
its  intrinsic  merit.  This,  you  know,  is  between  ourselves — it  is 
only  for  wise-acres  like  you  and  me  to  discover  how  much  Dune 
is  increased  by  accident !  *  ♦  • 

"  Yours,  my  boy,  right  truly,        T.  C.** 

*  Mr.  T.  and  the  subject  of  his  lectures  are  noticed  in  the 
**  The  Punuits  of  literature,"  p  182, 14  Bd.  1808. 


Mt.  25.]  net    WOVHDXD  BU88AB— AKBODOn.  341 

The  foOowing  anecdote  of  the  Poet's  yisit  was  oommunicBted 
to  me  by  a  late  distinguished  friend,  and  is  at  onoe  original  and 
characteristic  : — "  I  happened  to  be  this  year  in  Liverpool,  dur- 
ing a  visit  which  Campbell  was  paying  to  some  friends  in  that 
mat  commercial  town,  among  whom  was  my  relation  the  late 
Dr.  Chirrie,  best  known,  perhap,  as  the  judicious  editor  of 
Bums*  works,  and  writer  of  his  life.  Here  I  renewed  my  inter- 
course with  my  old  college  acquaintance,  and  became  much 
more  intimate  with  him  tiban  formerly.  I  shall  only  mention 
one  incident  which  happened  at  this  time,  as  it  shows  that  he 
was  not  altogether  exempt  from  those  keen,  sensitive  feelings 
which  mark  the  '  genus  irritabile  vatum.'  It  is  this :  one  day 
Campbell  was  taking  a  fieanily  dinner  with  my  brother  George, 
a  Liverpool  merchant,  with  whom  I  was  then  residing.  No 
strangers  were  present,  and  our  friend  was  treated  with  the  same 
familiarity  as  if  ne  had  been  a  member  of  the  &mily.  He  seemed 
to  feel  domesticated  among  us,  and  was  particularly  agreeable 
and  facetious — suiprising  and  delighting  us  with  his  flaBhes  of 
wit,  and  sportive  brilliancy  of  imagination.  After  many  lively 
sallies,  among  which  there  was  a  good  deal  of  pleasant  banter- 
ing bandied  on  both  sides,  the  subject  of  his  poems  was  intro- 
duced ;  and  to  this  also  the  humor  for  bantering,  somehow  or 
other,  was  extended.  He  was  first  rallied  on  a  stanza  in  *  The 
Wounded  Hussar,'  where  an  unfortunate  fedse  punctuation  had 
perverted  the  sense.*  *Ah,'  said  he  ffood-humoredly,  when 
roguishly  asked  to  explain  the  meaning  of  the  line — ^  you  know 
as  well  as  I  do,  how  that  couplet  should  be  read ;  but  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  that  is  just  one  of  the  many  unfortunate  blunders  of  my 
printer,  to  whom  I  am  obliged  entirely  to  leave  the  punctuation, 
having  never  been  able  myself  to  acquire  the  occult  art  of  pointing.' 

^  From  this  we  were  led  to  speak  of  his  admirable  poem  of 
'  Hohenlinden,'  which  its  very  excellence  induced  us  to  fix  upon 
as  a  subject  for  jocular  criticism.  *  Campbell,'  said  my  brother, 
*  I  know  that  you  poets  think  yourselves  entitled  to  embellish 
your  effusions  with  that  suMme  figure  of  rhetoric,  called  hyper- 
bole :  but  surely  you  exceed  all  license  when  you  say — 

"  And  louder  f  than  the  bolts  of  Heaven 
Far  fiashed  their  red  artillery  I  * 

*  "  Thou  ahalt  live,  the  replied,  heaven's  meny  relieving ; 
Each  aDguiahing  wound  shall  forbid  me  to  mourn  I  ^ 

See  this  quotation,  and  notice  of  the  song,  at  page  176  of  this  vdume. 

f  iMudtr  was  afterwards  rejected  for  voUyinoy  but  ulthnately  restorod— 
For  an  able  aketdi  of  the  batOe,  see  Aubon*b  HisroBT,  Ac. 
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If  the  flask  was  so  loud,  what  must  have  been  the  r^wrt  f 
Campbell  looked  as  if  taken  aback,  not  knowing  whether  to  con- 
sider the  criticism  as  intended  for  joke  or  earnest ;  but  presentlj 
retorting  the  banter,  he  replied :  *  If  jou  understood  grammatical 
construction,  you  could  not  have  made  that  remark.  Put  it  into 
prose,  and  how  does  it  read  ?  "  Their  red  artillery,  louder  than 
the  bolts  of  heaven,  flashed  far." '  *  Very  good ;  but  here  is 
something  else,^  said  I,  '  which  proves  that  you  are  at  least  well 
skilled  in  the  figure  of  bathos — if  you  have  defended  yourself 
as  I  own  you  have,  against  that  of  hyperbole  : — 

*'  Then  shook  the  hOls  with  thunder  riven  I 
Then  flew  the  steed  to  battle  driven  I " — 

Oh  what  a  falling  oflf  was  there  ! '  *  How  could  I  help  it  ?  *  re- 
plied the  Poet,  somewhat  moved.  '  The  battle  began  by  a  general 
discharge  of  artillery  along  the  whole  line ;  and  then,  amidst 
the  obscurity  of  the  smoke,  the  cavalry  made  their  attack  on  the 
broken  ranks  of  the  enemy.'  '  Well  parried,'  returned  I ;  *  I 
hope,  however,  the  next  battle  you  describe  will  not  take  place 
in  such  a  dilemma.  But  as  I  am  in  a  humor  for  criticising,  yon 
must  kindly  bear  with  me,  for  I  have  not  yet  done.  Were  Mil- 
ton alive,  I  think  he  might  accuse  you  of  theft — 

"  Wave,  Munich  I  all  thy  banners  wave." ' 

'  Oh,  I  know  to  what  you  allude,'  interrupted  he,  taking  me  up 
rather  sharply — 

"Wave 
Your  tope,  ye  pines  I — in  sign  of  worship  wave." 

*  But  do  you  call  that  a  fault  ? ' 

"I  saw  the  fire  rising ;  and  in  the  thoughtless  buoyancy  of 
my  spirits,  I  took  a  wayward  pleasure  in  adding  another  faggot 
to  it.  *  Let  that  pass,'  said  I ;  *  but  pray  tell  me  if  your  soldiers 
were  buried  "  feet  downwards,"  and  what  was  the  size  of  the 
"  turfs  "  that  covered  them  ;  for  you  say — 

"  And  every  turf  beneath  his  feet 
Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre.'' ' 

*  I  can  stand  this  no  longer  V  cried  the  badgered  Poet ;  and, 
starting  to  his  feet,  made  towards  the  door,  adding,  *  Oh,  we 
poor  poets,  what  have  we  to  endure !' 

"  I  now  saw  that  I  had  gone  much  too  far ;  and,  running  after 
him,  seized  him  by  the  hand,  exclaiming,  *  My  dear  Campbell, 
how  could  you  think  me  in  earnest  ?  8urely  the  flimsiness  of 
the  criticisms  must  show  that  I  was  merely  carping,  jaowr  finiM 
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riref*  'Ah,'  replied  he,  ' what  was  sport  to  you,  was  death  to 
me.'  *  There  is  not  a  poem  of  the  kind  in  the  Ekiglish  language,* 
said  my  brother,  earnestly,  '  that  I  admire  half  so  much ;  it  is 
above  all  criticism.'  '  Yes,'  said  I ;  *  and  this  is  the  very  reason 
why  we  ventured  to  carp  at  it.  Had  we  really  thought  it  de- 
serving of  censure,  we  would  have  held  our  peace.'  *  Come,  dear 
Mr.  Campbell,'  said  my  sister-in-law,  'kindly  understand  and^ 
forgive  these  thoughtless  jokers ;  had  they  not  prized  the  poem, 
it  would  not  have  stuck  so  &st  to  their  memory.'  '  Yes,  yes,' 
cried  he,  somewhat  pacified,  but  still  only  half  in  joke,  '  sugar 
to  the  child  after  its  bitter  draught  I'  With  these  words  he 
returned  to  his  seat ;  but  he  had  been  far  more  sorely  pinched 
than  we  intended,  and  in  vain  attempted  to  resume  his  hilarity. 
But  my  brother  and  I  felt  that  we  had  been  rude,  when  we  only 
intended  to  be  playful ;  and  sincerely  repented  that  we  had 
made  so  severe  a  trial  of  the  Poet's  equanimity.'*  * 

On  quitting  Liverpool,  Campbell  intended  to  proceed  direct 
to  the  metropolis ;  but  was  induced  by  Mr.  Stevenson  to  make 
a  halt  of  a  few  days  in  Staffordshire.  There  he  visited  the  Pot- 
teries, Etruria,  and  other  establishments,  where  he  was  much 
"  fitted"  by  the  enterprising  and  hospitable  owners.  Then  turn- 
ing his  face  to  the  south,  he  arrived  in  London  to  superintend 
the  printing  of  the  new  quarto  edition  of  his  Poems ;  and  on 
the  7th  of  March — the  day  after  his  arrival — he  writes  thus 
summarily  to  his  old  friend,  Mr.  Richardson : — 

"  At  Liverpool  I  spent  ten  fleeting  days — more  pleased  than 
ever  with  Dr.  Currie  and  his  circle  of  friends.  Young  Roscoe 
purposes  soon  visiting  Scotland ;  I  will  leave  him  an  introduction 
to  you  ere  I  cross  the  water .f  My  brain  is  stupified  with  cold. 
I  have  walked  seven  miles  through  the  streets  in  the  bitterest 
night  that  ever  blew.  Last  night  I  saw  Clason :  the  worthy 
is  well,  and  so  also  is  his  good  old  papa,  sitting  like  the  figure 
of  Contentment  at  his  ingle-side.  Both  inquired  very  kindly 
after  you.  *  *  •  *  John  Leyden  is  still  in  London.  An  infec- 
tious influenza  is  going  about,  and  the  north  wind  is  freezing 
one's  heart 


*  Letter  from  the  late  Rev.  Henry  Dnncui,  D  J).,  to  the  Editor,  dated 
Edinburgh,  80th  December,  1845.     For  other  ex^mcts,  see  Chapi  IV., 

T85. 
It  was  Campbell's  intention  to  take  advanta^  of  the  peace,  and 
resume  his  travels.    But  in  a  £bw  weeks  after  this  date,  the  Continent 
was  again  the  theatre  of  open  war. 
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^  At  the  Potteries  of  Staffordshire  I  dekjed  idiie  dm.  Ste- 
veDson  kept  amazingly  well ;  he  is  really  an  honest  fi^w,  and, 
among  the  wicked  gang  of  workmen,  a  proTider  for  the  needj, 
and  a  great  encourager  of  industry.  One  of  his  friends,  named 
Holland,  pleased  me  particularly.  He  has  aU  S— 's  worth, 
with  great  gentleness.  I  spent,  I  think,  nine  days  Teiy  h«[>pUy. 
Society  has  all  the  charm  of  life  there ;  for  the  country  b  one 
chaos  of  smoke  and  brick  furnaces — 

'  No  product  there  the  trareller  can  flnrrey, 
But  men  sod  mugs,  the  potter  and  his  dlay.' 

Yours,  T.  C* 

On  his  arrival  from  Liverpool,  Campbell  became  the  guest  of 
Mr.  Telford ;  and,  with  the  advice  of  that  warm-hearted  friend, 
laid  down  plans  for  his  future  guidance  in  the  world  of  fitera- 
ture.  "  Campbell,"  says  Telford,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Alison, 
*^  wrote  to  me  from  Liverpool,  and  explained  his  plan,  which 
I  think  admirable.  If  he  will  only  do  as  well  as  we  anxiously 
wish,  he  may  become  one  of  the  most  important — as  he  already 
is,  certainly,  one  of  the  greatest — men  of  the  age.  I  am  so 
deeply  interested  in  his  welfare  and  fame,  that,  in  my  letters  to 
him,  I  am  eternally  giving  him  advice ;  but  he  kiiows  it  is  from 
downright  affectionate  regard.  I  have  asked  him  to  Hve  with 
me  at  the  *  Salopian,'  where  I  may  have  him  constantly  in 

check I  will  show  him  your  letter  ;*  I  think  it  will  be 

useful — being  the  efliision  of  a  kind  friend,  T.  T." 

The  letter  was  accordingly  shown  to  him ;  and  on  the  follow- 
ing day,  Campbell  thus  writes  to  his  ^'  intellectual  fatilier" — the 
endearing  name  by  which  he  used  to  distinguish  Mr.  Alison — 
some  interesting  particulars  of  his  visit,  his  friends,  and  the  po- 
litical aspect  of  the  country,  with  his  own  startling  apprehensions 
of  a  crisis : — 

SALoriAN,  London,  [March]  27(A^  1808. 
My  dear  Alison, 

The  morning  after  taking  leave  of  you,  I  proceeded  to 
Liverpool,  through  Carlisle  and  Lancashire.    At  liverpool  I 


*  A  letter  of  paternal  counsel  for  the  regolatioD  of  bis  His  andvtadMSL 
The  Rev.  Mr.  Alison  and  Mr.  Telibrd  had  entered  into  a  most  fiiendly  and 
congenial  task,  to  advise  and  remonstrate  with  the  young  Poet^  at  a  mo- 
ment when  he  was  a^^  soirounded  by  all  the  seductive  alhorsaieiiCB  of  a 
(freat  capital ;  ftnd  faithfiiUy  was  that  duty  perfcrmed. 


■pent  ten  delightfiil  ixya,'*  in  the  telect  circle  to  wUch  I  had 
been  mtiodnoMl  hj  Cuirie'*  acquaintaiice,  and  thonght  them 
not  l»i  agreeable  that  I  had  in  view  leaving  them  for  bo  long 
a  period.  Dr.  Cnrrie's  health,  I  waa  grieved  to  see,  is  very  in- 
finn ;  and  his  strength,  far  from  being  adeqnsto  to  IJie  exertioni 
he  ia  called  upon  to  make,  both  in  literature  and  his  own  pro- 
fession. But  although  his  spirits  are  often  affected  with  this 
ebbing  of  his  corporeal  strength,  his  temper  is  always  kind.  I 
was  more  oonstantlf  with  him  than  during  my  former  viut,  and 
sat  much  with  him  when  indisposition  confined  him  to  his  room. 
The  whole  cast  and  complexion  of  his  character  were  thus  more 
exposed  to  my  observation  than  before ;  and  all  that  1  saw  of 
him,  on  more  confidential  acquaintance,  confirmed  me  in  think- 
ing him  one  of  the  best  of  men.  At  parting  with  him,  I  cannot 
say  but  I  felt  fiilly  more  acntely  than  in  saying  "  Farewell"  to 
yourself;  not  that  my  ties  of  friendship  with  him  are  so  strict 
as  with  you ;  but  I  left  you,  my  dear  Alison,  well,  and  likely  to 
live.  I  left  poor  Dr.  Cnrrie  with  very  scanty  probability  of  ever 
seeing  him  again  I 

The  next  step  that  I  made — and  alas,  in  this  journey,  as  on 
the  whole  journey  of  my  life,  I  have  made  too  many  colons  and 
semi-colons — was  at  the  Potteries  of  Staffordshire,  where  I  found 
in  the  midst  of  a  heavy,  plodding  unrefined  race  of  pot-maken, 
much  hospitality — all  the  essence  of  politeness,  without  any  of 
its  outside. 

These  honest  folks  showed  me  all  the  symptoms  of  their 
afieotion  that  conld  be  represented  by  the  symbols  of  meat  and 
drink ;  and  if  ale,  wine,  bac<m,  and  pudding,  could  have  mad« 
up  a  stranger's  paradise,  I  should  have  found  it  among  the  Pot- 
teries. You  will  give  me  credit,  I  dare  say,  for  liking  them  on 
account  of  their  good  hearts,  independentiy  of  their  good  din- 
ners. I  liked  them,  to  be  sure,  for  the  most  selfish  of  all  mo- 
tives— because  I  found  myself  a  fevorile  among  them :  great 
consolation  to  a  man  who  has  not  the  luck  to  be  always  so  I 
And  although  Staffordshire,  with  all  its  furnaces,  is  not  a  hot-bed 
of  genius,  Ifound  some  of  the  gentlemen  I  visited,  men  of  su- 
perior minds. 


n  to  discover  tbat  '  a  rerv  delioue  and  ooDSdeunai  lenor, 

a  frieod  in  Ediaburgli,  had  eitber  been  loat,  or  had  bllen  iofa* 

the  vmy  hands  which  be  was  most  studioas  to  avoid ;  sod  moreover— as 
nis&rtiiDei  never  eome  Hugle— he  returned  to  Lcndoo,  "fgoniied  hy  tte 
loMof  aftvotitaawr 


US 

•V  ^v-*      ^^^  "*<  ^  LcujB.  txA  neemd.  alter  a  /brtmal 

.  .  .  •    «  .u    TrJi.ri.  Mn.  AiiKA'§  a!Ci».  ^dodcsng  one  to 

'^  *    . .  -.L*^  >nar-L     Tbr  ooBt^cti  </  lln.  Aiifcxi'*  episUe  was 

,  *  «fc.  s  -v  ii  21J  2Mpai  cfiaracteT — a  pnMfs:  asiinst  mr  iniomiAl 

,  ...^--P iZ'i  A  -romiK  tiuo.  amocz  oouer  tokens  of  remen^ 

-.-ije-  i  '  :i^  £»Zi:.T.  mj  old  oppr«iss*or.  M ^,  b  to  open  m 

,  ,^.^,:r.ir:rr!>s  "^r-ii  n^.  2A  soon  »  *bft  beeom^s  of  age  to 
I  ^i-cVrs*r  'JL^  <x/iT<»poii<i/^Eic»:  ia  to  be  &hackkd  whh  the 
-•-  CL  :V  Lrr  moihrrr.  'r»th  int/^  h<?T  iettrrn  aikd  mine ! 

lix.  i  ./=.  L»  bi^n  TisUvsii  in  one  month  br  John  Lerden  lad 
ilr  .Lf  u^Lza !  Sanl  Lath  slain  Lis  thoufiands,  and  Darid  \m 
•kz.\  of  \:.fMh^hiyi.  TLej  are  both  raging  with  great  Tioienee. 
i  ,\m  hni^  >>^n  dubbed  Z^.  Levden.  and  the  influenza  has  beea 
osi..  d  I^  Grippe.  The  latter  complaint  has  confined  Teiibrd 
an  i  rnv^if  for  a  week  or  so ;  the  former  has  attacked  us  aerenl 
tifi.-.-. 

My  jaant  to  Paris,  jon  may  well  imagine,  was  not  acoeiented 
by  the  jt-yiTU  of  war,  that  hare  risen  since  our  parting.  At 
pr'-ornt.  the  pu)>]ic  opinion  is  still  swintdng  between  peace  and 
war.  1V>-day,  the  rumor  is  rather  pacific ;  bat  a  dreadful  chance 
htiii  rt-ntiuTin  of  our  coming  to  blows — of  Buonaparte  collecdiig 
hi",  riji  Mid  his  viru* — and  of  gaining  ground  by  a  hit  of  fortUDe 
m^ju  that  K^re,  unshielded  side  of  our  body  politic — Ireland. 
J  never  Urfore  felt  personally  agitated  at  the  prospect  of  paUie 
affair*.  It  was  all  talk  and  sp^x-ulation  before — ardor  for  <^iii- 
ioHH,  and  sympathy  for  others ;  now,  we  look  to  solid,  substan- 
tial 'lander.  Ad  Irish  gentleman — a  friend  of  those  men  of 
whom  you  have  heard  me  often  speak — assured  me  that,  al- 
though he  never  entered  it  himself^  there  is  a  union  at  present 
de/'j;er  than  the  principle  of  the  late  rebellion.  I  own,  the  pros- 
j^'Ct  of  what  the  Catholics  in  Ireland  now  intend — and  would 
do  witli  French  assistance — makes  me  cry  " Peccavir*  in  my 
own  nfl^rctions  on  the  past  Every  night  the  leagued  assassin 
and  HtAiVuin,  and  the  white  brigands  of  St.  Domingo,  haunt  my 
ima^ nation  in  my  sleep.  '*  France  spreads  her  banners  in  our 
noiiteleHH  land.^'  With  plumed  helm  the  slayer  begins  hia 
threatii.  Dreadful  indeed  were  the  state  of  our  existence— ^he 
vary  front  and  picture  of  society  would  grow  haggard — if  that 
nnj^ry  little  savage,  Buonaparte,  should  obtain  his  wishes.  I 
tliink  I  Mict  our  countrymen  trampled  down  by  his  military,  like 
i\u'.  Hhicks  of  St.  Domingo  on  their  own  fields  ! — our  very  lan- 
guage alx)]ished  for  that  of  the  conqueror — ^America,  and  all 
the  world,  lost,  for  want  of  our  protection — and  the  fine  spirit 
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of  our  political  economy  changed  into  the  politics  of  a  drill  Ser- 
jeant I 

But  all  this — I  think  I  hear  you  say,  and  I  bless  €k)d  that 
we  have  reason  to  think  so — is  but  a  picture  of  imagination — 
an  event  barely  within  the  span  of  probability.  Irish  insurrec- 
tion is  all  that  can  affect  us.  For  the  safety  of  our  great  Island, 
there  is  surely  little  to  fear.  If  ten  millions  of  freemen  cannot 
defend  themselves,  they  are  not  worth  defending.  All  that  one 
hears,  indeed,  from  public  debate  and  private  conversation,  shows 
a  good  deal  of  mettle  in  the  British  mind.  A  voice  of  public 
independence  would  cry  out,  in  case  of  invasion — 

"  Flght^  gentlemen  of  England  I  fiffht,  bold  yeomen  1  .  .  . 
Spur  your  proud  horsee  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  1" 

The  state  of  one's  country — if  a  spark  of  the  public  passion 
be  alive  in  our  hearts — is  most  particularly  rousing  in  a  crisis 
lik  this,  when  there  is  a  prospect  of  danger ;  and  a  possibility 
— even  a  bare  possibility  is  alarming— of  coming  home  to  Brit- 
ain, when  that  home  shall  be  a  house  of  bondage !  To  say  the 
truth,  it  would  damp  the  joy  of  our  meeting,  if  a  guard  of 
French  troopers  were  reviewing  in  the  Links,  or  a  garrison  of 
the  same  gentry  guarding  sweet  Edinburgh  Castle — 

«  Lnpius  hsBC  tarn  culta  novalia  miles  habebit ! 
BarbaruB  has  segetes  r 

No — ^you  will  fight  well  for  that  good  old  castle !  Walter  Scott 
will  be  your  Tyrtseus ;  and  though  I  shall  not  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  writing  one  song  to  sing  with  the  pas-de<harge^  I  trust 
to  hear  good  tidings  of  your  defence,  in  the  mountains  of  Styria^ 
or  the  capital  of  Paswan  Oglou. 

Oh,  join  me,  my  friend  I  and  your  prayers  will  have  more 
speed  than  mine,  for  the  scourge  of  humiliation  on  those  op- 
pressors of  my  black  idol,  Toussaint !  I  have  just  read  Captain 
Kainsford's  aocoimt  of  him — read  it,  I  pray  you.  It  is  a  picture 
of  the  black  hero,  which  the  world  is  too  fond  of  sugar  to  at- 
tend to— a  plain  but  interesting  account  of  Toussaint  and  his 
cause,  which  will  excite  your  warmest  indignation,  to  think  of 
such  a  cause  being  crossed,  and  its  leader  bound  in  a  dungeon — 

"  Ezoriare  aliquis  noetris  in  oflsibas  nltor 
Qui  fiu»  Dardanioa  ferroque  sequare  oolonos  .  .  . 
Impreoor  anna  annis — ^pugnent  ipaique  nepotes." 

I  shall  not  long  wait  for  the  doubtful  issue  of  this  question 
of  war  or  peace ;  but,  if  peace  be  not  the  probable  iom-up  of 
the  die,  set  out  straight  for  Vienna. 


348  LIFE   ASD   LXTTEMM  OW  fBOlIAS   CAMPIBU.         [l80Sw 

Yoor  remarks  to  TeUbrd,  in  a  letter  irfiidi  ke  AaweA  me, 

though  the  same  a»  voa  have  expressed  in  coBTenation  to  aiy- 
■elf — gave  me  great  satisfactian.  I  torn  to  yoB,  aa  mj  **  nund'^s 
father,^ — for  I  have  foond  the  eommenoemeiit  of  jour  aeqiUDni> 
ance  an  era  in  my  existence ;  and  all  that  I  do  must  kave  jow 
approbation,  or  it  will  not  prosper.  ExpreflBions  of  regud  for 
your  family  are  what  I  shall  rather  ahetain  from,  than  indalge 
in,  when  sending  you  letters — ^not  thai  I  am  afraid  of  muhiply- 
ing  vain  words,  '*  like  the  heathen,"  but  becanse  I  know  jo« 
perceive  that  the  pride  and  pleasure  of  being  popular  in  jour 
belo%'ed  Loas^hold,  occupies  nine-tenths  of  the  little  dinwniiioi 
of  mv  soul's  heart !     *  *  *  •  • 

My  happinefts,  in  fiact,  being  so  wretchedly  dependent  on  yon 
— you  may  regard  me  as  a  sort  of  domestic  animal  that  will 
not  Ix:  frightened  out  of  fidelity  either  by  tyranny  or  80ol<Ung  I 
So  let  Mrs.  Alison  chastise  me  for  fibbing  as  she  pleases — ^I  shall 
return  to  face  you  all  on  the  morning  when  the  mail-ooach  shall 
arrive  from  London,  with  myself  and  my  ^  Hungariana,'*  with 
as  much  assurance  as  if  I  had  never  told  a  fib  in  my  life.  But 
how  could  Mrs.  A.  be  astonished  that,  setting  out  on  my  trtTeki 
I  should  have  taken  only  the  liberty  of  a  traveller ! 

My  IxAt  Irishes  to  you,  dear  friends,  conjunctly  and  severally. 
Believe  me,  with  sincerity,  yours, 

Thomas  Campbbll. 

Continuing  to  reside  with  Mr.  Telford,  whose  praetical  good 
sense  and  experience  in  the  business  of  life  had  a  very  beneficial 
influence  upon  his  guest,  Campbell  proceeded  with  hia  "  Annala,^ 
and  the  new  edition  of  his  Poems.  Charing  Cross,  however,  waa 
a  **  roaring  vortex,"  very  unfriendly  to  study  or  ocMnposition. 
"  In  short,"  he  says,  in  a  letter,  dated  April  1  : — "  Lond<m  ia  a 
cataract  of  horrid  noises — dust-carts  and  coadies — beggan  and 
nobility.  I  am  sick  of  it,  but  find  that  my  book  cannot  go  on, 
unless  I  visit  its  progress  every  day.  It  will  be  out,  pontively, 
on  the  first  of  May  ;  and  as  I  want  to  have  it  as  publicly  known 
as  possible,  pray  tell  it  to  •  *  *  as  a  great  8eeret  f  I  have 
got  another  picture  for  Lochiel.  Besides  my  Beechen-tree  vig- 
nette, and  this  large  frontispiece,  representing  the  '  weird '  man 
addressing  Lochiel,*  I  have  a  design  rather  pretty,  emblematic 
of  tho  *■  Pleasures  of  Hope,'  as  a  second  frontmpiece  to  the  title ' 


*  The  picture  painted  bv  Mr.  Ker  Porter  for  ''Loohiel''— a  batda  jpk&ot 
— wiwi  <»b%ed  <«  ho  fiet  nuide,  owing  to  the  great  price  asked  for  eogmfwg  H. 
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pags.  Ilraa  equipt,  I  ihail  ooin«  oat  liks  tlie  sveeps  hi  Mej- 
momin^,  daoked  in  nil  tnj  finery ;  and,  like  them,  I  shaU  hope 
for  a  few  pence  to  be  toeaed  at  me.  M  to  mbtaripiitm !  tbe 
vord  Btiil  acta  like  a  sudorific  whenever  it  startles  my  ear ;  but 
tile  motto  to  my  list  of  aabaciiben  must  be — 

a  mcrtalia  pectora  Mgii, 

"  My  new  painter'B  name  is  Hasqaerier — a  pleasant  little  fel- 
low, with  a  great  deal  of  French  Tivacity — and  he  certainly 
punts  well.  lam  not  snre  bat  we  may  companion  it  to  the 
Uontinent.  James  Brougham  has  come  to  town  with  Homer ; 
TyrtKus  is  expected  soon ;  Leyden  has  gone  at  last  to  diminish 
thepopulalion  of  India." — 

He  then  draws  the  following  contrast — life  in  the  solitude  of 
a  great  atf : 

"  Now,  my  worthy  friend,  what  a  happy  fellow  you  are  I 
Here  /  sit  under  the  ear-crashing  influence  of  ten  thousand 
chariot-wheeb !  My  brains  are  pulverised  with  distraction,  and 
my  throat  is  sore  with  swallowing  dust.  Night  comes  on  ;  I 
have  no  solace  in  view  but  to  smoke  a  solitary  pipe — and  God 
knows  I  have  had  tmoke  enough  already — or  to  read,  aye,  read 
in  the  midst  of  noise  like  thunder.  And  then,  when  my  labors 
are  over,  I  drop  into  bed  like  an  old  sinner  dropping  into  the 
grave."  The  uionghta  of  home  then  msh  upon  his  mind,  and 
he  condudn  with — "  Visit  my  mother,  good  John,  and  comfort 
the  poor  old  lad^.  Write  me  soon  about  her,  and  my  sisters, 
and  be  to  both  hke  a  son  and  a  brother  I 

"  Tell  me  all  about  Jemmy  Orabame  and  Hannah — by  the 
bye,  I  dreamt  t'other  night  uiat  I  saw  Jemmy  in  an  npholster- 
er'a  shop  in  the  Strand,  prigging  about  the  price  of  a  cradle  I 
Is  not  this  prophetic )         *  •  •  T.  C." 

Campbell  had  not  yet  acquired  a  taste  for  London  life ;  in 
imagination  he  was  still  in  the  heart  of  his  old  compeen  in 
Edinburgh  ;  and,  judging  from  his  letters  at  this  period,  the 
sorrowa  of  exile  were  as  keenly  felt  on  the  Thames,  as  they  had 
been  on  the  Danube.  To  him,  "  in  city  pent,"  the  word  eoltage 
had  an  indescribable  charm ;  and  although  he  longed  for  "chatwe 
of  scene,"  and  projected  a  visit  to  the  monntuns  of  Styria,  Ue 
thought  of  home  and  friends  was  still  predominant  in  his  heart* 

*  Astnexperimeiit,luDciwc}iu^;edluiqusrt«Ti  from  Uie  Salopian  t« 
No.  ei  Bomh  MoUco  street,  where  be  bouded  «Hli  a  Hr.  TyiT^  and  had 
Oa  edrantHS  of  bwv  near  Lord  Hinto,  iriu  th«n  rMtdod  at  1 1  Hcitlea  Street 
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Of  the  habitual  state  of  his  feelings,  prospects,  and  manner 
of  life  at  this  time,  some  insight  is  afforded  by  various  letters, 
from  which  the  following  are  extracts : — "  April  30. —  .  .  I 
want  to  be  off  to  Paris,  you  know,  and  there,  as  a  preparatory 
step  to  my  journey,  to  apply  to  French  pronunciation  and 
chemistry.  But  to  Paris  I  cannot ;  and  this  dilatory  Addington 
will  make  neither  peace  nor  war.  I  should  be  patient  in  my 
uncertainty,  if  this  abominable  London  did  not  rob  me  of  health 
and  composure.  I  really  can  fix  myself  to  nothing ;  for  I  have 
one  eternal  round  of  invitations,  and  have  got  into  a  style  of 
life  which  it  neither  suits  my  purse  nor  my  inclination  to  keep 
up.  .  .  I  have  not  one  day  free  of  headaches,  nor  one  night 
of  tolerable  rest     I  may  stop  here  for  a  year  without  profit : 

the  expense  is  enornK>us When  the  word  cottage 

crossed  my  eye  in  your  letter,  what  a  look  of  agony  did  I  east 
to  the  gloomy  alleys  that  surrounded  me !  life  is  absolutely  a 
burning  fever  in  London !  I  hate  all  its  unnatural  and  crowded 
society.  Before  embarking  for  my  travels,  what  would  I  not 
give  to  spend  from  June  to  October  with  you  in  our  sacred  re- 
treat !  There,  applying  to  chemistry  in  your  comforting  society, 
I  should  more  than  atone  for  my  disappointment  in  not  getting 
to  France.  I  am  determined  not  to  go  to  the  Continent  untu 
October,  and  then  my  travels  will  commence  in  earnest.  Bnt  I 
beg  of  you  to  ask  Mr.  Constable  what  he  would  think  of  my 
crossing  to  Dantzic  about  that  time,  and  then  passing  througa 
Poland  and  Hungary  into  Tartary  ?"  .  .  . 

Thus,  without  any  definite  aim,  or  at  least  without  the  power 
of  carrpng  it  into  effect,  he  seemed  to  float  at  random  on  the 
tide  of  circumstances,  anxiously  waiting  for  that  favorable  wind 
which  never  came.  Before  leaving  Edinburgh,  he  appears  to 
have  entered  into  some  arrangement  with  Mr.  Constable,  and 
agreed  to  furnish  him  with  a  book  of  travels.  On  the  faith  of 
this,  Campbell  received  an  advance  of  money;  but,  as  no 
"  travels  "  were  ever  forthcoming,  it  was  repaid  with  interest. 

Other  events  were  approaching ;  and  by  the  month  of  Octo- 
ber, on  which  he  had  fixed  for  the  commencement  of  his  ^  travels," 
his  position  and  prospects  in  society  were  to  undergo  an  impor- 
tant change. 

In  the  meantime, ''  after  a  weary  long  armistioe,*'  he  writes 
to  Mr.  Thomson.  '*May  11,  1808.  The  remembrance  of  oar 
mutual  selection  of  each  other^s  society  from  the  mass  of  Od- 
We  acquaintance,  and  the  ingenuous  feelings  of  sodal  pleasure 
which  our  opening  minds  enjoyed  at  that  interesting  period,  the 
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lemembranoe  of  ihose  days,  and  those  feelings,  is  entwined 
around  my  associations  never  to  be  separated  1  I  thank  you 
warmly  for  inquiring  after  me;  for  although  the  increasing 
pressure  of  worldly  occupations  has  prevented  me  from  indulg- 
mg  in  those  expressions  of  friendly  remembrance  which  record 
them,  yet  I  still  wish  our  friendship  to  be  kept  alive,  and  regard 
you  as  sincerely  as  ever. 

"  I  am  here  with  my  quarto  volume,  of  which  my  friends, 
Messrs.  Longman  and  Rees,  are  to  be  the  accoucheurs.  It  will 
be  out  in  a  fortnight  I  have  besides  a  piece  of  fagging  on  hand 
which  costs  me  ten  hours'  labor  a  day.  The  time  stolen  from 
business  for  calls,  visits,  <fec,  <fec.,  is  to  be  made  up,  by  a  sort  of 
fwnding  system,  out  of  my  hours  allotted  to  sleep.  This  is  a 
pleasant  world,  in  which  we  must  labor  to-day,  for  the  pleasure 
of  laboring  to-morrow  I  T.  C." 


"  In  the  spring  of  this  year,"  says  Dr.  Irving,*  "  I  met  Camp- 
bell in  Loudon.  We  dinned  at  Mr.  Longman  the  publisher  s. 
Among  other  individuals,  not  so  easily  remembered,  the  com- 
pany included  Walter  Scott,  Thomas  x  oung,  Humphrey  Davy, 
and  George  Ellis ;  and  I  may  add,  without  any  hazard  of  con- 
tradiction, that  such  guests  as  these  could  not  now  be  assembled 
at  any  table  in  the  kingdom.  Scott  had  not  then  attained  the 
meridian  height  of  his  reputation ;  but  he  was  at  all  times  con- 
spicuous for  his  social  powers,  and  for  his  strong  practical  sense. 
Upon  that  occasion,  he  was  full  of  good  humor,  and  had  many 
stories  to  tell.  £llis,  possessing  an  ample  fund  of  elegant  lit- 
erature, was  a  model  of  all  that  was  easy  and  pleasant  in  pri- 
vate society.  Young,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men  of  the 
age,  was  alike  distinguished  in  science  and  erudition.  Davy, 
wno  was  so  great  in  his  own  department,  seemed  willing  to  talk, 
in  an  easy  and  unpretending  strain,  on  any  topic  that  was  dis- 
cussed. Among  these  men  Campbell  did  not  appear  to  much 
advantage :  he  was  too  ambitious  to  shine,  nor  was  he  success- 
ful in  any  of  his  attempts.  He  was  much  inclined  to  dilate  on 
the  subject  of  Homer,  and  the  poems  which  bear  his  name,  but 
on  various  points  was  opposed  with  equal  decision  and  coolness 
by  Dr.  Young ;  who,  in  all  probability,  was  femiliarly  acquainted 
with  Wolf's  *  Prolegomena  ad  Homerum,'  which  had  beien  pub- 
lished eight  years  before,  and  which  had  introduced  a  new  era 

*  RemlnifloenoeB  of  Campbell,  MS. 
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LosDov.  Jmm  11.  lilML 
**  .     .     .     lU:jjiU:j\  prartar>»nt  pre»  h  at  length  de- 

lir*:r<?d-  Th*  ?*>*-*  if«  of  lix^sinxan  are  all  dandTj^  mj  fittle 
^aarV^,  and  •■^j'*t*'j^  it  m  a  rfrrj  pnttj  child,  and  exK^^fiagh- 
hkft  thf:  father !  It  u  w^J]  pnnVr-i ;  th'^  engrarxngs  are  iwi  ImJ. 
Yoa  %iia]I  havfj  5''/i  Urmorrow  for  Edinburffh,  *enl  off  br  land 
for  d-Apat/jh.  I  arn  ftorry  for  the  delar ;  IfUt  if  it  had  beat 
poph'rtkd  in  the  Scriptar**,  the  delay  could  not  haT«  hecn 
more  ine^i table  on  rov  part  But  now'  that  I  hare  appe«ed 
the  nuiTk^,M  of  rov  former  procrantination  and  broken  pronikes» 
joa  ixjTjAt  not  keep  Ailence ;  but,  as  the  '  wind  ^tcb  aid,  and 
convoy  U  aMiittant,'  s^rnd  roe  the  comfort  of  a  letter.  Ton  can- 
not imagine  how  often  I  get  down  to  the  Terr  groiind-floor  of 
d»f*ondenry,  when  I  find  myself  in  the  diuk  of  a  doll,  grsy 
«Tening,  %f^  fur  from  my  be«t  friends.  I  have  cnt  almost  allthe 
world  but  Frank  Clanon ;  he  is  a  great  comfort  to  me ;  bat  rety 
soon  to  }fe  lost  likewise,  as  he  goes  off  to  the  country.  I  em- 
power you  to  do  whatever  seems  best  to  you,  with  regvd  to  my 
mterest  in  Edinburgh.  Give  all,  command  all,  take  aD.  Mun- 
dftll's  people  will  sell  the  copies  without  per  centage.  If  there 
be  no  other  way  to  let  the  public  know  that  you  are  to  be  the 
emporium  of  their  guineoi^  it  must  be  advertised  in  an  Edin- 
burgh paper.     ...  T.  C.** 
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Thus  fairly  launched,  the  quarto  soon  found  its  way  into  the 
Hterary  circles ;  for  although  it  web  a  seventh  edition  of  "  The 
Pleasures  of  Hope" — and  therefore  well  known  to  all  readers 
of  poetry — it  contained,  independently  of  the  illustrations,  several 
new  pieces  of  poetry,*  sufSdent  of  themselves  to  insure  a  wide 
circulation.  Altogether,  the  sale  of  this  volume  to  subscribers 
and  others  brought  in,  eventually,  a  liberal  and  most  seasonable 
contribution  to  the  Poet's  finances,  and  enabled  him  to  shake 
off  the  pecuniary  difiScuHies,  which  had  hitherto  enfeebled  his 
efibrts  and  cramped  his  genius.  His  mind  was  now  the  chan- 
nel of  many  pleasing  thoughts ;  and  he  began  to  ask  himself 
the  question  whether  a  young  man,  tmder  such  prosperous  cir- 
cumstances, ought  not  to  be  looking  out  for  a  partner  worthy 
to  share,  and  enhance  his  good  fortune  ? 

Among  the  private  £uniiies,  in  London,  where  Campbell  was 
now  a  frequent  and  welcome  visiter,  was  that  of  his  maternal 
cousin,  Mr.  Robert  Sinclair.  Nine  yeare  previous  to  thiB  period, 
as  mentioned  in  the  Poet's  journey  to  Mull,  Mr.  Sinclair  f  was  a 
wealthy  merchant,  and  first  magistrate  of  the  town  of  G^nock. 
Subsequently,  however,  he  had  become  a  severe  sufferer  by  the 
failure  of  some  mercantile  houses  ;  and,  retiring  from  Scotland, 
transferred  his  counting-house  to  Trinity  Square,  in  the  city. 
His  £unily,  consisting  of  one  son,  and  seven  daughters,  were  fdl 
grown  up,  and  more  or  less  remarkable  for  their  personal  ac- 
complislunents.^ 

At  Mr.  Sinclair's  private  residence  in  Park-street,  Westmin- 
ster, the  Poet  was  a  cherished  guest.  '*  His  visits  had  become 
more  and  more  frequent — particularly  in  the  evening ; — and  it 
was  soon  apparent  in  the  family  circle,  that  the  ties  of  consan- 


*  Namely,  '*Yene6  on  Argyllahire— Exile  of  Erin— Beech  Tree^aPeti- 
tion — ^The  Evening  Star^-Stanans  to  Painting — Ode  to  Winter — ^Drinking 
Song,  from  the  German — Lochid — Hohenlinden.  These  are  all  that  I 
mean  to  pdbUah. — ^T.  0." — ^Theee,  however,  were  not  all  printed,  in  this 
edition. 

f  Amidst  the  fluctuations  of  trade,  and  reverses  of  fortune,  Mr.  Sinclair 
maintained  a  high  and  honorable  character ;  and  although  he  had  no  world- 
ly goods  to  bestow  upon  his  diildren,  he  left  them,  what  was  more  valuaUe, 
Uie  example  of  an  upright  maa  He  was  rdated  to  one  of  the  oldest  fiuni- 
lies  of  his  name  in  SooUand ;  and,  in  his  native  county,  is  still  remembered 
as  a  public-spirited  citizen,  and  conscientious  magistrate. 

^  Two  of  the  daughters  married  two  Swiss  gentlemen,  cousins,  named 
Wjss,  and  at  that  time  wealthy  merdiants  and  East-India  stock-brokersw 
Another,  who  was  remarkably  beautiftil,  manied  Mr.  Sellar,  a  liverpod 
merchant 
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guinity,  by  which  the  Sindain  and  Campbells  were  united,  weire 
daily  strengthening  between  two  of  its  members  into  a  veiy 
confidential  and  affectionate  intimacy."  In  the  ^Annals,"  upon 
which  he  was  engaged,  very  litUe  progress  was  made ;  his  cor- 
respondence was  neglected ;  and  fiie  only  industry  which  he 
manifested  for  many  weeks,  was  confined  to  multiplying  yiaits 
in  the  £Eunily  circle  of  his  fisiir  cousins.     There  he  spieedily  for- 

S>i  all  his  previous  resolutions  regarding  foreign  travel — **  the 
ountains  of  Styria,*^  **  Paswan  Oglou,"  and  the  '*  Hungariaa 
bride,"  with  whom  he  had  thereatened  **  to  face  Mrs.  AHaon 
with  so  much  assurance."  In  short,  all  his  former  resolutions 
were  ^  but  as  straw  to  the  fire  i'  th'  blood."  His  courage  to 
quit  England  gradually  '*  oozed  out."  The  Poet  was  no  longer 
his  own  master  ;  and  he,  who  had  sung  so  much  of  '*  freedom 
and  independence,"  began  to  boast  of  his  own  **  chains." 

"  In  the  course  of  this  summer,"  he  sa3rs,  **  I  fell  in  love  with 
my  cousin  Matilda  Sinclair.  She  was  a  beautiful,  Uvely,  and 
ladylike  woman."  Of  her  admirer,  it  had  always  been  said  by 
those  who  attach  importance  to  a  prepossessing  exterior — ^thi^ 
he  was  one  of  the  handsomest  of  Apollo's  priests ;  and,  in  the 
rarer  qualities  of  mind  and  heart,  liberally  endowed.  No  won- 
der, therefore,  that  he  was  a  thriving  wooer. 

Mr.  Sinclair,  however,  though  an  indulgent  fiaither,  and  the 
Poet's  sincere  friend,  could  not  shut  his  eyes  on  the  probable 
consequences  of  a  union,  where  mutual  affection  was  the  only 
cement ;  and  where  the  expenses  attending  a  matrimonial  es- 
tablishment were  to  be  contingent  on  the  precarious  fruits  of 
literature.  When  his  approbation  was  solicited,  he  met  the 
question  with  substantial  objections ;  drew  a  picture  of  the  do- 
mestic difficulties  in  which  the  Poet  might  be  involved ;  advised 
him  to  reflect  seriously  on  a  step  of  such  vital  importance ;  and, 
at  least,  to  postpone  the  marriage,  until  there  should  be  some 
reasonable  prospect  of  a  permanent  income.  But  no  ;  the  cool 
reasoning  and  calculating  spirit  of  the  counting-house  were  things 
that,  in  affairs  of  the  heart,  Campbell  could  not,  or  would  not^ 
understand.  He  had  "few  or  no  debts ;  the  subscriptions  to  his 
quarto  were  still  pouring  in ; "  the  historical  work  on  which  he 
was  employed,  would  brmg  him  "a  hundred  pounds  a  volume;" 
— ^and  to  dench  the  argument,  he  had  at  that  very  moment  a 
*^  fifty  pound  bank-note  in  his  desk."  What  possible  objection, 
then,  could  there  be  to  his  marrying  ?  Mr.  Sinclair  shook  his 
head,  and  repeated  his  arguments  in  favor  of  a  postponement ; 
but  finding  that  his  dau^ter's  health  was  suffering  from  this 
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painful  uncertainty,  his  objections  were  finally  withdrawn^  and 
preliminaries  arranged  for  the  marriage. 

Matilda  Sinclair,  the  youngest  of  her  sisters,  was  literally 
what  the  poet  describes  her — '*  a  beautiful,  lively,  and  ladylike 
woman."  She  had  travelled  with  her  brother  in  Switzerland 
during  the  recent  peace ;  and  acquired  in  Geneva  the  rare  art 
and  mystery  of  making  the  "  best  cup  of  Mocha  in  the  world;" 
an  accomplishment  of  which — ^as  an  inducement  to  his  friend 
Mr.  Richardson  to  pay  them  an  early  visit — ^the  Poet  affects  to 
be  veiT  proud. 

Such,  I  am  informed  by  a  lady  who  knew  her,  was  the  strik- 
ing character  of  Miss  Sinclair's  features  and  expression,  that  in 
whatever  society  she  appeared,  she  was  sure  to  command  atten- 
tion. Happening  to  be  at  the  Opera  in  Paris  with  her  brother, 
in  1802,  and  wearing  a  turban  and  feather — her  favorite  head- 
dress— ihe  Turkish  ambassador,  who  sat  in  the  opposite  loge^ 
was  so  captivated  by  her  appearance,  that  he  sent  nis  secretary 
to  inquire  of  one  of  the  company  who  sat  next  her,  who  that 
*^dame  si  distinguhe'*^  was?  and  having  ascertained  that  she 
was  a  Scotch  lady,  he  declared  that  "  he  had  seen  nothing  so 
beautiful  in  Europe."  Her  features  had  much  of  a  Spanish  cast ; 
her  complexion  was  dark,  her  figure  spare,  graceful,  and  below 
the  middle  size.  She  had  great  vivacity  of  manners,  energy  of 
mind,  a  sensibility — or  rather  irritability — which  often  impaired 
her  health ;  with  "  dark  eyes,  which,  when  she  smiled,  or  gave 
way  to  any  mental  emotion,  ihrew  over  her  features  an  expres- 
sion of  tender  melancholy."  Having  said  this  much,  it  may 
easily  be  supposed  that,  in  Matilda  Sinclair,  th& susceptible  mind 
of  the  Poet  soon  discovered — 

**  Thought^  feeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  its  own." 

Being  of  a  lively  conversation,  with  a  fund  of  anecdote  and 
some  t^ent  for  observation,  she  had  turned  her  recent  tour  on 
the  Continent  to  good  account.  Her  recollections  of  Switzer- 
land and  France,  with  all  the  strange  things  she  had  seen  and 
heard  in  her  journey  along  the  Rhone  and  the  Loire,  served  to 
enliven  many  an  evening  at  her  father's  hearth ;  while,  every 
now  and  then,  the  Poet  introduced  his  own  reminiscences  of  the 
Danube,  Ratisbon,  or  Hohenlinden ;  and,  as  he  seldom  returned 
home  from  Park-street  until  after  the  witching  time  of  night, 
the  bachelor^s  parlor  in  South  Molton-street  was  every  day  losing 
favor  in  his  eyes : 

"  Still  slowly  passed  the  mdancholy  day, 
And  still  the  stranger  wist  not  where  to  stray  " — 
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until  the  evening  again  reBtored  to  him  the  societjr  of  the 
Sinclairs.  Among  the  scenes  in  Paris  which  had  left  the  strong- 
est impression  on  Miss  Sinclair's  mind,  were  those  shown  to  her 
by  one  of  the  gallant  suryivora  of  the  Swiss  guard — the  Tuil- 
leries,  the  Louvre,  the  site  of  the  Bastile,  and  the  spot  where  the 
**  infernal  machine  "  had  exploded.  All  these  found  a  very  at- 
tentive listener  in  Campbell ;  but  what  chiefly  fixed  his  curiosity 
was  her  account  of  the  Swiss,  of  whose  native  prowess,  and 
hereditary  independence,  he  was  always  an  enthusiastic  admirer, 
and  had  recently,  as  he  states  in  one  of  his  letters,  projected  an 
heroic  poem  on  the  subject  of  Swiss  liberty. 

Of  his  progress  as  a  suitor  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Sinclair,  the 
Poet  drops  not  a  single  hint  to  any  of  his  correspondents  at  this 
interesting  period.  He  foresaw,  probably,  the  raillery  to  which 
the  disclosure  would  have  exposed  him  in  the  circle  of  his 
bachelor  friends,  after  all  the  magnificent  plans  of  extensive 
"  travels  in  Hungary,  Turkey,  and  Greece,'*  in  which  he  had 
been  indulging  during  the  two  previous  years.  But  on  the  first 
of  September,  he  felt  that  he  could  no  longer  conceal  the  deli- 
cate position  in  which  he  stood ;  and,  writing  to  his  friend  Mr. 
Richardson,*  he  requests  him  to  take  prompt  measures  for  levy- 
ing contributions  among  the  Edinburgh  booksellers — the  stock- 
holders of  the  new  edition  ;  and  still  flatters  himself  and  his 
friend  with  the  hope  of  quietly  "  settUng  down  in  some  cottage 
retreat  near  Edinburgh."  Of  this  scheme  Mr.  Sinclair  approved, 
as  best  adapted  for  a  young  married  couple,  who  could  have 
little  hope  of  independence  without  a  rigid  system  of  economy. 
The  letter  is  characteristic : — 

London,  Septembet  1, 1808. 

My  dearest  friend  (except  my  wife  I)    I  am  shortly  to  be 
married  1     The  Miss  Hills  will  tell  you  the  lady's  name ;  but  I 

fray  both  them  and  you  to  say  nothing  upon  the  subject,  until 
can  write  formally  to  my  friends.  Whether  this  step  be  rights 
it  is  not  fitting  now  to  examine.  My  reason  for  writing  you  now^ 
is  to  ask  you  in  the  name  of  Providence,  how  much  money  you 
can  scrape  out  of  my  books  in  Edinburgh !  for,  having  spent  a 
good  deal  here,  I  have  little  else  to  look  to  in /tc/urum,  until  my 
o¥m  exertions  shall  have  realized  a  little.    If  you  can  dispose  m 

*  Several  of  the  Poet* a  oldest  and  dearest  fiiends  had  abeady  preceded 
him  in  this  important  step;  so  he  determined  that,  *'iiiamed  or  aiqgle^  he 
would  still  show  a  desire  to  be  on  an  equal  footing  with  them." 
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a  hundred  TolumeB  at  fifteen  shillingB  each,  it  will  raise  me  £?6. 
I  ihall  require  £25  to  bring  me  down  to  Scotland,  as  the  state 
of  my  wife's  health  will  not  permit  a  sea  yoyage ;  and  under 
fifty  pounds  I  cannot  furnish  a  house,  which,  at  all  events,  I  am 
determined  to  do.  This  ram,  my  dear  John,  I  am  most  ear- 
nestly anxious  to  raise.  Will  you,  therefore,  write  to  me  as  soon 
as  possible,  how  far  it  will  be  {Mracticable,  and  negotiate  for  the 
wholesale  disposal  of  my  books  on  any  reasonable  terms  9  Hep- 
bum  must  be  satisfied  at  all  events ;  but  I  wish  he  would  take 
books  instead  of  money.  T.  C. 

The  above  '^  notice,**  written  from  South  Molton-street,  only 
nine  da3r8  before  marriage,  was  quickly  followed  by  a  sketch  of 
the  modest  retreat  in  which  he  purposed  to  combine  the  sweets 
of  "  domestic  love  and  literature."  His  friend  had  a  rural  cot- 
tage *  then  unoccupied,  near  Edinburgh,  which,  as  his  future 
residence,  presented  many  advantages ;  it  would  restore  him  to 
tiiat  sociely  in  which  he  had  passed  his  happiest  days ;  his  so- 
dal  position  could  be  there  maintained  at  little  expense ;  while 
Manners  and  Miller,  Mundell  and  Doig,  Constable  and  others, 
were  all  ready  to  patronize  his  pen.  One  family  obstacle,  how- 
ever, stood  in  the  way ;  but  if^that  were  removed,  the  cottage 
was  to  be  taken  immediately,  furnished,  and  prepared  for  the 
reception  of  the  Poet  and  his  bride. 

....  "After  fully  consulting  the  wishes  of  my 'intended,"* 
he  says,  '*  I  think  it  will  be  better  for  us  to  take  a  house  not  ex- 

*  This  cottage — in  which,  with  a  conscientioQS  regard  to  his  limited 
means,  he  had  resolved  to  lead  a  frugal  and  philosophic  life— was  to  realise, 
as  he  fondly  imagined,  the  beantifiH  picture  which  he  had  dceiched  in  his 
**  Pleasures  of  Hope :" — 

*<  So  thy  Ikir  hand,  enamored  Fancy,  eleans 
The  treasured  pictures  of  a  thousand  scenes ; 
Thy  peodl  tnM^es  on  the  laver^s  thought 
Some  eottage-homey  from  towns  and  toil  remote, 
Where  Iwe  and  lore  tdaj  claim  alternate  hours, 
With  peace  embosom'd  m  Idalian  bowers. 
Remote  firom  busy  life's  bewildered  way, 
0*er  all  his  heart  shall  taste  and  beauty  sway ; 
Free  on  the  sunny  slope  or  winding  shore. 
With  hermit  steps  to  wander  and  a4ore  1 
Then  shall  he  love  when  genial  mem  tLppetn, 
like  pensive  beauty  "^i^«"g  in  her  tears ; 
To  watch  the  brightenipff  roses  in  the  Ay, 
And  mine  on  oatore  wm  a  Poefs  eyel 


^i» 
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acUy  in  Edinburgh,  but  as  near  it  as  we  conveniently  can. .... 
I  wish  to  avoid  importunities,  visits,  vexations,  d^c. ;  to  have 
little  society,  or  callers ;  to  be  sober  and  industrious ;  and  to  live 
in  the  country,  if  I  should  go  ten  miles  in  search  of  a  box.  *  *  * 
In  resolving  upon  a  country  situation,  my  tirst  thoughts  nata- 
rally  suggested  some  spot  that  you  might  have  to  let.  Believe 
me,  John,  you  would  find  me  a  regular  and  punctual  tenant ; 
yon  would  never  need  to  come  out  to  my  cottage  and  stamp 
your  foot  for  default  of  rent !  I  should  like  very  much  to  have, 
if  possible,  a  little  meadow  and  garden  attached  to  my  house ; 
and,  for  three  or  four  acres  of  good  land,  I  would  go  to  the 
length  of  twenty  pounds,  besides  house-rent.  ...         T.  G.** 

After  a  long  silence,  Campbell  again  struck  his  harp  "  On  the 
Threatened  Invasion,"  and  produced  a  song  which  became  very 
popular  at  that  period,  and  retains  its  place  among  his  other 
patriotic  effusions.*  He  enrolled  himself  at  the  same  time, 
with  the  ancient  spirit  of  lyrtaBus,  in  the  corps  of  The  North 
British  Volunteers ;  and  on  various  occasions  during  that  season 
of  alarm,  addressed  "his  countrymen  and  fellow-soldiers"  whh 
characteristic  ardor. 

At  length,  all  preliminaries  being  duly  settled,  the  Poet's 
marriage  was  solemnized  in  St.  Margaret's  Church,  Westminster, 
on  the  tenth  of  September,  in  the  presence  of  the  bride's  Cunilj, 
and  a  small  party  of  mutual  friends.  The  event  was  announced 
as  the  marriage  of  "  Thomas  Campbell,  Esq.,  auUior  of  *  Hie 
Pleasures  of  Hope,'  to  Matilda,  youngest  daughter  of  Robert 
Sinclair,  Esq.,  of  I^ark  Street,  Westminster."  It  is  also  recorded 
in  the  poet^s  hand- writing,  "  more  majorum,"  on  a  leaf  of  the 
splendid  &mily  Bible  presented  to  him  by  his  fiather-in-law,  for 
the  domestic  sanctuary. 

After  a  short  marriage  trip,  the  Poet  and  his  bride  returned 
to  town,  and  took  up  their  residence  in  Pimlico,  where  Mr.  Sin- 
clair had  taken  and  furnished  a  comfortable  and  "  elegant  suite 
of  rooms "  for  their  reception. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  the  matrimonial  benediction  afibrd- 
ed  but  short  immunity  from  the  cares  of  the  world.    Within 


*  Our  boeoms  well  bare  for  the  elorious  itrife. 

And  our  oath  is  recorded  on  high ; 
To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  lilb, 

Or,  crosh'd  in  its  ruins,  to  die  I 
llien  rifle,  fellow-freemen,  and  stretch  the  right  hand, 
And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land !  Sc  Sc 
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ten  days  after  his  marria^  Campbell  was  rendered  oneasj  hj 
news  from  Edinburgh,  which,  he  feared,  might  ckmd  his  literary 
prospects,  curtail  las  income,  and  inflict  a  series  of  calamities, 
best  understood  by  an  imaginative  author,  who  may  have  un- 
wittingly exposed  himself  to  the  capricious  £kvot  of  his  book- 
seller. But,  in  this  instance,  Campbell  had  himself  to  Uame — 
though  his  apology  was  good ;  and  under  this  dispiriting  influ- 
ence, he  writes  to  his  old  friend  to  interpose  his  kindly  offices — 
with  a  promise  of  reward  : — 

London^  September  21,  1808. 
My  dear  John, 

^Single  evils,'*  as  the  Irish  preacher  saith,  "seldom 
come  unattended.''  My  bookseller  was  huffed  at  my  neglect 
in  not  sending  my  books  to  his  care.  This  was,  in  fact,  neglect ; 
but,  the  cares  of  love  and  matrimony  had  unstrung  my  worldly 
affections.  It  is  a  matter,  however,  of  serious  import  for  me  to 
stand  well  with  him ;  for  it  is  in  his  power  to  play  the  devil 
with  me  if  he  is  on  bad  terms.  I  have  in  reality  most  foolishly 
neglected  to  write  to  him  about  my  books ;  but  it  is  in  your 
power  to  put  him  in  good  humor,  if  you  will  call  upon  him  and 

explain  the  cause  of  my  head  being  turned If  Atf  can 

be  set  to  rights,  I  shall  settle  beside  you  in  Edinburgh — flourish 
like  a  green  bay  tree,  and  christen  my  eldest  boy — when  poeta 
nascitur — by  your  name !  ....  In  the  meantime,  "  the  house 
and  garden  must  be  let  alone !" T.  C. 

Soon  after  the  publication  of  the  quarto  edition,  Mr.  George 
Thomson,  the  friend  of  Bums,  had  applied  to  Campbell  for 
some  original  lyric  poetry,  which,  with  his  own  admirable  taste, 
he  meant  to  have  set  to  popular  music.  This  letter,  which,  for 
the  same  good  reason  as  that  already  assigned  for  other  acts 
of  negligence,  had  been  laid  aside,  is  thus  answered  in  the  true 
vein. 

TO  MR  GEORGE  THOMSON. 

London,  September  29,  1808. 
My  dear  Sir, 

I  am  obliged  to  use  the  same  apology  for  this  late  an- 
swer to  your  agreeable  letter  of  last  month,  as  the  worldly 
man  made  for  not  becoming  a  disciple — "I  have  married  a 
wifeT  &c. 

The  Aurelian  insect  has  not  more  ado  to  poke  his  little  an- 
tennae and  fore-^wB  out  of  the  sheU,  in  order  to  gain  his  new 
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Btala  of  existence,  than  a  poor  bachelor  hea  to  get  ont  of  kia 
celibat?,  and  flatter  about  in  his  wedding  suit  Tlie  one  buista 
into  light  and  liberty ;  but  the  other  I  It  is  too  soon,  however, 
to  moralize  before  the  honejmoon  ia  over. 

By  this  time,  as  perhaps  Itichardson  wonld  inform  yon,  I 
expected  to  have  sojourned  among  you  with  my  new-made 
namesake — but  some  aSaiis  are  yet  to  settle;  and  I  nnnot 
conveniently  quit  London  for  a  few  weeks,  I  wished  to  have 
expressed  in  person,  what  the  living  and  sincere  tongue  can 
more  properly  express  than  a  feather  and  a  drop  of  ink  can  do, 
the  cordial  interest  I  feel  in  your  respectable  publication,  and 
the  pride  and  pleasure  it  would  afford  me  to  contribute  to  its 
success.  But  to  write  one  verse,  when  the  very  mood  does  not 
happen  to  fall  upon  me,  is,  1  assure  you  upon  my  honor,  more 
than  I  can  tax  my  muse  withal.  I  know  well  that  in  saying  so, 
I  run  the  risk — even  with  you,  who  possess  the  un-cat£olic 
quality  of  candor  ia  a  high  degree — of  appearing  to  speak  with 
affectation.     But  it  is  not  so.     I  have  twice  or  Uiriee  m  my  life 

te^haps  a  straight-laced  critic  would  say,  more  than  twice  or 
.  ice,  judging  by  many  a  bad  line  in  my  pieces,)  tried  to  write 
as  a  dutij.  I  can  only  say  of  the  verses  I  then  wrote,  that  they 
were  not  good — and  in  poetry,  there  is  no  bearing  the  purga- 
torial state  of  mediocrity.  I  am  not  fond  of  being  oongnttulated 
upon  several  pieces  that  appeared  in  •  •  •  *  *,  and  I  have 
vowed  never  to  write  except  when  I  can't  help  it.  One  power, 
however,  is  still  left,  when  wo  abjure  writing  as  a  duty,  vii., 
that  of  guiding  our  imaginations,  as  far  as  they  will  be  piloted, 
to  the  particular  object  we  wish  to  adopt,  I  do  not  despair  of 
feeling,  at  some  happy  moment,  an  enthusiasm  in  tha  Welsh 
air — which  is  indeed  a  fine  strain — that  may  enable  me  to  give 
you  something  worthy  of  your  collection  ;  but  I  cannot  promise, 
with  any  confidence  in  my  own  accidental  propensity  to  rhyme, 
any  song  that  is  yet  unwritten  ;  for  if  I  sat  on  purpote  to  write 
a  song,  I  am  sure  it  would  be  vapid.  There  was  a  man,  indeed, 
who,  if  now  living,  could  have  handled  the  British  harp  with 
the  hand  of  a  master;  and  would  to  God  he  had  lived  to  do 
justice  to  other  music  besides  that  of  Scotland  I  Hie  unpre- 
meditated effusions  of  his  great  mind  cost  him  no  effort — the 
god  was  over  upon  him,  l£e  fadUty  of  his  talents  in  clothing 
music  with  poetry,  must  strike  upon  you — as  I  feel  it  moat 
humbly  myself.— aa  a  bright  contrast  to  that  nncertiun^  of  the 
creative  imagination,  wtuch  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge.  I  feel 
the  gulf  that  divides  us,  and  can  only  regret  my  inatolity.    If 
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tlio  song  on  tho  "Invasion"  bo  of  any  aervico,  it  may  perhaps 
Mill  some  out-of-tho-way  tune.  As  to  tho  Sea-aoiig,  Mr.  Ferrari 
might  have  printed  it  without  my  conaent. 

EveiTthing  here  speaks,  thinks,  and  reminds  ua  of  invasion. 
Our  volunteers  are  under  orders  to  march  at  an  hour's  notJce ; 
that  is  one  reason  why  I  cannot  leave  London,  without  deserting 
my  corps.  Bumors  of  dreadful  import  are  circulated  regarding 
Ireland,  which  may  not  be  printed.  Here,  as  well  as  there,  wiU 
be  a  bloody  tussle.  It  strikes  me  with  an  odd  sensation,  to  see 
the  very  broad^^  humor  of  Old  England  tinged  with  tho 
horrible.  All  our  caricatures  in  the  print  shops  are  red  with 
bloody  figures  of  Buonaparte's  heart  and  brains.  We  shall  soon 
have  the  originals  of  both ;  but  it  is  an  impressive  era  in  that 
spetdes  of  our  history — for  history  will  be  bettor  understood  a 
hundred  yeare  hence  by  caricatures  than  by  annals.  "  Bella — 
horrida  bella — atque  flavum  Tybrim  Bpumantera  sanguine  cer- 
no.''  But  let  us,  my  dear  countryman,  never  think  of  outLving 
our  Uberty !  With  my  best  compliments  to  all  your  family, 
I  am,  dear  sir,  yours, 

Thob.  Campbell. 

In  a  letter  to  his  sister  Mary,  who  had  promptly  fumiahed 
him  with  a  loan  to  meet  his  increased  expenditure  at  this  im- 
portant crisis,  tfao  Poet  thus  lays  open  his  heart  and  prospects : 

TO  MISS  CAMPBELL. 

"  Pmuco,  October  2, 180S. 
"  Hv  D&AR  Mart, 

"  Since  the  receipt  of  your  last — indeed,  your  two  last 
letteiH — I  have  had  a  slight  fever  of  cold,  and  am  to-day,  for 
the  first  time,  on  -mj  tegs  again.  The  money  I  duly  received, 
and  will  send  you  a  draft  on  Mundell  for  it  in  as  short  time  as 
possible.  In  the  meantime  I  feel  ^n-atcful  for  this  temporary 
accommodation,  for  I  cannot  get  in  any  money  from  my  sub- 
Bcribere  bat  guinea  by  guinea,  and  cannot  muster  oven  a  few  of 
these  together.  As  you  know  MunduU  to  be  my  bookseller,  I 
tliought  it  unnecessary  to  say  that  his  house  is  the  dep6t  of  my 
subscriptions. 

"  Your  kind  inquiries  respecting  my  future  prospects,  I  can- 
not answer  with  any  certainty  ;  but  this  I  can  say,  that  if  er-     ■ 
traordinary  croaseB  and  vexations  do  not  break  in  upon  my  peace 
of  mind,  I  shall  feel  myself  entirely  able  to  support  myself  in 
~Yoi..  I.— 16. 
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Lonclon  with  credit  and  Mat.  I  linve  but  few  rivals  in  my  own 
way  in  the  Utcrary  world,  and  find  my  station  in  literature  snch 
as  will,  with  a  very,  very  little  money  in  my  pocket,  (just  sufl^ 
dent  to  get  over  the  necessity  of  asking  for  employment)  enable 
me  to  command  my  own  terms  with  the  booksellers.  It  is  not 
possible,  however,  to  predict  entire  prosperity ;  and  indeed  I 
never  regarded  myself  as  the  child  of  a  lucky  family. 

"  Tlie  plan  I  am  at  present  pursuing  is  the  best  to  insure  iV 
dustry — and  that  is  doing  much.  \Vitbout  a  home,  and  such  it 
home  as  I  have  nom  made  to  myself,  I  declare  it  was  utterly 
impossible  for  me  to  pursue  any  course  of  industry.  Hj  dis- 
position in  sohtude  is  so  prone  to  melancholy,  that  when  I  lived 
alone,  in  lodgings,  I  was  for  days  incapable  of  working  at  the 
slightest  task,  and  could  not  even  stir  out  of  doors.  In  the 
cheerful  company  of  the  lady  1  have  chosen,  1  found  a  perpetual 
torenitj  of  mind,  such  as  no  mixed  or  even  select  society  could 
impart  This  determined  me  to  hazard  everj'thing  for  such  a 
companion. 

"  There  is  every  probability  in  favor  of  my  industry  now ;  fbr 
I  am  habitually  contented  and  disposed  to  wrile  from  morning 
till  night.  Give  me  but  the  continuance  of  this  propensity,  and 
if  vexaUona  from  external  quarters  do  not  come  in  upon  my 
balance  of  mind,  I  shall  ask  no  other  blessing  from  Heaven  but 
the  habit  of  industry.  Luckily,  my  wife  is  as  domestio  as  my- 
self. She  sits  all  day  beside  me  at  her  seam,  and,  except  to  re- 
ceive such  visiters  as  cannot  be  denied,  we  sit  for  ever  at  our 
respective  vocations.  I  a^^k  no  more  from  Heaven  than  to  be 
allowed,  calmly  and  peaceably,  to  work  for  my  bread  in  this 
manner ;  and  if  I  can  only  do  so,  there  is  no  ewthly  doubt  that 
my  circumstances  will  expand — ^not  to  competeucy,  but  to 
wealth.  This  is  a  full  and  true  picture  of  my  present  situation 
»n<l  future  prospects.  •  *  Thob.  CAurBsLL," 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

LETTESB  TO  Dfi.  CUBR[E. 

[Tirni  interrating  lettenv  from  Campbell  to  Dr.  Otnrie,  raulMd  dm 
note  month*  too  Ute  fbr  insertion  acconiing  to  their  d&tea ;  but  ■■  ther 
■re  among  the  beat  and  mmt  diarscteriatic  ever  written  l^  llie  Poet,! 
gladly  avail  mraelf  of  the  permiuioii.  conrejed  lo  me  through  G.  J. 
Duncan,  Esq,  of  Liverpool,  to  la;  Ihem  before  the  public] 

i  Stkaitov  Stkebt,  Londos,  April  IS,  I80S. 
Mr  DiAR  Sir, 

To  have  been  so  long  in  London  witbout  writing  you, 
may  seem  inconsistent  with  the  gratitude  which  I  owe  to  one 
vhose  notice  and  friendship  h&ve  made  me  so  prond  and  so 
happy.  But  by  continually  deferring  the  pleasure  of  addrets- 
ing  you,  till  I  should  enjoy  a  little  tranquillity  of  mind  in  the 
midst  of  this  bustling  scene,  I  have  allowed  days  and  weeks  to 
pass  over  annoticed,  while  my  fncnds  in  Liverpool,  I  fear,  have 
abated  their  esteem,  and  justly  blamed  me  for  my  silence. 

Shortly  after  my  arrival  here,  I  delivered  your  letter  to  Cap- 
tain Graharaa  Moore.  In  addition  to  all  the  kindness  yon  have 
shown  me,  my  dear  Doctor,  I  esteem  it  an  inestimable  favor, 
that  you  have  recommended  me  to  a  friend  so  truly  valuable. 
Captain  and  General  Moore — brothers*  in  worth  as  well  as  re- 
lationship— called  upon  me  in  consequence  of  your  ]ett«r.  "We 
had  a  long  and  interesting  conversation,  and,  I  may  safely  say, 
got  as  well  acquainted  in  a  forenoon  as  ceremonious  visitants 
could  have  been  in  a  twelvemonth.  It  may  seem  egotism  to 
talk  of  the  interest  which  these  respectable  men  seemed  to  take 
in  my  fortune  ;  but  to  yon,  to  whom  I  owe  the  notioe  of  this 
wortny  family,  it  is  but  common  gratitude  to  mention  their  at- 
tention. I  was  so  unfortunate  as  to  miss  Captain  M.  several 
times,  when  he  called  upon  me ;  but  at  parting  he  introduced 
ma  to  his  brother,  the  surgeon,  who  received  me  at  his  house 
Tith  the  fboikest  cwdiality.    Bhould  I  remwn  in  London,  I 

•  See  pp  *«— MO. 
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should  reckon  tliis  ramily  of  tho  Mooros  the  most  valunble  so- 
qu-iinUnca  I  could  culljvnte.  Wherever  I  may  be,  I  shall  al- 
VRya  remember  them  with  esteem. 

Mr.  Koscoe's  iEtroduction  to  Johnson  has  gained  me  the  ac- 
quaintance of  a  Tciy  sensible  and  good  man.  I  have  met  at 
nis  table  Bome  literary  characters  exceedingly  interesting ;  in 
parUcular,  Mr.  Maltlius,  author  of  an  E^y  on  Population — a 
most  ingenious  and  plensaot  man.     In  consequence  of  Johnson's 

invitation,  I  met  wiUi  F i,  but,  entre  nous,  (for  I  would  not 

wish  to  offend  *  *  •  by  animadvereions  on  his  friend),  1  think 
this  painter  of  devils  littlo  better  than  a  devil  in  mind  and  con- 
versation. He  is  disgustingly  conceited  and  overbearing.  Of 
his  talents  in  painting,  I  can  only  judge  from  the  report  of 
others ',  and  his  n.irae  among  the  London  artists  is  not  highly 
respected.  As  to  the  man,  there  is  no  information  to  be  gleaned 
from  his  remarks,  nor  pleasure  to  be  found  in  his  society ;  for 
his  conversation  is  such  a  salmagundi  of  joke  and  earnest,  that 
it  is  impossible  to  relish  either  bis  wit  or  wisdom.  I  can  give 
no  quarter  to  a  satirical  disposition  that  embraces  in  its  stric- 
tures the  most  admirable  characters  of  modem  times.  It  would 
have  scandalized  you  to  have  heard  this  little  buffoonish  railer 
degrading  the  great  name  of  our  admired  Mackintosh,*  a  genius 

who  will  be  read  and  admired,  when 's  gallery  of  paintings 

shall  be  handed  down  to  the  latest  records  of  oblivion. 

I  have  been  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  with  Mackintosh  freqnentlj 
since  my  arrival  in  town.  It  is  only  by  comparison  we  learn  to 
estimate  the  value  of  men.  I  confess  the  more  I  see  <^  this 
wonderful  man,  the  more  I  am  led  to  believe  that  modem  times 
have  not  degenerated  from  the  genius  of  antdquitv,  and  there  is 
an  amiable  simplicity,  natural  to  great  minds,  in  M.'s  dispositJoiia, 
which  commands  esteem  as  well  as  adminttJon.  Though  I  can- 
not entirely  like  the  combat  of  conversation  which  Mr.U.  is  so 
fond  of  maintaining  at  the  King  of  Clubs,  yet  I  long  once  mora 
to  behold  these  Knights  of  Literature  sporting  at  their  jonsts 
and  tournaments  in  that  brilliant  circle. 

Among  tJie  many  people  in  London  who  boast  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, I  have  become  acquwntai  with  Telford,  the  engi- 
neer— "a  fellow  of  infinite  humor,"  and  a  strong  enterprising 
mind.  He  has  almost  made  mo  a  bridge-builder  already ;  at 
least  he  has  inspired  me  with  new  sensations  of  interest  m  \ha 
improvement  and  oraamont  of  our  country.    Have  you  seen  his 

*  F(s  Hackintoah'a  opinion  of  the  Pod,  sec  Aitbidix. 
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plan  of  London  Bridge — or  his  scheme  for  a  new  cuul  in  Uw 
North  HighlandB — wLich  will  unite,  if  put  in  effect,  our  EsBtem 
md  Atluitio  oommeroe,  and  render  Scotland  the  very  emporium 
of  navigation  I  Telford  ia  a  most  OBefuI  cicerone  in  London. 
He  is  BO  univenaliy  acquunted,  and  bo  popular  in  his  manners, 
that  he  can  introduce  one  to  all  kind«  of  noveltf,  and  all  de- 
.  ecriptJons  of  interesdng  society.  He  has  made  me  so  well  ac- 
quainted with  Chamberliun,  the  King's  librarian,  that  I  have 
access  at  all  times  to  see  the  library  and  pictures.  This,  I  assore 
you,  is  DO  slight  privilege  ;  you  may  spend  a  whole  day  with 
delight  among  the  genuine  drawings  of  Michael  Angelo,  and 
Leonardo  da  Vinci,  of  which  George  has  a  collection,  I  suppose, 
worth  half  a  million  of  money.  Some  of  th«ee  inestimable 
oHginalB  have  been  engraved  by  Bartolozzi.  Among  the  works 
of  Leonardo  there  is  a  head  of  Hannibal,  which  seems  animated 
with  a  soul  much  more  than  human.  I  was  one  of  a  large 
party  who  surveyed  this  astonishing  countenance,  and  I  remem- 
ber, when  Chamberlain  lifted  the  silk-paper  covering,  an  invol- 
untary start  of  admiration  struck  every  one  of  the  spectators  as 
if  we  had  all  been  electrified.  What  think  you  of  Chamber- 
lain's politeness }  He  has  made  me  a  present  of  a  copy  of  this 
sublime  production,  which  some  artists  of  great  skill,  who  have 
seen  it,  pronounce  the  finest  engraving  of  modem  times,  upon 
the  finest  head  of  antiquity. 

Mrs.  Hodgson  has  sent  me  very  &vorable  acconnts  of  the 
success  of  my  proposals*  in  Liverpool.  I  am  sure  tlte  namo  of 
liverpool  never  comes  into  my  mind  but  with  the  strongest  as- 
sodations  of  gratitude,  when  I  consider  the  kindness  I  have  ex- 
perienced from  your  hospitable  circle.  Present  my  best  coro- 
plimenls  to  Mrs.  Currie,  and  my  Iriend  Wallsce.  Remember 
me  to' Mrs.  Duncan,  Mrs.  D'Aguilar,  Mrs.  Laurence,  and  the 
worthy  femily  of  the  Slaters ;  and  believe  me,  my  dear  Dr. 
Cnrrie,  with  sincere  respect,  T.  C. 

Mr.  Clarke  has  now  left  London.  I  meant  to  have  written  to 
Mr.  Boecoe  by  him  ;  but  this  London  regularly  unhinges  all  the 
wheels  of  my  recollection ;  and,  as  Young  says,  "  Procrastina- 
tion is  the  thief  of  time."  T.  C. 

Uma,  Sept.  4,  ISOS. 
Ut  dkar  Bib, 

By  travelling  different  roads  your  first  and  second  lettcora 
ware  transposed  in  the  order  of  their  arrival     I  thank  you  with 
•  SnbsoiptMn  Editkn. 
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a  due  sense  of  respect  for  the  errora  you  have  pointed  out  in  my 
"Celtic  Warrior."*  Correction  of  this  hasty  piece  comes  to 
me  now,  not  as  choice,  but  as  &  duty ;  not  for  ornament,  but  for 
use,  to  cover  iU  naked  defects.  ITie  red,  rtd,  rerf  is  a  glaring 
impropriety  ;  and  the  eoek-erow  of  victory,  if  I  were  disposed  to 
make  a  low-Iifcd  pun,  I  would  say,  is  an  affected  piece  of  Oalli- 
can  extravagance,  only  fit  to  be  endured  when  the  mind  has 
been  blown  up  to  a  white  heat  of  extravagance.  As  to  the  last 
lines  of  "  Lochiel,"  they  are  the  tioH  me  tangere  of  my  self-sat- 
iafnctioii ;  and  if  all  thu  world  should  laugh  at  him,  I  will  not 
move  one  joint,  or  limb,  of  his  dying  posture  !  He  shall  die, 
as  he  has  fallen,  with  his  face  to  heaven  !  Now,  behold  with 
what  an  air  t  stalk  upon  the  stilts  of  egotism  and  self-impor- 
tance 1 

I  write  you  now  from  Minto.  His  lordship,  desirous  that  I 
should  enjoy  "  otium  cum  dignitate,"  wished  me  to  spend  the 
summer  at  this  country  retirement,  and  begin  a  poetical  work 
of  some  importance.  There  was  much  kindness  in  this  plan 
for  my  happiness  and  improvement;  but  many  circumstancea 
iuJuced  rae  to  prefer  Edinburgh  for  a  residence.  I  have,  there- 
fore, only  come  for  a  visit  of  ten  or  twelve  days. 

Lord  Minto's  company  is  uniformly  agreeable ;  he  is  the  least 
moody  man  I  ever  saw ;  and  his  convcrsaldon,  when  you  get 
him  by  himself,  (though  he  affects  neither  wit  nor  learning,)  is 
replete  with  sincere  enthusiasm,  and  abundance  of  original  in- 
formation. Few  have  carried  off  so  much  knowledge,  even 
from  so  wide  a  field,  as  his  experience  has  afforded.  But  still 
this  is  a  lord's  house — although  hU.  liis  time  is  so  much  em- 
ployed  with  strangers — fashionable,  proud  folks — 'who  have  a 
slang  of  conversation  among  themselves,  as  unintelligible  to 
plain,  sober  beings,  as  the  cant  of  the  gipsies,  and  probably  not 
BO  amusing,  if  one  did  understand  It.  A  man  of  my  lowly 
breeding  feels  in  their  company  a  little  of  what  Burke  calls 
proud  humility,  or  rather  humble  contempt;  for  I  declare  I 
have  not  heard  a  sentence  of  either  good  sense  or  amusing  non- 
sense from  any  of  our  guests,  except  from  Lady  Malmeabury, 
who  is  a  shrewd  and  liberal-minded  woman :  she  is  like  you,  a 
very  hearty  despiser  of  the 's. 

Lord  Minto's  unaffected  behavior  is  a  striking  contrast  to  thoM 
about  him.  He  has  all  the  kindness  and  sympathies  of  refined 
and  middling  life.    This  is  cerl^nly  not  the  predominant  chaiao- 

•- Lochiel'    See  pp  !!0-8a«. 
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ter  in  aristocracy.  It  haa  often  astonished  me  to  see  wliat  a  cold, 
repuUive  atmoepbere  Ibat  Utile  thing  called  qualiti/  can  spread 
around  itself,  and  make  us  believe  th&t  it  exists  at  least  as  a  ne- 
gative quality — like  th^  of  cold.  But  like  all  other  little  pas- 
sions, this  kauttvr  is  very  cowardly, — a  little  indifference  on  the 
side,  of  the  vulgar  makes  those  minionB  of  fiuhion  open  their 
eyes,  half  shut  with  affectation  of  pur-blindness,  and  look  at 
least  more  mpectfiilly.  As  to  conversation,  with  the  generalitr 
of  them,  it  is  not  worth  courting — for  their  minds  are  not  filled, 
but  dilated.  And  the  human  mind,  at  a  certain  elevation  of 
rank,  grows  more  tMuren  than  the  summit  of  the  Alps  or  Apen- 
nines. 

The  scenery  uound  this  place  b  a  real  consolation.  It  is  well 
wooded  and  pastoral.  On  my  way  to  Minto  I  stopt  to  view  the 
beautiful  ruins  of  Melrose  Abbey.  Association  (as  the  angel 
of  taste — Alison — has  shown)  is  the  foundation  of  our  pleasure 
in  contemplating  beanty  and  sublimity.  My  associations,  I  cou- 
iess,  were  picturesque  and  pleasant  to  a  high  degree  in  looking, 
with  "a  wnite,  upturned,  and  wondering  eye,"  to  those  relica 
of  &llen  grandeur ;  Sir  William  Jones's  remark  upon  the  origin 
of  Gothic  architecture  came  strongly  upon  uy  mind.  Leaving 
their  sacred  groves,  the  first  haunts  of  superstition,  men  mnst 
have  tried  to  imitate  those  temples  of  nature  in  temples  of 
stone.  Hence  the  arched  window,  and  the  long  avenues  of 
checkered  light  and  shade  so  umilar  to  the  gloom  of  woodland 
scenery.* 

There  are  ideas  naturally  assodated  with  its  shape  and  struc- 
ture :  as  a  monument  of  former  times,  it  cannot  but  excite  onr 
wonder,  that,  in  an  age  so  barbarous,  and  in  a  country  thread- 
bare with  invasions,  so  much  magnificence  could  either  rise  or 
continue.  Scotland  in  the  eleventh  century  could  erect  the  Ab- 
bey of  Melrose,  and  in  the  nineteenth  could  not  finish  the  Col- 
1^  of  Edinburgh  I  But  architecture,  hVe  poetry,  is  the  nursling 
of  religion ;  and  therefore  may  start  up  to  maturity,  when  the 
human  mind  is  in  the  strength  of  its  barbarity.  Painting  and 
music  come  in  later  to  the  aid  of  luxury — at  least  we  have  seen 
Gothic  architecture  in  Europe  long  antecedent  to  either  :  they 
are  prot^ees  of  wealth  and  aristocracy,  whoso  protection  genuine 
poetry  never  needed. 

You  have  by  this  time,  I  suppose,  both  enjoyed  and  parted 
with  the  society  of  your  worthy  Captain  Moore.     I  congrata- 

•  BMp.tST.M«rtolfr.Alitoa,Avg.>8- 
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late  yoa  upon  all  tlie  pleasant  hours  yon  miut  have  apent  witb 
a  benignant  soul,  who  makes  ona  in  love  with  human  nature. 
I  return  to  Ediuburgh  next  week,  to  a  circle  or  frienda  whose 
hearts  have  the  honor  of  resembling  big.  Of  theae,  I  wish  you 
knew  my  friend  Alison ;  but  of  him  I  will  indulge  myself  in 
saying  more  hereal^er. 

Fray  do  not  let  "  Lochiel"  be  seen  in  his  present  state.  I 
am  renewing  tlie  poem,  and  will  send  it  to  you  very  soon.  In- 
deed I  wish,  if  there  be  any  copies  abroad,  and  revocable,  that 
they  were  suppressed,  till  I  can  do  myself  more  justice  in  a  new 
edition  of  this  premature  piece.  Present  my  sincereat  compli- 
menta  to  Mrs.  Currie  and  Mr.  Wallace.  Remember  me  to  the 
U'Aguilais  and  Mrs.  Hodgson.  Favor  me  with  a  letter  soon ; 
and  believe  me,  with  grateful  esteem,  yours. 

Thou  AS  Campbsll. 

Miss  Mackintosh  of  Glasgow  has  written  me  a  scold  for  a 
transgression  long  past,  though  I  am  afriud,  from  being  generally 
known,  not  soon  to  be  forgotten — \iz :  my  being  long  in  Lon- 
don without  writing  you.  I  am  sure  you  have  charity  to  for- 
give me  for  this  piece  of  procrastination,  of  which  the  state  of 
my  animal  spiriti  makes  me  often  guilty  when  my  heart  is  not 
in  fault.  But  it  is  disgraceful  to  me  that  I  have  been  known 
to  neglect  the  duty  I  owe  to  so  kind  a  friend.  Salem,  my  dear 
Dr.  Currie — peace  be  ever  between  us  t  T.  C. 


CoBBiDOE,  BY  NEWOASTLE-cNma-Lnti,  Marek  2d,  1B08. 

Mr  DEAR  Sir, 

If  Gillespie  should  be  off,  I  must  trouble  yon  to  take  a 
parental  charge  of  my  orphan  epistle  to  Archibald.* 

I  had  a  wearisome  journey  to  Newcastle,  and  wretched  so- 
ciety in  the  long  coach.  At  five  in  the  morning,  I  found  no  inn 
open  but  the  accursed  Crown — huiic  tii  Romant  cavtto!  Dirt 
and  misery,  why  are  yo  the  reprofiehes  of  Scotland !  I  was 
laid  on  a  8ock-bed  at  the  vile  Crown  of  Newcastle  ;  my  prayers 
were  disturbed  by  the  profane  swearing  of  coachmen  and 
carriers ;  and  when  sleep  came  at  last,  it  was  annoyed  by  a 
John-Bull  song,  bawling  through  the  streets  to  the  choms  of 
"  Gooseberry  tarts."  Gutey  proud  people — we  sing  songs  in 
Scotland  about  lier  natnre  and  lovo  t  There,  one  should  have 
been  wakened  with  some  note*  of  "  Through  the  wood,  lad^e," 

*  Hit  brother  Ardubald  OsmpbeD.  k  ^ngioia.  p.  41.~ 
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or  "  Down  the  bum,  Davy  V — but  here,  there  is  no  aaog  bat 
"  Roast  Beef,"  or  "  Gooeebeny  tarts !" — Wretched  aad  unretted 
I  BTooe  to  breali&st,  and  departed  for  Cobridge,  and  found  mv 
friend  the  Potter  in  the  mit^t  of  his  pots  and  pans.  All  one  ■ 
happiness  here  must  be  drawn  &om  internal  resouroes,  from  the 
pleasures  of  meditation  at  the  fireside, — reading,  conversation, 
and  drinking  their  ambroeial  brown  ale,  which  excels  all  that  I 
have  ever  tasted.  Of  these  resources  Stevenson's*  house  is  not 
destitute.  The  roads  are  so  deep,  that  one  can  hardly  drag  a 
pair  of  heavy  shoes  along  tiicni.  The  forenoon  froes  over  so- 
berly ;  bnt  at  evening  the  sober-toaldng  English  hall  blazes  widi 
a  large  fire,  and  the  neighboring  potters  aaaemble  to  join  in  the 
feast  of  reason,  and  the  flow  of  ale.  They  are  the  plainest  and 
pleasantest  men  you  can  meet  with.  I  can  give  you  no  better 
proof  of  their  good  sense  than  being  so  fond  of  my  society  as 
to  send  me  innumerable  invitations,  and  pressing  me  to  stop 
with  them  till  summer.  I  must  really  immortalize  them  l^ 
writing  distiches  for  their  decanters  and  teapots  1  Two  hterary 
characters  were  introduced  to  our  meetings : — one  of  them  a 
plain,  sensible  man ;  hut  the  other,  overwhelmed  with  the  rep- 
utation he  had  guned  by  carrying  a  Greek  testament  to  the 
church  on  Sundays.  This  place,  to  be  sure,  is  not  yet  a  hot- 
bed of  lctt«i8,  for  all  the  fiimac«s  it  contains.f 

Yet  the  Potteries  oontun,  at  least  as  &r  as  I  can  juc^e,  a 
worUiy  and  respectable  population — not  crowded  into  one  taige 
and  vicious  town,  but  scattered  over  a  surface  of  eight  or  ten 
miles,  divided  into  viUages,  where  industry,  wealth,  health,  and 
happiness  eeem  to  reign — if  one  may  judge  by  the  full,  &ir 
loolu,  and  decent  demeanor  of  the  people,  llie  men  are  large, 
■nd  apparently  athletic.  Stevenson  says  that  few  of  them  earn 
leas  than  one  guinea  a  week,  which,  at  the  present  rate  of  pro- 
visions, affords  them  plenty  of  ale  and  animal  food.  Many  of 
them  work  for  two  guineas  a  week ;  yet  their  dissipation  is  never 
ezceesive,  as  in  other  manufactories,  and  no  neighborhood  ^vtB 
fewer  subjects  to  the  whip  and  the  gallows.  The  population  of 
the  Potteries  is  held  to  be  36,000.  Two  phenomena  in  Stafford- 
diire  remind  one  of  Scotland — oaten  bread,  not  made  Uke  om 
girdle-cakes,  but  baked  after  the  duntier  fashion  of  our  supple 
acoues.  The  other  is  their  language,  which  abounds  in  teumuu 
and  atnwM : — "  Na,  na,  maun ;  we  muD  tak'  a  point  of  ale  and 
a  poik-poy.    Thy  stomach  is  very  nish,  maun."    Thdv  intona- 
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tJoDs  exceed  ail  that  I  have  beard,  except  in  honest '■ 

conversation. 

My  young  friend  Arthur's  relatiouB  and  family  are  the  genteel- 
Mt  in  our  neighborhood.  They  are  highly  delizhted  with  his 
tour,  and  principally  pleased  with  the  atUntion  he  met  with  in 
Liverpool.  The  favor  I  did  to  him  in  introducing  him  at  your 
hoime  has  made  his  mother  (and  a  proud  woman  she  is  of  her 
son)  my  warm  friend.  She  has  consulted  me  about  his  educn- 
tion.  I  said  I  would  wribe  to  consult  your  opinion,  but  in  tho 
mean  time  hazard  my  own.  She  proposed  sending  him  to  Ox- 
ford or  Cambridge.  I  recommended  Glasgow  or  Edinburgh,  n 
fitted,  if  not  so  well  for  perfection  in  Greek  and  Latin,  yet  for 
affording  opportunities  of  learning  everything ;  and  young  Bur- 
rows's  mind  will  naturally  turn  from  its  wonderful  ripeness  and 
versatility  to  many  branches  of  art  and  science.  Don't  you 
tliliik  our  college  of  Edinburgh  a  better  place  (or  diTerufied 

Finally,  to  conclude  my  synopsis  of  Staffordshire. — ^There  ia 
to  be  an  elegant  assembly  to-morrow  at  Cobridge,  where  I  pro- 
pose doing  myself  the  honor  of  sportiug  a  ehapeatt  brat,  and 
leading  a  Stadbrdshire  lady  down  the  mazes  of  a  country  dance. 
What  may  bo  the  important  effects  of  this  impending  event  it  is 
not  fur  us  to  predict :  it  must  be  calmly  waited  for,  as  it  lies  hid 
in  the  bosom  of  futurity.  But  whatever  events  it  produce,  my 
resolution  is  tirmly  fixed  to  show  them  the  erudition  of  my  h«eU, 
and  to  danc«  with  all  the  energy  tliat  can  assert  the  reputation 
of  my  country !  Friday  morning  shall  see  me  depart  for  Bir- 
mingham, where  if  I  stop,  it  shall  only  be  for  an  hour  to  shake 
hands  with  Gregory  Watt,  ray  old  school  oompanioo.  Adieu, 
m^y  dear  Doctor.  Let  me  live  in  spite  of  all  my  folly,  in  tho  land 
remembrance  of  you  and  your  esteemed  &mily.  T.  C 


CoBaiMK,  FOntaiy  UA,  180>. 
Mr  DEAR  Grahaio, 

In  the  Potteries  landed  at  last,  I  sit  down  beaida  the 
"roomy  fireside''  of  our  worthy  Potter,  to  send  you  my  best 
assurance  that  no  removal  from  home  to  England — from  F^gland 
to  France — or  from  Europe  to  Asia— shall  ever  obhterata  from 
my  thoughts  that  remembrance  of  your  friendship,  which  I  ought 
both  to  cultivate  in  ray  heart  and  eipress  in  ray  oorreapondence. 
Forgive  my  formal  affidavit-looking  declaration  of  this  my  reso- 
lution— always  to  cherish  your  remembranee,  becauH  I  tun  still 
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in  i^  natJTe  soil,  and  Btill  taking  on  adieu  of  you  I  Grabtuae 
ftnd  Richardson !  ye  good  ones  of  the  e&rth — ye  crutches  of  my 
eziBt«nce — ^ye  worthy  PenaUs!  who,  under  the  tptdmu prtlmiiet 
of  drinking  nle  and  toddy,  have  bo  often  sat  with  me  till  lau^ 
ing  made  me  mad  and  .  .  .  .* 


SikLOPUM,  LOKDOH,  iZd  MoTfk,  IBOS. 

Ut  deab  Sir, 

The  prerailing  influenza  has  confined  me  to  my  bed  and 
bed-toom,  for  many  days  since  my  amval.f  A  dreadful  lasri- 
tnde,  stupor  of  head,  and  weakness  of  nerves  are  its  conTsJe*- 
cent  symptoms.  Under  the  pressure  of  these  I  now  write  to 
you.  I  sincerely  hope  the  complaint,  which  I  understand  is 
rather  endemical  than  epidemical,  has  not  reached  Liverpool — 
more  especially  the  individuals  of  your  household  and  society^ 
on  whose  account  I  am  peculiarly  attached  to  the  place. 

War  is  threatening  again  to  disturb  the  happiness  of  Eurcnie, 
and  prevent  me  from  going  to  France ! !  I  Bella,  horrida  beltal 
But  I  do  not  mean  waiting  until  the  balance  of  Europe  be  ad- 
justod,  or  I  may  wait  long  enough.  I  am  detonnined  to  be  off 
▼erf  soon.     My  Book  goes  on  flourishingly. 

What  think  you,  my  dear  Doctor,  of  our  impending  danger 

.  .  .  X  I^t  night  I  ventured  abroad  at  night  for  the  vni 
time,  hut  got  squeezed  in  the  crowd — overheated,  and  conse- 
quently the  worse  for  it  to-day. — lliis  is  the  second  play  I  have 
seen  damned,  from  the  chasto  pen  of  Lewis,  I  mean  the  (f).  It 
was  a  bedlam  monodrama. 

On  consulting  my  state  papeis  when  I  arrived — I  missed  the 
address  of  that  house  on  whom  you  were  so  kind  as  to  give  me 
a  draft.  I  have  lost  it  (I  am  afraid)  entirely ; — what  a  merCT- 
it  is  I  received  no  bill — Well,  this  must  teach  me  caution.  Wul 
you  hare  tiie  goodness  to  send  me  this  requisite  address  as  soon 
as  yon  can  find  leisure  to  drop  me  a  few  Unes )  I  hope  to  write 
yon  next  from  the  "  bleak  shore  that  hears  the  German  Ocean 
roar."  T.  C. 

*  "  Scrap  matched  from  Tom  Campbell,  when  oosvint  to  Ralph  SterBo- 
n  al  Oobri<^  Febniaiy  Mlh,  180B,  to  James  Qnhame,  Edmbar^' — 
ote  In  Mr.  SteveiuoD. 


Kote  In  Mr.  S 

f  Pi««s  S4»-S50,  letter  to  Hr.  BicbardMD.    Anil  KL 

%  Tb»  Ihoi^^  that  hew  fallow  aa  Ireland,  are  sxpssMi  j  m  his  Wter  to 

Ut.  Alinn.  ps«eB  MS-848. 
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LCHtMKi,  IM^]  lUK  U0>- 
My  DBAB  Doctor  Cubkik, 

Your  friendly  letter  pnt  a  bill  of  rights  in  my  hand  -,  all 
is  finally  and  happily  concluded.  You  hare  my  warmest  thanka 
for  doing  mo  the  noblest  ofGca  that  friendship  is  called  npon  to 
perform,  Aa  to  vny  intended  change  of  life,  it  bcgioi  with  a 
uaah  of  romance  quite  sufficient  for  a  modern  novel,  for  the 
lady's  name  is  Matilda — and  we  intend  to  live  in  a  cottage. — 
What  more  romance  would  you  wish  for  ! — a  poet,  a  Qottage,  a 
fine  name,  and  a  fortuuclesa  macriaga. — It  will  set  many  in 
empty  head  a  shaking  to  devise  by  what  infatuation  the  poor 
youth  has  set  his  face  against  the  ills  of  life,  witli  this  increase  of 
responsibility  !  But  it  is  bappy  that  human  prosperity  doea  not 
depend  upon  frigid  maxims.  A  strong  and  virtuous  motive  to 
ezertjon  is  worth  uncounted  thonnands,  for  encountering  life  with 
advantage. 

I  felt  in  your  last  (he  juetice  of  your  complunt  agmnat  my 
desultory  correspondence  which,  comet-like,  Eeems  to  depend 
upon  no  law,  and  to  answer  no  calcnlaUon.  In  dissecldn^  my 
own  mind  to  detect,  and  avow,  tbe  cause  of  thia  irr^ulanty,! 
can  assure  you  I  find  no  such  thing  as  real  neglect  to  be  tbe 
cause  of  that  which  is  apparent. — I  do  not  pass  a  day  without 
communing  (thoughtwise)  cordially,  affectionately,  and,  much  to 
my  entertainment,  with  either  you,  or  Alison,  or  some  of  my 
b^t  friends,  whose  correspondence  and  writings  are  neceaaarily 
connected  with  every  interesting  subject  of  my  reflections.  I  pass 
with  yoo  many  an  hour  explaining  my  plans  of  Ufe,  dilating  on 
topics  of  taste,  describing  London — and  telhng  of  "  all  I  felt 
and  all  I  saw."  But  this  waste  of  time  and  thought — which 
like  my  invelerat«  trick  of  biting  my  muls,  is  a  solitsjy  rioe,  and 
likely  to  attend  the  sin  of  writing  poetry — this  castle-building 
propensity,  which  peoples  chwre  with  social  and  amnaine 
j>resenceB,  never  can  exert  itself  in  peopling  my  letters  witE 
ideas  I  There  is  so  much  of  the  wild-goat  in  my  thit^ltjig  fiicalty, 
that  if  I  indulged  it,  I  should  begin  a  letter  with  aeknowledging 
the  receipt  of  yours,  and  end  with  an  essay  on  the  iuvauon. 
You  have  the  helm  of  your  own  tbougkla  and  cannot  much  le- 
spect  mine,  which  have  neither  helm  nor  rudder. 

Well,  you  will  say — for  you  have  a  most  uncatholic  van  of 
toleration — give  me  your  thoughts  in  their  rsmbling,  undrilled, 
undisciplined  disorder ! — ^l^ere  ought  to  he  a  frankneas  in  bn- 
man  nature  fit  to  communicate  all  its  thoaghto  raid  feplinga  in 
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tiiu  state  of  deshabille — or  rather  to  give  our  thoughts  in  lli^ 
native  habUiment ;  bat  I  am  one  of  my  countrymen — a  true 
EugliabmaQ  in  this  unfortunate  feeling.  In  the  happy  mo- 
menta of  my  existence  I  have  much  to  communicate — for  my 
whole  spirit  has  then  a  pleasure,  and  strength  of  thought,  that 
gives  a  value  to  existence.  K I  sat  down  to  address  you  in  that 
state  I  could  be  worthy  of  your  correspondeooe  for  one  quality, 
viz.,  frankness.  My  mind  could  throw  itaelf  off  upon  my  paper 
as  a  &esh,  and  proof-copy.  But  the  mischief  ia  I  retpeet  you.  I 
am  afraid  of  prattling  to  you,  and  for  fear  of  that  I  cat  say 
nothing.  Worse  than  all  this,  I  have  another  fault  of  true  Eng- 
lish temperament.  When  the  world  croeses  me — when  I  have 
made  a  visit  of  disgusting  form — have  disobliged  a  good  ac- 
quuntance — rubbed  shoulders  with  a  bad  one, — or  have  a 
uight  headach  or  derangement  of  stomach — the  duty  of  pro- 
priety, and  above  all  in  correspondence,  stares  me  in  the  face 
like  a  goi^n. — Every  motion  of  my  mind  grows  cramped  and 
ongracefiu.  I  lose  confidence  in  myself  and  the  world.  If  you 
had  a  letter  from  me  in  that  state  it  would  be  as  formal  as  a 
burial  letter ;  the  consciousness  of  this  defect  does  not  help  to 
remove  it.  A  mou  may  have  the  .  .*  and  yet  be  nothing 
the  better.  I  thought  this  malady  of  Metempsychosis  peculiai 
to  one  unhappy  being.  I  believe  I  did  not  mention  it  to  any 
one,  for  if  I  bad  obswved  any  symptom  of  it  in  others,  it  was  in 
some  bad  characters,  whom  I  did  not  like  myself  for  resembling. 
But  1  found  it  lately,  by  the  confession  of  a  candid  and  worthy 
man,  in  one  who  is  more  than  my  fellow-creature  in  this  failing, 
at  he  has  it  even  worse  than  myself.  I  have  even  been  recon- 
ciled to  it  from  seeing  it  the  concomitant  of  a  mind,  perhaps  the 
finest  I  ever  met  with.  The  person  I  speak  of  is  Thom.  Wedge- 
wood — the  son  of  the  Potter,  of  whom  you  have  heard,  aalke 
la  known  to  literary  people. 

We  have  been  sometime  well  acquainted ;  and  from  finding 
him  a  man  above  par,  I  was  fond  of  his  conversation.  We  met 
one  day  both  in  a  cold  and  cramped  state  of  Metempaychosis.  He 
was  cramped  with  bad  health,  and  I  was  crossed  with  my  love 
affair;  and.  our  conversation  got  upon  this  subject.  We  both 
dechumed  upon  the  same  malady ;  and  for  once  in  my  li&  I 
fbund  one  who  understood  the  fault  of  it  completely.  Of  this  I 
have  said  enough — perhaps  bothered  you  with  auricular  con- 
fession too  mnoh. — But  I  cannot  help  noticing  poor  Wedgewood 

•  Bbok  in  the  oripnl  Mttr. 
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— a  strange  and  wonderful  being.  Full  of  goodness,  benevo- 
lence, witb  a  mind  stored  with  ideas — with  Metapbysics — tha 
meet  exquisitely  line  I  ever  heard  delivered ;  a  man  of  wonder- 
ful talents,  a  ta«t  of  taste,  acute  beyond  description — willi  even 
good-nature  and  mild  manners,  he  is  not  hnppy.  I  thought 
till  I  saw  bim,  that  happiness  was  to  be  defeated  b;  no  other 
circumstances  than  weakness — vice— or  an  uncommanded  tem- 
per. But  of  my  nonsense  there  is  no  end.  Believe  m«  most 
sincerely  yoms.  T,  C. 

Jfovemder  SOfA,  1808. 

Mt  hear  Doctor  Curbib, 

This  will  arrive  by  the  fair  hands  of  a  new-made  uster 
Eupbemia*^who  was  made  my  sister  as  Eve  was  made  to 
Adam,  by  means  of  my  rib.  From  your  usual  kinduess  in  an- 
swering my  letter  as  quick  as  shot,  I  have  reason  to  think  yoa 
have  written  to  me  before  now  ;  but,  having  confined  myself  to 
my  little  abode  in  Pimlicofor  some  weeks,  without  sending  to 
my  booksellers,f  to  whose  care  my  letters  usually  come,  I  may 
have  these  uncounted  treasures  of  correspondence  to  open.  Thx 
seems  an  unaccountable  procedure — It  does  so  to  myself— that  I 
should  have  for  one  month  buried  myself  in  most  hermeticAl 
seclusion.  But  such  b  hitherto  the  effect  of  matrimony  I  I 
verily  believe  it  has  changed  me  like  the  anrifying  touch  of 
Midas,  from  dross  to  gold.  Last  summer  I  was  an  idle  d<^; 
this  summer  I  am  a  sober  industrious  man,  working  for  lay 
wife  and  family  twelve  houre— K»mposing  nearly  a  sheet  a  day. 
Alas,  not  poety — but  humble  anonymous  prose.  Deatia«d  to 
face  the  world  unclaimed,  unnamed,  like  a  babe  in  the  Found- 
ling Hospital. 

1  feel  considerable  pride  in  being  able  to  boast  of  so  much 
happiness  ;  for  the  power  of  working  I  consider  as  the  touch- 
stone of  happiness — liecause  I  have  found  what  I  have  little 
fear  in  continuing  to  find,  a  safe  home  from  one  half  of  th» 
miseries  of  life.  And  because  tbia  change  is  in  consequence  of 
taking  a  resolution  in  contradiction  to  all  the  fixed  opmiona  of 
mankind,  many  pious  ejaculations  of  sympathy  were  uttered  on 
hearing  of  the  poor  thoughtless  young  folks,  who  had  married 
with  a  nothing  of  a  fortune.  My  friends  and  relationa  in  Soot- 
land  have  strewed  ashee  npon  their  heads,  and  deplored  me  m 
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lost  I  But  thpy  may  wipe  their  eyee  and  cheer  up,  for  never 
did  a  more  contented  little  couple  ut  in  their  Lilliputiui  parl<»-, 
adapted  in  exact  proportion  to  their  sizea  and  ambition.  There 
is  a  drairing-room  to  be  sure,  beeidee  the  parlor,  in  whjcb  the 
extravagant  tast^  of  my  wife  has  robbed  Famasaua  of  half  ila 
mines  to  purchaae  the  decoration  of  a  b^ionable  red  carpet, 
croM«d  with  black  aft^  the  clasaical  fumiturical  fashion  of  Gen- 
eral Knox,  with  yellow  coahioned  chairs  and  bell  ropea — genteel 
enough  to  hang  Buonaparte.  But  on  this  sanctum  tanclorum, 
save  on  Sunday  noon,  or  Bolema  visit,  never  human  foot  in- 
trudes—no breath  of  sooty  smoke  dims  the  brightness  of  the 
steel  grate,  nor  drop  of  candle-^ase  befouls  Ibo  purpurtum 
lumtn  of  my  carpet  Were  its  complexion  spoilt,  I  believe  it 
would  send  my  wife  to  Bedlam.  The  other  room — if  room  it 
may  be  called,  which  is  liker  a  closet — gives  a  more  lively  im- 
age of  what  the  panning  newspaper  lately  called  a  Itfterary  room ; 
for  it  contuns  a  motley  mixture  of  books  and  papers — seams 
and  work-basketa — scisson  and  penknives.  These  descriptiona 
are  like  the  circumscribed  range  of  my  ideaa,  certainly  unim- 
portant and  trifling.    Yet  that  iittU  ihingt  art  great  to  littUmm. 

It  is  wonderful  how  keeping  a  little  within  doore  intereata 
one  in  objects  which  before  seemed  unworthy  of  a  thought 
Turning  from  dry  reading  and  writing,  which  were  insufferable 
but  for  "  Buri  sacra  fames,"  I  ent«r  with  solemn  and  attentive 
intereet  into  the  deep  discussions  which  arrest  the  attention  of 
our  cabinet  upon  the  purchasing  of  a  saucepan,  the  change  of 
a  butcher  or  baker,  or — what  ia  analogous  in  state  affairs  to  the 
changing  of  a  ministry — the  merit  or  demerit  of  a  servant    At 

preaent  our  ministry  have  been  found  as  deficient  as  Mr.  A ton 

in  genius  and  in  pubUc  spirit,  and  as  corruptible  as  Sir  Robert 

in  the  management  of  finances.     Oh  I  for  a  Chatham  or 

a  Pelham  to  fill  the  place  of  the  resigneea  1 

My  sister  Euphemia  is  on  the  eve  of  setting  off  with  the  ac- 
complished Billy  B^.  I  suppose  he  ia  the  relation  of  Elfi  B^, 
from  the  aimilaiity  of  their  names,  I  would  not  omit  this  op- 
portunity of  scratching  my  name  on  paper  (has^r  and  stupid 
aa  my  letter  must  seem  to  you)  in  testimony  of  the  remem- 
brance I  ihall  ever  rettun  of  the  affection  I  owe  you.       T.  C. 

26  TIffeb  EiTOM  Stuct,  Fulioo,  January  !S,  1804. 
Ml  DKAB  Friend, 

Tour  last  welcome  sheet  contained  everything  that  waa 
Mlcnlsted  to  communicate  pleasure,  aave  only  the  account  you 
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five  of  your  own  Lealth  and  constitution.  The  effect  which  it 
ad  upon  my  mind  was  deeply  interesting  in  proportion  to  the 
alarm  I  felt  for  one  of  my  few  and  firm  friends— one  who  has 
taken  my  hand  and  helped  me  over  the  steppii^-stones  of  my 
entrance  on  public  life,  like  a  father  or  a  brother.     .     •    . 

Though  there  is  no  man  I  am  less  inclined  to  suspect  than  your- 
self of  phantasmagoria  in  the  brain,  I  think  you  are  hypt  on 
this  occasion.  Forgive  me,  my  revered  friend ;  I  have  no  right 
to  speak  in  this  style ;  but  wnen  I  consider  the  exertions  you 
make  in  your  profession,  in  Utcrature,  in  correspondence,  how 
is  it  possible  that  you  should  not  be  exhausted  at  times  ?  The 
wonder  is  to  me,  that,  instead  of  occasional  exhaustion,  a  life  of 
such  exertion  does  not  leave  you  with  habitual  debility  and  but 
occasional  energy.  You  flatter  me  by  asking  what  restoratiTe 
I  can  devise.  I  could  wager  more  wealth  than  ever  poet  owned, 
that  less  reading  and  less  writing — these  two  important  minuses 
in  the  employment  of  a  literary  man — ^would  set  the  whole  Al- 
gebra of  your  animal  economy  to  rights.  Were  you  but  as  lazy 
as  I  am !  But  God  forbid — that  is  an  affliction  I  shall  pray  down 
upon  my  bitterest  enemy — not  upon  my  best  friend. 

You  bid  me  devise  a  source  of  pleasant  contemplation  for  you, 
out  of  the  gay  creation  of  a  poet's  imagination !  Somewhat  like 
the  old  woman  who  told  the  clergyman,  on  explaining  the  state 
of  her  soul,  that  she  began  to  fear  she  had  been  for  ten  years 
past  a  great  sinner  and  a  great  hypocrite,  I  am  beginning  to 
doubt  whether  I  have  ever  been  a  poet,  so  low,  so  groyelling, 
and  so  pecuniary  has  my  little  spirit  of  late  become !  But  if 
to  you  I  were  addressing  mpelf,  my  dear  Doctor,  neither  as  a 
poet  nor  a  partial  friend,  but  as  a  moral  being  communing  with 
another,  I  should  bid  you  think  of  the  good  you  have  done  to 
society,  as  the  cause  of  happiness,  which  need  not  know  inter- 
ruption. Health,  sickness,  life  and  death,  have  nothing  to  do 
with  that  entire  consolation.  To  have  lifted  up  the  torch  of 
human  knowledge,  to  have  enlightened  the  immortal  mind,  as 
well  as  healed  the  perishing  body, — after  the  consciousness  of 
ihese  exalted  honors,  is  it  possible  to  suggest  a  comparable  source 
of  enjoyment  ?  For  my  own  part,  when  I  think  of  thk  species 
of  moral  nobility,  it  seems  to  me  to  divide  its  possessor  from 
the  rest  of  the  human  race  by  "  a  great  gulf.*'  When  the  com- 
mon man  is  sick  or  dead,  we  say  "  poor  fellow  1 " — but  when 
the  guides  of  our  intellectual  powers  leave  us,  they  seem  to 
withdraw,  as  if  to  leave  room,  in  our  imaginations,  for  the  most 
solemn  and  sublimating  feelings  to  which  our  natures  can 


Mfi.  2?.]  TO  DR.  JAMES  CURBH — ^KRSKIKK.  Vl*l 

Id  ihinkiiig  of  such  a  man  aa  Miller,*  or  your  own  more  inter- 
esting Burns,  I  speak  with  their  9piriU  ;  for  what  does  it  matter 
about  their  carcases  \ 

The  subject  runs  away  with  me — I  like  it,  howerer.  Find- 
ing no  beauty  nor  possible  happiness  in  the  system  of  matter 
and  motion  which  (Godwin  and  all  his  Coleridgean  and  mysti- 
cal ballad-writers  preadi  up,  I  hold  this  tenet  as  the  Laharum 
of  my  fEuth — as  a  consecrated  standard,  from  which  it  were  a 
foul  shame  to  fly ;  and^  therefore,  I  was  going  to  hesitate ; — 
but  as  you  are  no  weak  or  common  man,  I  tell  you  freely, — 
though  I  pray  to  God  to  prolong  your  life,  that,  being  your 
junior,  I  shall  probably  survive  you.  But  your  loss  would  not 
seem  like  that  of  the  rest  of  men,  for  you  live  to  mj  thoughts 
by  other  and  more  imperishable  tokens ;  and  when  I  read  your 
letters  or  writings,  I  shall  only  say,  ^*  Quanto  minus  est  cum 
aliis  versari,  quam  tui  meminisse." 

One  question  about  my  present  avocations  I  defer,  but  by  no 
means  decline  answering.  Alas,  I  am  scribble,  scribble,  scrib- 
bling for  that  monosyllable  which  cannot  be  wanted — ^bread, 
not  fiame-^"  Carmina  nulla  canam ! "  You  have  heard,  I  dare- 
say, of  men  imagining  themselves  tables  and  chairs ;  so  some- 
times, when  long  labor  or  long  laziness  (they  come  alternately) 
make  me  uncommonly  stupid,  I  fancy  myself  a  matriculated 
scribbler  of  Grub-street,  writing  by  weight  for  the  snuff-shops.* 
Sometimes  a  fit  of  horror  seizes  me  at  the  supposed  conscious- 
ness of  being  Robert  H ,  Esq.,  author  of  the  celebrated 

blunder  called  "  Persian  Precipitate  (precip.  pers.)"  in  his  che- 
mical translation  of  "  Fourcroy,"  a  blunder  which  set  the  four 
comers  of  Europe  a  laughing,  and  has  made  him  better  known 
than  if  he  had  written  libraries.  Sometimes  I  am  *  *  * 
traversing  Paris  to  translate  the  handbills,  and  print  them  in  a 
book,  or  *  *  *  in  the  full  vigor  of  his  mcapacity  digging  up 
the  old  bones  of  Chaucer,  to  pick  them  for  his  dinner. 

I  cannot  remember  any  news  peculiarly  metropolitan  to  send 
you.  The  "  ghost "  has  occupied  our  attention  more  than  any 
other  terrific  subject — not  excepting  even  the  invasion.  It  has 
no  head^  you  know,  and  on  that  account  some  suspicions  have 
been  thrown  out  that  it  is  Mr.  Addington. 

♦  ♦ ,  *  *  ♦ 

It  ^ves  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from  Edinburgh  of  your 

^  Profeaaor  John  MiUer  of  Glasgow, 
t  See  Letter  of  Angntt,  1848. 
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son  being  in  the  best  circle,  and  in  that  cirde  beloved  and 

pected.      Erskine  told  me  so,  and  Brougham  wrote  me  to  the 

same  purport.     But  from  my  perfect  friendship  for  Wallace  let 

me  entreat  him  to  avoid    .    .    .    for  he  is  the  Ananias  of  hia 

age  *  *  *  *  * 

With  regard  to  his  intellect  he  is  as  empty  as  the  exhausted 

receiver  of  an  air-pump.     I  never  believed  it  possible  for  Grod 

to  have  made  all  things  of  nothing,  till  I  saw  ^  *  *,  his  soul 

seems  to  have  been  made  out  of  pure  tpa/ct  /     .     .     •     Bdieve 

me,  when  all  my  nonsense,  gossiping  and  indignation  subaide, 

and  when  my  sober  senses  return,  to  be  in  perfect  sincerity. 

Your  grateful  and  fond  friend, 

Thomas  Oampbsuu 
To  Dr.  Cur&ix,  LirxapooL. 

London,  Aug%ui  1th,  1804. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 

Although  I  heard  the  news  of  your  improvement  in 
health  by  report  of  my  friends,  yet  the  intelligence  at  your  hand 
— the  glad  tidings  confirmed  by  the  style  and  manner  of  your 
announcing  them,  are  such  as  will  not  let  me  lose  five  minutea 
in  expressing  my  joy.  I  assure  you  it  is  no  common  event  in 
my  life,  to  have  recovered — as  it  were  from  another  world,  to 
give  me  happiness  a  while  longer  in  this — a  man  who  really  seema 
to  have  become  my  acquaintance  for  no  other  purpose  than 
promoting  that  happiness.  A  very  excellent  young  man,  De 
Roche,  with  whom  I  was  lately  in  company,  asked  me  if  I  knew 
Dr.  Currie  ?  I  said  I  did  very  intimately.  Well  then,  said  De 
Roche,  I  am  glad  of  that ;  for  he  is  one  that  would  undentattd 
you,  A  million  of  words  could  not  have  been  a  better  com* 
ment  upon  the  treatment  I  have  experienced  from  you ;  and 
De  Roche  seemed  to  know  it  by  inspiration.  It  was  a  hiatoiy 
of  the  indulgence  with  which  you  have  treated  my  failings — 
the  patience  with  which  you  have  endured  me  in  moioients  of 
weakness — depression — and  a  troubledness  of  the  mind,  which 
by  the  christian  world  would  be  termed  fretfulness ;  the  percep- 
tion you  have  had  of  anything  that  could  be  called  good  in  my 
character — and  lastly,  of  the  prediction  you  were  pleased  to 
form,  that  one  day  my  happiness  would  be  more  stable,  and 
my  attachment  to  existence  increased  by  stability  of  views.  Of 
this  your  anticipation,  I  begin  to  eirperience  the  approach. 

But  as  usual,  I  beflpn  like  Tom  £- ^  to  hima  in  the  little 

particle  *4  by  itself  /,''  which  is  a  delusive  monosyllable  tlut  baa 
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drawn  all  ihe  mischief  of  nature  after  it  Let  me  go  at  least  to  one 
narrow  circle  beyond  egotism.  My  wife  had  what  is  usually 
called  '*  a  good  time  "  in  bringing  me  this  little  inestimable  ac- 
cession to  my  happiness ;  but  she  is  not  a  strong  woman,  and 
her  mending  must  be  gradual.  The  death  of  her  sister  is  a 
dreadful  bar  to  entire  recovery — she  has  so  much  more  sens!-* 
bility  than  strength.  For  two  weeks  she  was  ill  indeed,  and 
obliged  to  abandon  suckling  altogether.  During  that  time  the 
anxiety  about  her — along  with  confinement — ^writing — sleepless- 
ness and  increasing  fatigue — wrought  me  down  to  a  shadow — 
I  had  no  symptom  of  Hfe  but  a  feverish  pulse.  The  perpetual 
white  heat  of  my  tongue — which  felt  as  if  a  live  coal  had  been 
placed  upon  it — made  me  believe  myself  fairly  in  for  a  fever, 
but  I  am  now,  thank  God  I  getting  cooler  and  better. 

This  little  gentleman  all  this  time  looked  to  be  so  proud  of 
his  new  station  in  society,  that  he  held  up  his  blue  eyes,  and 
his  placid  little  face  with  perfect  indifference  to  what  people 
about  him  felt  or  thought.  Our  first  interview  was  when  he 
lay  in  his  little  crib,  in  the  midst  of  white  muslin  and  dainty 
lace,  prepared  by  Matilda's  hands — long  before  the  stranger's 
arrivd.  I  verily  believe,  in  spite  of  my  partiality,  that  lovelier 
babe  was  never  smiled  upon  by  the  light  of  heaven.  He  was 
breathing  sweetly  in  his  first  sleep — I  durst  not  waken  him,  but 
ventured  to  give  him  one  kiss.  He  gave  a  faint  murmur,  and 
opened  his  little  azure  lights.  Since  that  time  he  has  continued 
to  grow  in  grace  and  stature.  I  can  take  him  in  my  arms,  but 
still  his  good  nature  and  his  beauty  are  but  provocatives  to  the 
affection  which  one  must  not  indulge ;  he  cannot  bear  to  be 
hugged,  he  cannot  yet  stand  a  worrying.  Oh  that  I  were  sure 
he  would  live  to  the  days  when  I  could  take  him  on  my  knee, 
and  feel  the  strong  plumpness  of  childhood  waxing  into  vigor- 
ous youth.  My  poor  boy !  shall  I  have  the  ecstacy  of  teaching 
him  thoughts,  and  knowledge,  and  reciprocity  of  love  to  me  I 
It  is  bold  to  venture  into  futurity  so  far !  At  present,  his  lovely 
little  face  is  a  comfort  to  me ;  his  lips  breathe  that  fragrance 
which  it  is  one  of  the  loveliest  kindnesses  of  nature  that  she 
has  given  to  infants — a  sweetness  of  smell  more  delightful  than 
all  the  .treasures  of  Arabia.  What  adorable  beauties  of  God 
and  Nature's  bounty  we  live  in  without  knowing !  How  few 
have  ever  seemed  to  think  an  infant  beautiful !  But  to  me, 
there  seems  to  be  a  beauty  in  the  earliest  dawn  of  infancy,  which 
is  not  inferior  to  the  attractions  of  childhood — especially  when 
they  sleep.    Their  looks  excite  a  more  tender  train  of  emotions. 
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It  ii  like  the  Iremulous  anxiety  we  feel  for  a  candle  new  lighted, 
whkh  we  dread  going  out. 

And  now  whca  I  tbink  of  my  boy,  I  think  mach  of  the  fa- 
ture.  I  have  grown  a  great  scrub,  Dr.  Currie — yon  would 
hwdly  believe  how  avaridous !  I  went  to  haul  in  from  the 
bookselling  tribe  as  many  engagements  as  possible,  of  such  & 
kind  as  will  cost  as  little  lab<H-,  and  bring  as  much  pro6t,  as  may 
be ;  and  for  aiding  me  to  get  an  engagement  of  this  kind,  I 
must  request  your  advice  aod  assistance.  The  plan  I  mean  is 
a  la^e,  complete,  respectable  collection  of  English  poetry,*  of 
whii£  the  compilation  would  cost  me  no  great  effort,  and  for 
which,  along  with  my  same,  a  bookman  might  give  something 
decent.  I  should  bargain  for  the  expenses  of  an  amanuensis 
for  a  limited  time ;  and  in  that  time  I  should  give  him  mate- 
rials for  a  large  volume,  superior  in  selection  to  any  preaent 
works  of  the  same  title, — the  "Elegant  Extracts"  is  a  poor 
thing.  It  is  a  hiatus  in  British  Literature  that  we  have  no 
apecimeus  of  our  best  poetry.         •         •         •         *         • 

My  present  curiosity  is  to  know  if  you  have  any  bookseller  in 
Ijverpool,  who  would  be  likely  to  (peculate  on  such  an  idea. 
He  might  embark  600^,  and  be  certain  of  making  lOOOl.  Per- 
haps tne  expense  might  be  more,  but  still  the  profit  would  be 
sure  and  considerable.  If  there  be  any  bookseller  in  your 
place,  all  I  wish  is  (t.  e.  if  you  know  him,  and  possess  any  arie- 
tocratic  iufiuence  over  him,)  that  you  would  drive  him  into  this 
scheme  I  Although  you  should  ruin  him  by  it,  it  is  only  rain- 
ing a  bookseller,  and  doing  a  benefit  to  a  friend  I  T.  C, 

Fmuoo,  AcnMMkr,  IBM. 

Ht  dxar  Fbiknd, 

The  hermitage  life  I  have  led  for  some  time  has  so  se- 
cluded me  from  any  part  of  the  world  that  could  inform  me  of 
the  state  of  your  health,  that  I  write  almost  in  the  dark,  ns- 
certiun  whether  I  may  congratulate  you  on  the  continnailce  ot 
it.     I  hope  in  God  I  may  do  so. 

On  every  new  event  of  mj  life,  I  have  taken  a  pleBsuie  in 
giving  yon  the  history  of  it,  lie  more  I  have  cut  diat  com- 
mon acquaintance — of  what  relatively  to  one's  self  one  calls  the 
world — the  more  I  fuel  the  turning  of  my  mind  to  the  remem- 
brance of  my  friends.    I  have  taken  a  house  at  Sydenbmt — a 

•  Hw  flrat  idea  of  ^mcimeiu  i^  tlu  BrUiih  Pottt;  Mfl  also  p,  9T, 
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lease  for  twenty-one  years.  Every  step  in  this  process  was 
taken  by  your  advice  and  consent.  I  walked  over  the  healthy 
common  that  forms  my  avenue  alon^  with  you.  I  moralized 
in  close  conference  with  you  on  the  length  of  leases  and  the 
shortness  of  time.  Ere  twenty-one  years  be  over,  methought 
we  said  conscientiously,  there  will  be  many  changes  in  this 
world,  and  a  good  many  of  the  world's  tenantry  will  be  warned 
to  quit  their  homes. 

I  could  have  grown  wise  and  moral  ad  infinitumj  if  my  wife 
had  not  cut  short  my  reverie  by  asking  if  we  had  a  right  to 
keep  pigs  on  the  common !  Oh  what  a  hoggish  abyss  of 
bathos,  and  from  a  woman  too  of  thy  romantic  name  of  Matil- 
da /  Well,  in  spite  of  interruption,  I  could  not  but  recall  your 
presence,  and  share  my  thoughts  with  you  once  more,  and  de- 
light myself  with  so  doing.  When  arriving  at  the  height  of 
Sydenham  the  whole  glory  of  London  spread  itself  before  us 
like  a  picture  in  distant  but  distinct  perspective.  Fifteen  miles 
and  more  of  the  peopled  shores  of  the  Thames  lie  in  that  pros- 

ret ;  St.  Paul's  in  the  centre — ^Westminster  towers  on  the  left 
think  we  even  traced  a  white  sail  at  the  very  verge  of  the 
landscape — a  moving  emblem  of  the  busy  scene  we  were  sur- 
veying. All  the  mighty  idea  of  London  enters  the  mind  in 
seeing  its  dusky  outline  stretching  over  whole  provinces  from 
Sydenham  Hill.  There  lies  the  great  city,  resting  its  founda- 
tions on  the  world.  This  view  is  within  a  short  walk  of  my 
intended  home.  A  common,  but  not  a  naked  one,  in  the  heart 
of  a  lovely  country,  rises  all  round  it.  I  have  a  whole  field  to 
expatiate  over  undisturbed ;  none  of  your  hedged  roads  and 
London  out-of-town  villages  about  me,  but  **  ample  space  and 
verge  enough '^  to  compose  a  whole  tragedy  unmolested. 

I  trust  I  am  now  settled.  Since  writing  you  last,  an  uncom- 
mon good  luck  has  attended  the  scheme  I  mentioned  to  you 
of  a  select  collection  of  our  best  poetry.  I  have  got  the  book- 
sellers to  patronize,  and  they  do  so  genteelly.  Ilntre  nous  this 
must  be---otherwi8e  I  shall  forfeit  my  reward  for  breaking  the 
compact  of  silence,  which  is  made  for  fear  of  the  market  being 
anticipated  by  some  work  of  the  same  kind  in  opposition.  But 
as  I  could  not  think  of  setting  about  such  a  work  without  the 
best  of  advice,  I  made  a  covenant  with  my  own  conscience  that 
I  should  ask  you  for  all  the  guidance  to  the  best  specimens  of 
our  poetry,  that  your  long  acqiiaintance  with  Belles  Lettres  so 
well  affords. 
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This  act  of  kindness  to  the  cause  of  taste,  and  to  a  friend 
who  has  but  few  like  yourself  to  ask  for  such  a  kindness,  I  know 
jour  disposition  too  well  to  doubt  jour  fulfiUing.  I  hare  two 
favors  to  ask  on  this  head.  If  jou  can,  without  troubling  Mr. 
Roscoe  too  much,  interest  him  to  assist  me  with  his  direction  to 
some  good  old  poets,  little  known,  or  who  have  pieces  that  have 
escaped  admiration,  it  will  essentiallj  contribute  to  the  sncoess 
of  the  work.  Another  thing  is,  I  have  to  write  a  pre&oe  for  it. 
I  dare  say  you  know  me  too  well  to  think  me  affected  when  I 
say,  that  the  more  prose  I  read,  the  more  diffident  I  am  to  write 
it  well.  I  must  solicit  a  few  outlines  of  a  short  essay  on  the 
subject  of  English  poetry,  if  you  can  spare  a  leisure  moment 
now  and  then  to  furnish  me  with  a  hint.  All  this  might  seem 
wrong  to  a  superficial  discoverer  of  the  confidential  request  I 
make.  But  it  is  not  so.  I  am  conscious  of  the  motive  being 
good.  Every  observation  of  yours  must  be  valuable  to  me. 
You  know  my  reputation  is  staked  here,  and  the  guardianship 
of  a  young  raan^s  reputation — of  a  friend  of  one  who  cannot 
avail  himself  of  your  conversation,  but  ought  to  have  the  bene- 
fit of  some  communicated  hint — to  offer  you  a  trust  of  this 
kind  is  neither  discrediting  you  nor  myself.  I  know  you  will 
see  it  in  its  proper  point  of  view.  When  I  have  finished  the 
preface,  I  shall  send  it  to  be  weeded  of  superfluities  or  finults. 

I  meant  to  have  closed  my  letter  without  troubling  you  with 
any  farther  detail  of  my  private  affairs,  on  which,  I  dare  say, 
you  may  think  me  sufficiently  loquacious,  but  an  instance  has 
occurred  which  obliges  me  to  make  it  known  to  you.  I  had 
last  year  furnished  my  abode  in  Eaton-street  in  part.  I  have 
this  year  to  furnish  from  kitchen  to  garret  my  new  one  in  Sy- 
denham. The  incident  I  alluded  to  is  a  very  favorable  ofifer 
that  has  been  made  to  me,  of  the  best  part  of  the  furniture  of 
the  last  tenant  being  sold  at  the  broker's  (t.  e.  half)  price.  My 
booksellers  have  advanced  lOOZ.  on  the  collection  of  poetty.  I 
can  scarcely  ask  anything  farther  from  them.  But  out  of  this 
I  cannot  well  spare  the  price  of  what  the  present  ofier  amounts 
to,  which  is  55/.  As  I  shall  be  in  very  easy  circumstances  by 
the  end  of  winter,  I  can  promise,  with  entire  security  to  mj  own^ 
honor  and  the  pocket  of  mj  friend,  that  this  should  be  punc- 
tuallj  returned  bj  the  time  that  mj  collection  shall  have  ap- 
peared ;  and  although  such  marks  of  friendship  as  requesting 
such  loans  are  more  than  I  am  entitled  to  load  jou  with,  yet 
the  peculiar  circumstances  of  this  crisis — the  irreooverable  chance 
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of  getting  choice  pieces  of  furniture  for  half  price,  and  the  self 
anureiiient  that  I  can  acquit  my  word  to  you,  have  urged  me 
to  let  you  know  the  case. 

There  is  something,  however,  ao  odd  in  appearing  so  reduced 
at  the  end  of  a  year  of  indiutry,  that  I  cannot  help  letting  yon 
know  how  the  present  deficienor  has  been  occasioned.*  I  must 
beg  that  the  Httle  anecdote  I  hare  to  tetl  you  be  quite  with 
yourself.         •         •  T.  C. 

STnmiH  OoMMMi,  Jim.  SO,  1804. 

Mr  DBAS  Fkixnd, 

I  am  ufe  at  last  in  my  dulee  domutu,  and  hare  received 
your  note  of  credit  for  BBl.  on  the  house  of  Denison  <t  Co.,  by 
which  I  shall  be  enabled  to  settle  accounts  with  Mr.  Lawer 

M 1,  whose  furniture  I  have  pvirchased.     The  value  of  credit 

I  scarcely  ever  before  knew  :  to  such  a  perplexity  has  this  re- 
moval brought  me,  that  with  this,  and  with  100/.  which  my 
poor  departed  friend  Oregoiy  Watt  left  me,  I  am  just  with  my 
nose  above  water.  I  should  lick  your  relieving  hand  if  I  were 
a  fawning  dog ;  but  as  I  am  a  man,  I  tell  you,  with  a  heart  full 
of  that  gratitude,  which  makes  the  obliged  too  proud  to  flatter 
the  obiiger,  that,  in  good  truth,  yon  are  an  honest  friend  to  me ; 
and  to  you,  I  shall  prove  myftlf  the  tame,  within  a  short  space. 

I  am  distressed  indeed  to  hear  of  the  state  of  your  health. 
It  is  hard  that  nature  should  have  put  minds  and  bodice  ti^ether 
in  the  reversed  ratio  of  their  intrinsic  value.  It  is  just  one  of 
the  things  that  puts  me  out  of  humor  with  creation,  to  see  the 
rude,  the  boisterous,  the  bnita),  pushing,  gaming,  and  tyran- 
nizing  animals  of  our  species,  enjoying  vigorous  days  and  re- 
freshing nights  of  sleep,  in  spite  of  intemperance  of  habits  and 
worthlessness  of  minds ;  while  the  pnre  and  the  valuable — those 
alone  who  have  eat«n  of  the  tree  of  knowledge— seem  condemn- 
ed to  suffer  the  bittemees  of  its  finits. 

That  rest  and  residence  in  Bath  will  have  salntaty  effects, 
I  trust  and  hope.  If  fete  had  so  ordered  that  I  were  yet  a 
bachelor,  I  should  repur  to  Bath — a  jonmey  hence  very  trifling, 
in  comparison  with  the  wish  I  have  to  see  yon  and  converse 


9  of  bis  cue,  he  delicately  aroidi  sU  al- 
y.  paid  out  of  hf     '     '         '  ' .-.•-- 


fkmil;  drde  in  Edinburf!^  which  coDuneDoed  at  bu  bthet'*  death,  in  April, 
IBOl.  But  it  was  toiiMureewKfiuJiWintlusFioiisdiitytluitbewasoftni 
pompiUed  to  socept  Ibe  kind  offleea  of  hii  (KmdB. 
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with  you  once  more.  But  I  havo  a  wife  (God  in  heaven  ayert 
the  disorder  of  her  late  amiable  sister !)  with  a  cold  on  her 
lungs,  which  alarms  me  exceedingly.  I  cannot  say  the  antici- 
pation of  those  dreadful  sufferings  to  which  women  are  condemn- 
ed in  childbed — and  to  think  of  which  used  to  make  me  start 
out  of  my  sleep  with  apprehension — ever  gave  me  such  fore- 
bodings as  the  hard,  dry,  chinking  cough,  which  has  affected 
her  since  our  removal.  We  are  yet  in  t£e  confusion  of  remo- 
val ;  for  she  is  unable  to  attend  to  domestic  affairs^  and  confined 
to  bed.  My  greatest  enemy  would  pity  me ;  for  my  child — 
which  for  four  months  flourished  in  the  loveliest  health,  so  that 
we  never  knew  the  sound  of  its  endearing  little  voice  but  by 
the  crow  of  happiness — ^is  almost  as  ill  as  the  mother.  The  un- 
fortunate time  of  the  year  at  which  we  changed  our  abode,  has 
occasioned  all  this  calamity. 

From  Bath  I  should  be  happy  to  hear  from  you ;  and,  at  all 
events,  before  the  winter  passes,  I  should  press  you  for  a  com- 
munication of  your  ideas  on  the  subject  of  my  compilation  of 
poetry.  But  to  ask  a  letter  from  you  at  Bath,  or  any  commu- 
nication, sooner  than  writing  of  every  kind  shall  be  a  mere 
relaxation  and  amusement,  is  so  far  from  my  intention,  that  I 
earnestly  pray  you  will  suffer  no  letter  of  nune  at  any  time  to 
seem  necessarily  to  need  an  answer.  I  must  be  your  corres- 
pondent on  no  ceremonious  terms.  A  few  minutes  of  writing 
may  often  discompose,  by  ill-timed  exertion,  the  health  that  is 
acquired  by  whole  hours  of  wholesome  leisure.  It  seems  a  trifle 
to  write  a  few  words ;  but,  little  as  I  know  of  the  human  frame, 
I  know  from  my  own  experience  that  at  certain  times  it  is  no 
such  trifling  as  even  our  own  sensations  make  it  appear  to  be. 

I  have  been  obliged  to  consent,  by  the  imperious  nature  of 
existing  circumstances,  (as  Mr.  Pitt  says,)  that  my  dreadful  and 
ill-starred  job  for  Doig  should  appear  with  all  its  imperfections 
on  its  head.  It  is  to  be  anonymous.  .  .  Twelve  hundred  pages 
in  seven  and  a  half  months — what  must  it  be  ?  I  scarcely  ever 
felt  my  heart  sink  within  me  so  much  as  on  this  occasion.  I 
look  at  my  wife  and  boy,  and  dare  not  sacrifice  their  comforts 
by  forfeiting  the  copy-price. 

I  trust,  however,  if  tliis  year  bankrupt  my  good  name,  it  will 
elevate  my  exchequer  above  par.  I  have  escaped  from  the  ten 
thousand  visiters  who  used  to  haunt  me  like  fiends,  and  eat  up 
my  time  like  moths,  in  London.  I  am  in  earnest  with  industry, 
and  expect  to  have  justice  done  to  my  intentions. 

I  request  my  best  wishes  to  be  sent  to  Mrs.  Currie  and  Wal- 
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lace,  when  you  write  to  them.  Respecting  Ghregory  Watt's 
legacy,  when  I  mention  the  story  of  the  three  black  crows,  you 
wSl  see  that  I  care  not  it  should  be  known  but  to  those  con- 
cerned. If  the  income-taxers  know  it,  they  will  clap  five  per  cent 
on  it.  T.  C. 


Stdenham,  (amoog  the  furses,)  April  24th,  1805. 
Mr  DEAR  Doctor, 

Report  speaks  of  your  being  somewhat  better  for  your 
stay  at  your  new  residence.  It  is  not  to  tax  your  time,  or  send 
you  unnecessarily  to  your  desk,  that  I  send  you  this  how-do- 
you-do; — unless  you  be  very  opportunely  at  leisure  to  answer  it. 

I  have  little  in  my  own  obscure  and  country  life  to  relate  to 
you  that  is  either  new  or  important.  I  have  written  a  few 
new  pieces,  and  expect  to  be  out  soon  in  a  second  poetical 
volume  ;*  but  having  a  bookseller  who  demands  a  much  larger 
quantity  than  our  agreement  imported,  I  must  either  go  to  law 
or  comply  with  his  oppressive  claims ;  and  with  me  writing  is 
but  a  slow  proceeding. 

Among  the  few  things  I  have  written,  I  like  none  but  one. 
I  should  write  it  out,  were  not  my  tone  of  nerves  a  little  below 
par — and  it  is  thirty  stanzas  long — to  see  if  your  taste  coincides 
with  my  own.  I  should  be  particularly  pleased  if  it  did,  for 
the  style  is  out  of  my  beaten  way.  It  is  an  attempt  to  write 
an  English  ballad  on  the  battle  of  Copenhagen,  as  much  as  pos- 
sible in  that  plain,  strong  style  peculiar  to  our  old  ballads,  which 
tells  us  the  when,  where,  and  how  the  event  happened — without 
gaud  or  ornament  but  what  the  subject  essentially  and  easily 
afifords.f  Believe,  in  avoiding  tinsel,  I  do  not  mean  intention- 
ally to  get  foul  of  the  lyrical  balladists — those  detestable  here- 
tics against  orthodox  taste,  who,  if  they  durst,  would  turn  the 
temple  of  Apollo  into  the  temple  of  Cloacina. 

Talking  of  nerves,  what  shall  do  for  me  ?  I  have  tried  all 
ways  of  living.  It  is  easy  to  form  theories,  and  I  believe  in  the 
word  and  honor  of  a  Mackintosh,  who  said  he  had  been  cured 
by  giving  up  all  strong  stimulants.  I  should  be  as  iron-toned 
as  a  Mowhawk  Indian.  I  have  drunk  water  for  a  long  time ; 
but  I  do  not  find  with  Pindar  the  &pt9ro¥  lav  iSap.  1  am  still 
the  old  man.  By  the  way,  I  cannot  speak  of  nerves  or  Mo- 
hawks without  letting  you  know  the  fashionable  wonder  of  the 

•  See  Y6L  IT,  p^  70,  wUeripiian  edition,  \  Page  417. 
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day,  which  has  succeeded  to  the  wonder  of  Bosctns,  and 
almost  as  much  talked  of  as  Lord  MelriUe.  It  is  an  Indian  dun 
now  shown  in  London,  who  entertains  the  ladies  with  giving^ 
war-whoops  in  drawing-rooms!  He  also  mollifies  their  minda 
with  the  chanting  of  Indian  strains,  in  which  (he  must  be  an 
arch  dog !)  he  palms  a  set  of  old  Scotch  airs  with  lus  native 
words  on  his  audience  for  Mohawk  opera  tunes.  It  seems  his 
mother  was  a  Scotch  woman.* 

As  soon  as  I  can  set  mj  mind  to  song-writing,  I  liaTe  got  a 
commission  to  write  a  few,  for  which  the  offer  is  tempting.  It 
is  out  of  this  quarter  that  I  shall  be  soon  able  to  discharge  the 
obligation  which  you  were  so  kind  as  to  allow  me  to  incur.  I 
am  at  present  subsisting  easily  enough  on  the  advanced  pay- 
ment for  the  poetical  compilation,  in  which  my  employers  nave 
behaved  exceedingly  well ;  but  I  cannot  draw  on  them  for  more 
than  my  family  needs.  .  •  .  Tour  affectionately  attached, 

Thos.  Campbxll. 


•  See  page  424. 
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Bxnia  now  fwrly  settled  in  the  metropolis,  and  seated  at  his 
own  happy  hearth,  Campbell  viewed  al!  the  affaire  of  life  under 
a  new  and  cheeritiff  aspect.  His  fHends  had  increased  in  num- 
ber and  influence ;  his  reputation  stood  high  ;  literaty  employ- 
ment was  daily  offered  nim  on  liberal  terms ;  and  he  could 
now,  by  his  own  testimony,  "  labor  from  morning  to  night  with- 
out a  feeling  of  wonted  Unguor  and  depression."  ms  letters 
of  that  date  are  filled  with  pictures  of  domestic  happineM.  He 
i»  ready  to  eiclum,  with  a  brother  poet — 

"  The  jcrn  at  manuge  sre  the  besTCD  m  aarth, 

Lifs'i  Parsdiw.  great  Princeu,  the  niuI'k  aniet 

Sinews  of  Concord,  earth  bj  immortali'.y. 

From  a  moss  of  letters  written  at  thia  interesting  period, 
I  select  the  following : — 

TO  JOHN  aiCHARDSOTT,  KSfJ. 
SB  Uffix  EATOV-BTaxET,  PiMucx),  Navtmber  8, 1803. 
Mt  dias  Johs, 

I  have  been  in  meet  impatient  expectation  of  meeting 
you  in  Sootlsnd,  and  introdncing  yon  to  my  bride ;  but  at  last — 
after  some  attempts  to  snpport  a  husband's  authority — I  have 
been  obliged  to  concede  ttus  point  to  the  lady,  who  will  not  yet 
consent  to  go  north.  1  do  not  now  expect  to  realize  my  plan 
of  nntication  near  Edinbnrgh  before  February ;  but  in  spile  of 
my  present  delay,  I  can  assure  you  the  old  plan  is  nearer  my 
heart  than  ever.  Now  t^at  the  public  astonishment  has  a  little 
snbeided,  and  the  nation  at  large  grown  bmiliar  with  the  ideft 
of  contemplating  my  unhappy  marriage,  I  picture  to  myself  the 
predncbs  of  Edinbnrgh — be  sure,  a  cottage — as  the  beat  com- 
promise we  oould  ma!ke  between  town  and  country.  Edinburgh 
^-John  Biobardson  and  Jemmy  Orahame  shaking  their  heads 
lika  two  BMBdarina  at  my  fireude  I — mon&mg  npm  the  folly 


388  LiFK  AKD  lutcbs  or  thomas  oampbxll.      [1808. 

of  early  wedlock ! — Mocha  coffee — ^my  wife  has  been  in  Greneva, 
and  makes  it  to  perfection ;  she  is  besides  a  very  mild  body, 
and — except  in  points  of  any  consequence — ^would  give  us  our 
own  will  to  make  as  much,  and  talk  as  much  as  we  liked.  Such 
are  the  scenes,  I  trust,  not  in  distant  perspective.  I  cannot  tax 
myself  with  either  misapprehending  or  changing  my  opinion  of 
the  summum  bonum.  It  is  precisely  what  is  now  before  me. 
I  see  the  book  of  life  opened.  The  characters  written  upon  it 
are  rare — ^mental  employment  such  as  to  amount  to  industiyy 
without  swelling  to  ^tigue ;  a  friend  to  be  always  with,  and  a 
friend  to  have  for  ever — although  met  with  only  in  the  gay 
moments  of  leisure.  I  have  a  httle  too  much  industry,  I  own, 
at  present ;  for  the  constant  consciousness  of  what  I  have  now 
to  answer  for,  beats  an  alarm-bell  in  my  heart,  when  I  detect 
myself  indolent — and  my  hours  of  writing  are  now  from  morn- 
ing to  night. 

The  worthy  being  who  stands  next  on  my  list  of  blessings, 
is  such,  that  if  I  asked  my  affections,  upon  oath — did  they  ever 
find  her  match?  they  would  say,  upon  oath — Nay — never! 
And  now  for  my  friends,  John.  It  was  no  compliment  for  a 
dreary,  forlorn  pilgrim  in  Germany,  to  wish  for  your  society— 
and  to  think  that  it  would  be  better  than  solitude ;  but  it  is 
now  a  pledge  how  dear  I  hold  you,  when  I  think  how  blest, 
how  supremely  blest  I  should  be,  if  I  had  the  sum  of  Gk>d'8  gifts 
made  complete  by  having  the  friend  who  wishes  me  most  hap- 
piness, to  come  and  see  me  happy. 

Oh,  that  I  had  my  doors  fortified  with  all  the  art  of  Vauban  I 
— with  drawbridges  and  covert  ways — and  chevaux-de-frize  to 
impale  my  guzzling  gossips,  who  masticate  my  sweet  seed-cake ! 
— and  only  one  gate  to  admit  my  flEir-off  Richardson  ! — ^Bless 
us !  we  have  just  a  comer  at  the  western  end  of  the  rug  ready  to 
receive  you !  We  should  welcome  you,  like  Adam  and  Eve 
sitting  down  to  chat  with  the  facetious  Raphael — [Vide  Milton, 
Book  vi — vii — ^your  own  Edition,*  page  194  and  195] — ^We 
should  chat  of  *  *  *  and  his  Turkish  affurs,  smoking 
most  Turkishly  I 

Dugald  Stewart  and  his  dear  spouse  have  seen  us.  I  wish 
you  may  get  this  letter  from  their  hands,  and  know  these  great 
valuables  more  intimately. 

Send  me  a  newspaper  from  Edinburgh  soon — all  about  Ghra- 
hame  and  his  cradle,  and  his  lovely  babe.    Is  it  of  the  fnojc  or 


*  The  edition  here  alhided  to  is  that  meotianed  at  page  61 
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ftm.  gender  ?  If  of  the  latter,  will  it  do  for  my  second  son  ? 
the  eldest,  you  know,  is  bespoken.  Give  Grahame  my  heartiest 
sympathy  and  condolence  upon  the  awful  change  of  existence 
which  we  have  both  undergone  I — but  ^  difficile  quod  non  pa- 
tientia  vincit." 

When  YOU  see  the  Doctor,  present  my  warmest  respects  to 
him.  Tell  him  that — upon  Dr.  Addington's  removal  from  the 
ministry — ^it  is  rumored  in  London  he  is  to  succeed.  With 
compliments  to  Cockbum,  I  send  remembrance  of  our  old  happy 
meetings  at  your  roouL  I  remain,  my  dearest  Richardson,  your 
most  attached  friend,  T.  C. 

In  the  volunteer  corps  to  which  the  Poet  belonged,  some 
verses  were  handed  about,  which  show  that  he  lost  no  occasion 
for  maintaining,  in  all  its  native  vigor,  the  glorious  spirit  of  in- 
dependence. **  They  were  suggested,"  he  said,  "  by  the  gallant 
pomise  made  by  our  beloved  Monarch,  that  *  in  case  of  invasion, 
ne  would  be  found,  in  the  hour  of  danger,  at  the  head  of  his 
troops  r  "  The  stanzas  are  among  the  rejected  pieces,  and,  per- 
haps, long  forgotten; — but,  as  they  embrace  an  interesting 
point  of  history,  I  have  ventured  to  reprint  them  from  the 
original 

"ON  JAMES  rV.  OF  SCOTLAIO),  WHO  FELL  AT  THE  BATTLE 

OF  FLODDEN" 

TwAB  Hk  that  ruled  our  coantrfB  heart 

With  more  than  roTal  sway, 
But  Sootland  saw  her  James  depart, 

And  sickened  at  his  stay ; 
She  heard  his  &te,  she  wept  her  griel^  ^ 
That  Jamxs — ^her  loved,  her  gallant  Qiief— 

Was  gone  for  evennore  1% 
But  this  she  learnt^  that,  ere  he  fell — 
Oh,  men— oh,  patriots  1  mark  it  welll — 
Hia  feUow  soldiers  roond  his  &11, 
Enclosed  him  like  a  living  wall. 

Mixing  their  kindred  gore  t 
Nor  was  the  day  of  Flodden  done, 
Till  they  were  slaughtered,  one  by  one  I 

And  this  may  proudly  show 
When  JInnaM  arepairioUf  none  will  fly  t 
When  su^  a  king  was  doomed  to  die — 

Who— who  would  death  forego!  T.a 

The  Poet  was  very  regular  in  his  attendance  at  drill ;  and, 
after  a  great  field-day,  thus  writes  to  Mr.  Richardson  :  "  De- 
cember—Out on  St  Andrew's  Day  at  the  muster  of  the  North 
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Britons.  Bot  oh,  what  a  fiigging  wotk  Urn  Tolnnteerii^  m  I 
fiffht  hotirB  under  a  musket  ?*  Kor  was  this  all,  for  he  adds^ 
"  Senslej,  the  printer,  with  all  his  *  devils,'  is  upon  me  for  an 
aoooant  of  £100,  besides  boxes,  porterage,  and  Heareii  knows 
what.  It  fpves  me  the  night-mare  to  think  of  it  •  .  I  had 
a  debt  of  £30  from  one  bookseller  alone,  when  the  *•  braw '  nni- 
form  of  the  North  Britons,  first  estimated  at  £10,  has  swelled 
to  £25,  with  dress  and  undress,  havresack,  aooontrements,  ^a  ; 
and  as  I  made  them  a  speech  I  could  not  be  <^ !  .  .  .  I 
wish  earnestly  you  could  save  me  from  Bensley,  for  he  sends  me 
home  in  low  spirits  every  time  I  meet  him !  .  .  The  sunt 
you  stated  Is  a  very  plentiful  production  from  the  Edinburgh 
payments.  Would  that  I  had  such  treatment  in  London !  .  . 
I  am  sea-sick  of  it     .     . 

^  I  will  settle  in  Edinburgh  whenever  my  quarter  of  the  lodg- 
ings is  out ;  in  a  cottage,  or  any  box  sudi  as  I  spoke  of  before 
marriage.  I  still  adhere  to  one  acre,  if  I  can't  have  more.  How 
happy,  happy  I  should  be,  to  see  you  and  my  dear  little  Matilda 
smiling  Hke  the  two  cherubim  in  the  temple — one  on  each  aide 
of  me.  I  am  sure  you  will  like  her,  and  that  is  more  than  ad- 
miring. The  only  bar  to  our  being  perpetuaUy  together  must 
be,  that  I  am  determined — to  have  my  dear  one  in  the  country 
•^ut  of  the  reach  of  *  family '  interference.  •  .  But  a  place 
to  your  mind  may  surely  be  got,  and  we  should  always  have  a 
spare  bed  for  you  and  yours.  .  .  Fortasse  haec  olim  memi- 
nisse  juvabit.     God  bless  you,  the  Hills,  and  the  Grahames ! 

"  T.  C." 

These  extracts  afford  some  notion  of  the  oares,  hopes,  and 
perplexities  alternately  passing  through  his  mind ;  but  anxiety 
regarding  pecuniary  matters  was  soon  removed  by  the  active  co- 
operation of  his  friend.  ^'  Bensley  and  all  his  devils  **  were 
speedily  exorcised  by  a  cash  remittance  from  Edinburgh ;  and 
now,  relieved  from  his  late  apprehensions,  the  Poet  frdls  into  a 
pleasant  dream  of  the  future,  which  he  ihus  interprets : — ^  I 
received  your  welcome  letter  yesterday.  I  wish  to  heaven  I 
could  answer  it  It  is  long,  interesting,  and,  like  yourself^  the 
good  old  boy  I    But  no — lamasleq)!    Nod  I  go;  dead  asleep. 

*  .  ,  Here  I  dream  a  dream  of  Jkturity : — '  BriAg  the 
Mocha.  My  dear,  will  the  pipes  offend  you  V  '  Oh  no,  not  at 
all ;  I  like  the  smell  of  Oronoko.'     Well — ^puff  .    .   pufil     •     . 

*  But  pray,  my  dear,  do  aoaie  my  beautiful  grate.'  •  (pause]  .  . 

*  Well,  I  do  declare»  Mr.  lucharcbont  tames  are  very  nad;  one 
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can't  havB  k  family  of  daughtere  without  amazing  expense ;  ud 
BOOB  are  bo  eitravagant  I'  '  To  be  Bure,  Mr.  Campbell ;  but  Toor 
wife  is  a  notable  woman,  and  your  daughters  are  ao  accompUshed.* 
'  Why  yea,  poor  things  ;  but  they  want  portions — that  is,  until 
my  next  epic  poem  is  out  .  .  .'  [Long  pause :  enter  diven 
peiBODs  in  male  attire  into  the  dreamer's  brain,  whom  the  Poet 
calls  his  friend's  sons.]  '  John,  you  are  too  young  to  marry  1' 
*  Sir,  my  father  married  younger  1'  '  Ah — eh  bien — fbohsh 
oMldren !  let  Matilda  have  him,' " 

The  Poet  then  awakes  from  his  dream  of  future  inter-mar- 
riagea,  and  remembering  that  his  friend's  letter  contained  an  im- 
portant announcement,  thus  concludes :  "  I  wish  you  joy,  mv 
friend  I     Oive  my  kiss  by  proxy  to  the  fair  intended.    She  will 

like  the  representative  better  than  the  constituent 

I  delight  to  t«ll  secrets.  Frank  Olason  has  pubhshed  a  largo 
politi^  tract,  called  An  Appeal  to  the  People  of  Great  Britain, 
on  Buonaparte's  ambition — Motto,  '  Tros  Tyriusve,'  •&&  I  want 
t«  surprise  him  with  a  review  of  it*  .  .  . ;  and  it  shall  ha 
don^  in  three  weeks.  T.  G." 

Early  in  January  iLis  year,  Campbell  had  the  offer  of  an  ap- 
pointment abroad,  which  promised  to  ensure  a  permanent  in- 
come, and  thereby  release  him  from  entire  dependence  on  th« 
precarious  guns  of  literature.  The  Regent's  chair  in  tiie  Uni- 
veni^  of  WAna,  had  just  become  vacant ;  and  after  consulting 
with  his  friends  on  the  subject,  he  allowed  his  name  to  be  sent 
in  to  the  Russian  minister  as  a  candidate.  The  appointment, 
\xa.aa  lucrative  as  well  as  honorable,  was  soon  an  object  of  com- 
petitiOD  ;  other  candidates  were  named,  and  for  some  time  the 
"R^gentship''  was  conteeted  between  them  in  terms  that  evinced 
a  keen  political  feeling.  "  The  fame  of  Wilna,"  writes  the  Poet, 
"  haa  been  loud  and  popular ;  's  bgenuity,  I  suppose,  af- 
fixed a  certain  name  to  the  list  of  intended  Regents.  It  was  a 
good  joke  to  him,  but  it  is  not  true.  For  my  part,  1  give  you 
my  word  in  oonfidence  that  I  wisA  to  go,  although  Paswan  Oglou 
himself  should  go  with  me.  A  wife,  and  a  boy  in  the  box,  are 
strong  temptations  to  accept  of  any  situation  that  offers  sure 
support  The  woods  of  Botany  Bay  were  preferable  to  unctr- 
tamtjf  at  home." 

It  wsB  deairable,  however,  that  the  wishes  of  Campbell  should 
not  be  published  until  his  election  was  secured.     Any  report  of 

*  Th«  cridqas  was  inttndsd  tat  the  Sdinburgli  Review. 
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his  bein^  likely  to  qait  the  coantrr  would  cancel  bis  litemy 
gagementi^,  hnuQ  do^ii  his  small  creditors  Dpon  him,  and  expose 
him  Uj  various  ^lifficulties,  from  which  it  woold  be  impoesible  to 
extricate  himf»elf  at  a  day's  notice.  Bot,  what  weighed  more 
with  him,  jM:rhaps,  than  any  other  consideration,  was  the  dread 
of  Uf'mtr  unsuccessful ;  and,  as  his  rivals  could  dte  passages  from 
"  The  I'leasures  of  Hope,"  which  would  be  no  recommendation 
to  him  as  a  professor  in  Wilna,  he  was  far  from  being  sangnine 
as  to  the  result.  It  was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  the  Rnasiaii 
censor  would  be  more  indulgent  to  the  Poet,  than  he  had  been 
to  his  ]>oems  ;  and,  as  the  weapons  he  had  formerly  discharged 
in  the  service  of  Poland,  might  now  be  returned  with  intereat^ 
he  l>ecame  less  anxious  to  push  the  question. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  the  secret  transpired ;  and  the 
petty  vexations  to  which  he  was  consequently  exposed,  give  a 

painful  interest  to  his  letters  : — "  Mr. ^,"  he  says,  "  hearing, 

I  sup[>ose,  of  my  outlandish  appointment^  refused  my  mother 
twenty  pounds  at  my  demand.  Will  you,  my  dear  fellow,  give 
her  ten  ?  for  it  requires  five  to  make  up  her  half-year's  annuity  ;* 
and  she  will  require  five  more  to  send  to  Glasgow.  .  .  That 
name  calls  up  the  bitterest  feehngs  of  reflection,  occasioned  by 
an  event  which  I  mention  to  you  in  confidence,  I  have  this  day 
received  a  letter,  anonymously  written  in  a  female  hand,  signed 
by  a  meml^r  of  the  *  Glasgow  Female  Society,'  upbraiding  me 
in  the  grossest  terms,  *  for  abandoning  a  "  near  relation  "  to  pov- 
erty and  distress  I'  *  This  relation,'  it  says,  *  has  none  to  support 
her.'  ****** 

*^  Now,  if  this  letter  be  written  at  the  instance,  or  founded  on 
the  complaints  of  that  relation,  it  is  the  very  person  with  whom 
I  have,  year  after  year,  divided  my  last  guinea  1  ...  As 
to  my  mother,  it  is  hard  to  blame  her  for  not  supporting  oihers, 
when  she  cannot  support  herself.  And  me,  who,  in  laboring 
for  scanty  bread,  can  barely  afford  an  income  to  my  mother,  it 
seems  still  more  ungenerous  to  load  with  claims  and  reproaches 
so  entirely  overwhelming.  It  is  not — as  God  is  my  witness — 
possible  for  me  to  answer  for  a  double  annuity,  and  the  little  I 


*  Mrs.  Campbell's  annuity  was  withdrawn  at  her  husband's  death ;  she 
had  previously  given  up  for  the  benefit  of  his  creditors  all  that  she  deriTad 
from  her  father ;  and  from  that  time  she  wbs  supported  almost  ezdosivelj 
by  the  Pcxit,  her  youngest  bod.  Of  the  lady  referred  to  in  the  text^  some 
account  has  been  given  in  the  Introductory  Chapter ;  but  there  is  no 
ground  to  believe  that  tho  heartless  letter  complained  of  was  written  with 
her  knowledge. 
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give  to  mj  mother  will  not  bear  division.    AH  this  I  must  ex* 

plain  to  the  edification  of  the  Glasgow  Sodetj,  before  I  can 

wrest  my  name  from  the  reproach  of  being  unnatural ;  but  one 

feels  reluctant  to  puUs^  one's  poverty,  even  in  vindication  of 

character  " — 

"NikSl  habet  infdiz  paupertas  dmitiB  in  m 
Quam  <jiiod  ridieidos  homineB  iiutt 

But  to  return  to  ^9^^a.  In  aspiring  to  this  appointment, 
Campbell  had  the  support  of  Lord  Minto,  Lord  Holland,  Pro- 
fessor Dugald  Stewart,  and  other  men  of  note  and  influence ;  and 
with  their  advice,  he  had  interviewa  with  the  Russian  Miidstery 
one  of  which  is  thus  recorded : — 

TO  THE  KtOHT  HONORABLE  LOBD  HINTO. 

LoNDOMp  Febmary  29th,  1804L 

Mr  Lord, 

I  called  immediately  after  seeing  your  Lordship  on 
Smimowe,  the  great  High  Priest — he  is  more  than  six  feet 
high— of  the  Russian  legation.  He  seems,  on  further  acquaint- 
ance, to  be  a  good-natured,  sensible  man ;  and  to  have  oonside^• 
able  respect  tor  the  literature  of  this  country,  particularly  for  the 
writings  of  Dugald  Stewart.  He  talked  of  my  poetry !  The 
Count  W.,  I  suppose,  has  been  asking  after  the  cmuracter  of  my 
Muse.  Mackintosh  referred  him  to  a  volume  of  my  printed 
poems ;  and  what  I  suspect  is,  that,  if  they  fall  into  his  hands, 
ne  will  propose  sending  me  to  Siberia  instead  of  Wilna,  for  the 
passage*  about  Poland.  Finding  Smimowe  somewhat  liberal 
in  his  politics,  I  asked  his  opinion,  fSsdrly  but  confidentially,  how 
far  this  passage  might  affect  me  ?  He  promised,  upon  his  honor, 
to  read  the  passage,  and  give  me  his  best  judgment,  whether  it 
be  likely  to  affect  me  or  not  The  man  looks  so  very  honest, 
that  I  have  no  doubt  of  his  telling  me  sincerely  what  he  thinks 
of  it,  and  what  his  brother  Muscovites  are  likehr  to  think  of  it 
It  is  better  to  know  this  at  home,  than  when  I  have  been  ap- 
pointed to  the  office.  The  detection  of  having  written  such  a 
passage,  if  it  came  too  late,  might  bring  me  to  the  knout,  or  send 
me  in  a  sledge  to  Kamsohatka  I  So  I  think  open  conduct  is  the 
best  policy  in  this  case. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be. 

With  every  sentiment  of  respect,  <ffc., 

T.  Campbkll. 

•  See  «Pl«aMa«a  of  Hope,"  Part  L 
17* 
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Shortly  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  his  ardor  in  the  canvass 
was  farther  damped  by  "  fears  of  an  involuntary  trip  to  Siberia  P 
He  foresaw  that  if  installed  in  the  University  of  Wilna,  he  could 
never,  without  dereliction  of  principle,  inculcate  any  opinions  but 
those  to  which  he  had  already  given  emphatic  utterance  in  his 
poems.  Before  he  had  weighed  the  question  maturely,  he 
thought  otherwise ;  he  imagined  that  if  once  firmly  seated  in  the 
chair,  he  might  have  promoted  the  "  regeneration  of  Poland,'' 
and  thus  realized  the  wish  nearest  his  heart  But  a  httle  reflec- 
tion taught  him  that  such  a  course  must  have  involved  him  in 
certain  ruin.  All  further  negotiations  were  therefore  discon- 
tinued ;  he  preferred  the  honor  of  advocating  at  home  the  cause 
of  an  oppressed  people,  who  could  only  thank  him  in  their 
prayers,  to  the  emoluments  of  this,  or  any  other  post  in  the  sift 
of  Russia.  In  this  resolution  he  was  confirmed  by  the  apprc^- 
tion  of  his  friends,  through  whose  influence  he  had  the  offer  of 
another  academical  chair,  which  would  have  amply  indemnified 
him  for  the  loss  of  Wilna ;  but  with  improving  prospects  in  Lon- 
don, and  a  growing  relish  for  domestic  retirement,  the  ofier  was 
gratefullv  declined. 

The  !roet's  happiness,  at  this  early  stage  of  his  married  life, 
is  pleasingly  confinned  by  the  manuscript  notes  of  a  lady,  an  in- 
timate fiiend  and  relation  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Campbell,  who  mjb  : 
*' As  one  of  many  instances  of  Mr.  Campbell's  generous  and  feeK 
ing  heart,  I  shall  ever  prize  and  treasure  the  following.  Owing 
to  my  father's  having  met  with  many  severe  and  unforeseen 
losses,  and  imprudently  manying  a  second  time,  I  was  educated 
with  the  view  of  being  placed  in  some  private  fjEunily  as  a  governess. 
I  was  then  on  a  visit  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Campbell  in  Pimlico ;  and, 
though  only  seventeen,  expected  to  go  out  in  that  capacity, 
which,  however,  neither  of  them  approved.  We  were  all  talkii^ 
over  the  subject  one  morning — ^and  I  shall  never  forget  Mr.  Camp- 
bell's words  :  *  I  am  not  a  rich  man,'  he  said,  with  tears  in  lus 
eyes,  *  but  if  you  will  consent  to  partake  of  it,  here  is  a  home 
where  you  wUl  always  be  welcome.'  In  this  offer  Mrs.  C.  earn- 
estly joined ;  but  otner  prospects  having  opened,  I  was  spaied 
the  necessity  of  adopting  the  course  proposed,  of  going  out  in 
the  world,  and  spent  a  short  but  delightAil  visit  with  my  amin- 
ble  and  talented  cousins.  They  were  greatly  attached.  Mrs.  C. 
studied  her  husband  in  every  way.  As  one  proof — ^the  Poet  be- 
ing closely  devoted  to  his  books  and  writing  during  the  day — 
she  would  never  suffer  him  to  be  disturbed  by  questions  or  in- 
trusion, but  left  the  door  of  his  room  a  little  ajar,  that  she  might 
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every  now  and  then  have  a  silent  peep  of  him.  On  one  occa- 
sion she  called  me  to  come  sofUj  on  tiptoe,  and  she  would  show 
me  the  Poet  in  a  moment  of  inspiration.  We  stole  sofUy  behind 
his  chair — his  eye  was  raised,  the  pen  in  his  hand,  but  he  was 
quite  unconscious  of  our  presence,  and  we  retired  imsuspected.'' 

To  a  much-valued  friend  who  consulted  him  on  the  momen- 
tous question  of  early  marriage,  and  purposed  shortly  to  follow 
hu  example,  he  thus  writes: — "Feb.  29,  *  *  *.•  It  is  indeed 
an  awful  tie,  my  dear  friend,  that  is  to  be  knotted  on  the  thread 
of  life,  and  not  dissolved  until  the  Fates  have  put  their  shears  to 
your  existence  !^'  ...  "  In  looking  to  my  own  case,  I  con- 
gratulate myself  on  having  escaped  not  only  celibacy,  but  a  hap- 
less marriage;  for  I  have  found  many  qualities  in  my  little 
Matilda,  the  want  of  which  must  have  made  me  wretched  for 
hfe ;  yet  about  which  I  made  little  reckoning  before  the  union. 
It  is  not  possible  for  a  man  to  get  a  richer  prize  in  the  lottery 
of  marriage  than  I  have  acquired.  But  it  has  often  occurred  to 
us  both,  what  fools  we  were  to  marry,  knowing  so  httle  of  each 
other,  although  acquainted,  as  lovers  are,  for  some  time.  But 
it  was  after  all  a  chance.  We  might  have  been  by  this  time  a 
couple  of  miserable  spouses !" 

These  extracts  may  suffice  to  show  the  new-bom  happiness 

that  reigned  at  the  Poet's  hearth ;  the  cheerful  industry  with 

which  he  applied  to  his  daily  task ;  the  animating  prospect  that 

seemed  opemng  before  him,  as  if  to  realize  the  picture  in  his  own 

Poem — 

**  How  blest  he  names,  in  love's  fJMniliar  tone, 
The  kind  fiiir  friend  \jj  nature  marked  his  own ; 
And,  in  the  waveleas  mirror  of  his  mind. 
Views  the  fleet  years  of  pleasure  left  behind. 
Since  when  her  empire  o'er  his  heart  began — 
Since  first  he  called  her  his,  before  the  holy  maa" 

Campbell's  acquaintance  with  Dr.  Currie,  of  Liverpool,  was 
one  of  the  few  events  in  his  life  upon  which  he  looked  back  with 
unmingled  pleasure  and  satisfaction.  But  their  intimacy,  as  the 
Poet  himself  foretold,  was  destined  to  have  a  very  transitory  ex- 
istence. It  was  observed  by  Campbell  during  his  last  visit  to 
Liverpool,  that  Dr.  Currie's  health  was  so  much  impaired  as  to 
awaken  the  most  serious  apprehensions  among  his  friends.  He 
was  strongly  advised  to.  economise  his  remaining  strength  by 
retiring  from  practice,  and  removing  to  Devonshure.*     But  in 

*  Among  those  who  strongly  recommended  change  of  climate,  Campbell 
was  the  most  xealons ;  and,  to  impress  the  necfmty  of  travelling  upon  Dr. 
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his  nnwearied  solicitude  to  benefit  otben,  lie  forgot  or  neglected 
himself.  Instead  of  quitting  Liverpool  in  the  previous  autumn, 
he  lingered  at  his  post  during  the  ivhole  winter ;  and  when  the 
spring  arrived,  his  constitution  was  found  to  have  suffered  bo 
much,  as  to  leave  but  very  faint  hopes  of  recovery.  With  the 
consciousness  of  this  in  his  own  mmd,  he  at  last  made  hastj 
preparations  for  a  journey  southward,  and  on  the  ere  of  setting 
out,  wrote  the  following  letter,  which  will  be  read  with  in- 
terest:— 

TO  THOMAS  CAMPBELL,  ESQ. 

TtABgimj.,  MXAE  LiVEBPOOL,   1*1  th  ApfU,  ISOC 

Mr  DKAR  Sir, 

You  have  cause  to  wonder  at  my  not  replying  sooiMr 
to  your  most  iriendly  and  meet  acceptable  letter  of  the  25th  of 
January,  l^me  has  moved  heavily  with  me  since  I  received  it, 
and  every  part  of  my  correspondence  has  fallen  into  arrear.  The 
state  of  my  health  cannot  be  said  to  have  improved ;  my  daily 
professional  occupations  have  been  irksome  and  oppressive ;  and 
I  have  seldom  felt  that  alacrity  of  mind  which  is  neoessary  to 
voluntary  exertions.  I  have,  besides,  had  a  new  edition  of  a 
medical  work  on  hand,  which — ^though  the  world  will,  I  fear, 
consider  it  as  an  unimportant  labor — -has  not  been  a  light  one 
to  a  person  already  heavily  burthened.  At  present  I  have 
adopted  the  plan  of  sleeping  out  of  Liverpool,  at  the  house  of  a 
friend  about  three  miles  distant  I  mean  to  go  into  town  for  a 
few  hours  every  day,  to  see  the  most  pressing  of  my  patients, 
and  to  return  hither  to  quiet  and  comparative  solitude — to  still- 
ness and  reflection.  I  have  brought  out  with  me  the  unanswered 
letters  of  my  friends ;  and  the  first  which  claims  my  attention 
is  that  from  yoursell  The  kind  things  you  say  to  me,  and  of 
me,  gratified  me  not  a  htUe.  I  could  not  indeed  think  that  I 
had  deserts  anywise  comparable  to  your  eulogium ;  but  where 
one  knows  there  is  no  disposition  to  flatter,  one  is  in  fiict  highly 
flattered  with  the  effects  of  that  generous  and  affectionate  par- 
tiality, in  which  we  are  conscious  that  strict  justice  is  overlook- 
Carrie's  mind,  told  him  in  a  pan,  that  cveiy  time  he  signed  his  name,  J.  Car- 
rie, he  ought  to  consider  it  ss  an  ezhortatioD — I^  Cfurre—ptr  -^h^efl 

This  eminent  phyedcian  and  aooompliahed  scholar  died  at  &tti  in  tlie 
following  autumn.  In  the  words  of  our  great  dramatist: — ^  His  skill  was 
almost  as  great  as  his  honesty ;  had  it  stretched  so  fiir,  twoold  have  made 
nature  immortal,  and  death  mould  have  played  for  lack  of  woriE." 
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ed.  I  have  manf  causes  to  irisli  that  my  life  may  b«  a  few 
yean  prolonged.  If  1  had  health,  meet  of  the  difficultdea  of  Hfe 
would  be  overcome;  and  many  of  its  choicest  blessioga  wonld 
seem  to  be  tolerably  secure.  Uy  profession  would  more  than 
supply  every  pecuniary  wish.  I  have  many  most  valuable  con- 
nexions, and  some  very  dear  fiieods.  My  children  are  all  very 
promiaing,  and  repay  by  their  conduct  and  by  their  attachment 
all  my  anxiety  ana  care ;  and  I  have  received  some  proob  of  my 
not  being  wiUiout  some  share  in  that  pablic  estimation,  which 
is  not  to  be  undervalued.  To  whatever  my  fate  may  be,  I  shall 
endeavor  to  bring  reugnation,  and  approach,  if  I  can,  with  firm- 
ness that  awful  hour  which  all  of  us  must  meet 

T  expect  something  from  the  summer ;  and  intend,  as  soon  as 
the  weather  softens  and  settles,  to  leave  Liverpool  entirely  for  a 
few  weeks,  and  make  an  excursion  south.  If  yon  did  not  live 
in  London,  or  its  immediate  vicinity,  I  might  have  a  chance  of 
seeing  you ;  for  it  is  quite  indifferent  to  me,  in  point  of  health, 
which  way  I  move,  so  I  move  in  pure  lur  and  towards  the  south. 
All  this  I  say  to  yourself;  for  ttus  is  a  kind  of  subject  on  which 
there  are  few  one  wishes  to  speak  to.  When  you  are  disposed 
to  talk  to  me  about  year  studies  and  writings,  I  shall  be  happy 
to  have  the  communication ;  for  independent  of  all  personal  r^ 

fard,  there  is  no  man  of  the  present  times,  in  whose  occupations 
am  more  interested.  But  I  can  easily  suppose  the  motives  of 
present  silence,  on  such  topics,  and  highly  approve  them.  One 
thing  you  will  no  doubt  always  recollect,  that  whatever  you  do 
publuih  V)iil  one  day  he  Imovm,  not  merely  to  your  friendt,  hv,% 
to  iht  iBorld,  whatever  you  may  wish  on  the  subject.  Your 
celebrity  has  rendered  ultimate  concealment  of  anything  yon 
commit  to  the  press  veir  uolikely,  if  not  impossible.  I  have 
seen  Miss  Sincl^r  much  less  Ihanl  wish  ;  for  I  like  her,  I  sasure 
you  ;  and  she  plays  divinely.  Mis.  Sellar*  ia  also  a  very  good 
and  pleasing  woman.  I  was  to  have  dined  there  toKlay,  but 
was  obliged  to  send  an  apology.  Wallace  is  extremely  pleased 
with  Edinbu^h,  and  hM  circulated  there  beyond  all  expecta- 
tion. He  has  seen  Brougham,  who  is  now,  I  believe,  in  Lon- 
don, and  liked  him.  Erskine,  Thomson,  Scott,  have  been  very 
kind  to  him.  He  returns  next  month,  and  will,  I  dare  say,  es- 
cape Lord  B— — n.     Adieu,  my  dear  Campbell.     Give  my 

love  to  Urs,  C ,  and  believe  me  ever  yours  affectionately, 

Ja.  CnitRiB, 

i*  Hn.  Belbr  sad  Um  Binclair  were  siiter*  ■:€  Ibi.  Oamphea 
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I  have  written  rather  gloomily — ^moie  so  than 

but  I  have  not  time  to  try  a  more  cheerfnl  key.  J. 

From  the  moDth  of  April  until  Midsummer,  Campbell 
employed  on  the  "  Annak.**     He  contributed  at  the  same  time 
anonymous  articles  to  the  leading  periodicals,  which,  although 
they  add  nothing  to  his  fame,  improved  his  income  and  gave 
him  increased  facility  in  composition.     Among  the  occasional 
papers  thus  furnished,  were  several  biographical  notices  of  poets 
and  philosophers  of  Greece  ;  critiques  on  the  ancient  dassica  ; 
and  other  miscellaneous  articles,  several  of  which  were  thrown 
aside  as  soon  as  written,  and  never  printed.     It  has  been  gener- 
ally supposed  that  Campbell  wrote  very  little  at  this  penod  of 
his  life  ;  such,  however,  was  not  the  feet ;  but  it  is  true  that 
what  came  before  thepublic  comprised  only  a  small  proportion 
of  what  he  wrote.     His  flow  of  thought  was  not  rapid ;  and 
the  extreme  fastidiousness  of  his  taste  was  a  constant  embar- 
rassment to  his  progress.     In  writing  he  was  often  like  an  artist 
setting  figures  in  mosaic — cautiously    marking    the    weight, 
shape,  and  ejQfect  of  each  particular  piece  before  dropping  it  into 
its  place.     Nor  did  this  habit  of  nicety  and  precision  diminiah 
with  experience ;  for  erasures  are  more  frequent  in  his  later, 
than  in  his  early  manuscripts.     He  was  rarely  if  ever  satisfied 
with  his  own  productions,  however  finely  imagined  or  elaborately 
finifthed.     Aiming  at  that  degree  of  perfection  to  which  no 
modem  author,  perhaps,  has  ever  attained,  his  progress  was  not 
equal  to  his  perseverance ;  for  what  was  written  in  the  evening 
was  often  discarded  the  next  morning. 

In  the  history  of  his  literary  and  domestic  cares,  the  first  joy- 
ful event  is  thus  briefly  announced  to  Mr.  Richardson : — 

XJfpeb  Eaton-Strxet,  Pdcuoo^  Jidy,  1804^ 
My  dear  John, 

A  son  was  bom  to  me  this  morning.    I  hope  he  will 
live  to  regard  you  with  the  same  affection  as  yours, 

T.  Campbkll. 

The  birthday  was  duly  registered,  more  mxyorun^  in  the 
family  Bible.  The  boy  was  christened  Thomas  Telford,  in  com- 
pliment to  Mr.  Telford  the  engineer,  who  stood  sponsor  on  the 
occasion,  and  at  his  death  left  a  handsome  legacy  to  the  Poet. 
Tlie  happiness  inspired  by  this  event  came  in  for  a  large  sharo 
of  the  father's  correspondence.     He  had  now  '*  given  hoetages  to 
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sodetj  for  bis  own  good  behavior,"  and  speaks  of  the  new 
bond  of  relationship  as  the  sweetener  of  his  existence,  and  the 
sacred  motive  to  cheerful  and  persevering-  industry. 

But  "  what  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Is  it  not  to  shift  from  side 
to  side,  from  sorrow  to  sorrow  ?  to  button  up  one  cause  of  vex- 
ation, and  unbutton  another  ?"  Within  a  fortnight  after  this 
announcement,  his  mind  was  harassed  by  fresh  apprehensions 
respecting  his  pecuniary  resources,  which  were  then  under  the 
control  of  his  publisher  in  Edinburgh,  whom  he  had  seriously, 
but  unintentionally,  offended.  Campbell  freely  admits  that  he 
had  acted  thoughtlessly  in  the  case ;  and,  through  the  medium 
of  a  friend — ^his  solicitor-general  on  all  similar  occasions — en- 
deavors to  soften  a  resentment,  the  consequences  of  which  might 
grievously  affect  his  income.  In  addition  to  the  extracts  al- 
ready given,  the  following  is,  perhaps,  that  in  which  the  merits 
of  the  question  are  most  clearly  and  concisely  stated : — 

July  14,  1804 

.  .  .  •  A  poet  is  bom  to  trouble  as  the  sparks  fly  up- 
wards. I  have  only  one  consolation — and  that  is  the  idea  of 
having  yourself  in  Edinburgh  to  act  as  my  friend  in  a  business 
that  requires  both  secrecy  and  trouble.*  The  bare  mention  of 
the  word  secrecy  may  perhaps  alarm  the  delicacy  of  a  mind,  so 
little  prone  to  concealment ;  but  it  is  really  necessary,  and  not 
dishonorable.  .  .  The  fact  is  this  :  I  have  got  into  a  literary 
scrape  :  I  am  dealing  with  a  bookseller  in  Edinburgh,  in  a  busi- 
ness where  he  can  hurt  me  much.  But  at  this  distance,  and 
corresponding  with  me^  he  answers  no  letters. — ^About  the  time 
when  I  was  agog  after  my  wife,  I  engaged  to  write  a  "Histoiy  of 
England.''  It  was  to  be  in  three  volumes — a  sequel  to  Smol- 
lett I  have  nearly  finished  it.  The  bargain  was  that  I  was  to 
do  it  plainly  and  decently — ^but,  as  the  price  they  could  afford 
was  but  small,  it  was  to  be  ajionymous.  Now,  in  the  course  of 
perfonping  this  task,  some  ideas  which  at  first  did  not  appear 
to  me,  have  ^ven  me  no  little  uneasiness.  .  .  The  last  time  he 
wrote,  it  was  but  a  blunt  demand,  without  either  offer  or  terms, 
for  a  volume  of  new  poems,  which  I  had  not  to  give  him.  .  . 
About  half  a  year  ago,  expecting  (as  hitherto)  a  krgess  on  this 

*  This  mininderstaDdiiig,  which  gave  riae  to  a  tedious  correspondenoe  of 
DO  interest  to  ^e  public,  was  at  last  amicably  settled ;  but  not  until  the 
Poet's  cause  had  been  taken  up  by  several  of  his  friends  in  Edinbuiig^ 
who  had  great  difficulty  in  eflfocting  a  recondliatioo.  See  correspoDdenee 
of  1807—8. 
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eighth  edition  of  mj  book,  which  his  partner,  Ifr.  Mundelly 
promised  on  every  edition,  in  consideration  of  what  I  gave  him 
in  addition  to  the  second  part  of  **  The  Pleasures  of  Hope,**  I 
sent  my  mother  a  draft  on  Mr.  Doig.  But,  although  this  pre- 
mium on  each  edition  is  due  to  me,  and  although  I  was  evesk 
working  for  him  at  the  time,  he  refiised  the  demand  1  •  •  .  I 
wish,  however,  to  avoid  all  rupture  with  him,  for  it  would 
both  degrade  and  injure  me.  I  have  continued  my  ^  Hiatoiy/' 
destined  to  be  anonymous ;  for  after  all  the  trouble  it  has  coat 
me,  it  could  not  well  be  abandoned ;  but  what  has  passed  haa 
excited  a  dryness  and  a  silence  on  his  part ;  and  if  anything  haa 
come  across  him  to  change  his  purpose  about  the  continuatioii 
of  Smollett,  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  he  offered  to  throw  H 
on  my  hands,  unless  I  send  him  another  volume  of  poems.  .  • 
I  have  no  objections  to  do  journeyman's  work,  yet  I  doa*l 
wish  to  be  congratulated  by  all  the  world  on  the  «»pearanoe  of 
my  **  History !"  .  .  At  tlie  same  time  it  is  done  bond  fide^  to 
the  utmost  of  my  promise,  and  exactly  in  the  spirit  of  the  bar- 
gain between  us.  Another  way  in  which  he  can  plague  me  is 
to  insist  upon  my  coming  to  Edinburgh  to  correct  the  shidets.  I 
have  stated  in  my  letter  to  him  that  I  should  ask  this  fiivor  of 
you  ;  and  that  I  wished  a  conversation  between  you  to  have 
his  answer,  whether  that  will  be  suffident  .  •  As  to  comixig 
immediately  to  Scotland,  I  could  not  without  inconceivable  trou- 
ble. Your  conference  would  enable  me  besides  to  accomplish 
two  material  points :  I  should  be  able  sooner  to  obtain  his  bill 
for  the  price,  which  is  to  me  of  some  importance.  •  • 

It  is  my  only  hope  in  this  distress,  that  I  have  such  a  fiiend 
as  you.  I  trust  I  shall  be  finally  in  Edinburgh  within  ei^t 
months  ;  for  the  circumstance  of  your  being  there  weighs  de- 
cisively in  my  choice  of  residence ;  but  at  present  removal  is  out 
of  the  question.  I  look  forward  to  many  happy  dm  I  for  ex- 
cept a  distress  such  as  this,  and  occasional  headacnes,  I  Uesa 
God  there  \a  no  man  now  so  perfectly  in  love  with  existence,  or 
more  fitted  to  relish  the  happiness  of  being  with  my  friends ; 
and  you  shall  like  my  little  partner,  I  promise  you,  as  she  lovea 
you  sincerely  already.  ♦  •  ♦  T.  C 

The  irritation  produced  b^  this  unpleasant  negotiation,  in- 
creased by  temporary  disappomtments,  and  the  neomity  for  con- 
tinuous mental  exertion,  greatly  impaired  his  health,  ffia 
friends  became  alarmed;  a  change  of  residence  was  recom- 
mended ;  for  Pimlico  ''  was  expensive,  and  not  over  healthy.** 
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The  long-cherished  hope  of  removing  his  household  gods  to 
^  some  cottage  home,"  in  the  outskirts  of  Edinburgh,  and  in  the 
congenial  atmosphere  of  his  early  friends,  was  indefinitely  post- 
poned, if  not  abandoned.*  Circumstances,  over  which  he  had 
no  control,  had  sprung  up  and  completely  dbanged  his  prospects. 
London  was  now  the  only  field  that  promised  any  permanent 
and  profitable  exercise  of  his  talents.  One  of  his  distinguished 
friends,  indeed,  had  generously  offered  him  one  of  the  Highest 
literary  appointments  of  the  day ;  but  its  laborious  duties  and 
delicate  responsibilities  were  such  as  to  render  the  undertaking 
so  formidable,  in  his  precarious  state  of  health,  that  the  tempt- 
ing offer  was  reluctantly  declined.  But  he  was  deeply  sensible 
of  the  compliment ;  and,  although  he  could  not  profit  by  the 
ofier,  it  had  the  happy  effect  of  giving  him  more  confidence  in 
his  own  abilities,  and  a  better  opinion  of  human  nature,  than 
his  recent  trials  had  led  him  to  form. 

Another  circumstance — which  had  much  weight  in  his  deci- 
sion to  remain  near  London — was  a  situation  which  he  had  just 
obtained  in  connexion  with  "  The  Star  ''  newspaper,  and  which 
produced  an  income  of  four  guineas  a  week.  His  contributions 
to  periodical  literature  were  still  a  source  of  emolument ;  but  ill 
health  supervening,  literary  composition  was  usually  followed  by 
great  mental  depression — the  inward  struggle  to  resist  the  out- 
ward pressure.  But  his  hopes  were  still  sanguine ;  his  friends 
were  kind ;  and  better  prospects  seemed  to  be  opening.  Of  his 
private  life  and  feelings  at  this  moment,  the  Allowing  letter, 
though  rather  sanguine,  presents  an  animated  picture : — 

TO  JOHN  RICHARDSON,  ESa 

London,  September  10, 1804^ 

Indeed,  my  dear  old  Friend,  I  knew  you  too  well  to  ascribe 
silence  to  want  of  affection  in  you.  I  am  ill,  at  present,  with  a 
complaint  that  is  not  sore,  but  serious — ^want  of  night's  rest.  I 
never  sleep  one  hour  to  an  end — I  go  to  bed  sleepy,  or  rather 
drowsy,  and  rise  unrefreshed  and  feverish.  It  is  a  serious  com- 
plaint-—excuse  the  incoherency  of  my  style.     I  am  in  such  a 

*  Judg^ing  from  his  more  oonfidential  letters  on  this  subject,  his  intention 
of  settling  in  Edinbmgh  was  given  up  in  conseouenoe  of  anonymous  per- 
sonal annoyances,  (p.  892,)  whidi  he  apprehendea  would  be  increased — not 
diminished — by  his  return  to  Scotlanci :  but,  at  ^e  same  time,  the  advan- 
tages of  London  as  a  literary  field  were  more  sensibly  felt,  and  contributed, 
perhaps,  more  than  any  other  consideration,  to  his  making  it  his  future 
residence. 
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di*iaA£v\  floctiuaion  between  stupor  and  fercriili  exchatioii,  tint 
I  kry/ir  not  wbat  I  »j — but  tlixi  I  know  that,  if  I  aUowed  Toa 
U>  THTnsan  undtr  liie  impmnon  that  I  am  not  m  wannlj  atira 
aft  ev^  v>  oar  woiit«d  attaduDent,  I  should  be  untohfal  to  mj 
own  ff^'iiii^j^  Eicnse  me,  howeTer,  that  I  eauiot  write  to  to« 
aft  I  could  wifth.  I  thank  God,  mj  mmd  ii  now  tranquil  and 
happv,  but  Dot  fio  my  bodj.  I  hare  been  too  much  oonfined 
Ihift  year  pafe%  and  the  medidnes  which  I  hare  used  hrnvt  un- 
done my  nerreft. 

Jn  talking  of  mj  happineas — ^which  I  mention  to  Toa  with  m 
hatvffaction  not  to  be  de&cribed — I  allode  to  my  wife  8  reooTeiy, 
jny  lovely  boy's  health,  and  my  peconiary  qrcumrtancqi,  <» 
rather  prospects ;  for  I  am  jost  wnaking  my  ears  oat  of  the 
wat/^r.  All  these  are  well ;  bat  I  cannot  tell  you  the  ptng  I 
feel  for  my  dear  friend — and  almost  fieUher — ^Alison.  The  kiaa 
of  him  would  kill  me.  On  this  subject,  however,  I  cannot  in- 
dul^^e  myself.  It  is  too  moch  to  think  o£  May  God  forbid 
such  an  event — a  lota  to  the  world — but  more  than  a  loaa  to 
his  amiable  family !  I  most  troable  yoo — as  Mrs.  Dogald  Stoari 
is  not  in  Edinburgh — to  get  and  send  me  a  speedy  aoooant  of 
the  state  of  his  health.  Pray,  call  yourself^  my  dear  friend,  in 
my  name.  While  the  family  is  so  distreflsed,  it  would  be  oat 
of  season  to  send  you  a  formal  letter  of  introduction ;  but  if 
you  can  see  any  of  the  family,  it  will  be  more  satiafiKtoy  than 
a  message. 

Will  you  ako  call  and  see  how  my  nx>ther  is  f  I  am  easy 
now  afx>ut  her.  Don't  mention  anything  of  my  bad  health-^ 
but  only  words  of  com/art  f  She  has  now,  in  all,  £70  a  year. 
Tray  UtW  me,  as  expenses  stand  in  Edinburgh,  if  you  think  it 
is  enough.  I  am  anxious  to  know  how  expensiveness  has  arisen 
wkh  you ;  for  here,  everything  is  dreadfully  dear.  Although 
my  wife  is  a  notable  economist,  yet  the  weeks'  biOs  are  enor- 
mous beyond  what  they  would  have  been  a  few  years  ago.  Now, 
indeed,  I  begin  to  live  somewhat  more  bravely  than  at  first  I 
advise  you,  however,  to  marry,  to  know  the  value  of  life's  conoi- 
forta ! — I  never  take  my  poor  Matilda  a  jaunt  to  Ejensington, 
or  indulge  in  the  slightest  luxury,  without  wondering  that  hap- 
piness— which  before  I  could  never  get  for  love  or  money — waa 
now  to  be  got  by  industry,  and  the  virtue  that  purifies  love^  and 
makes  money  wecUth  indeed. 

I  have  succeeded  in  getting  my  hcnise  well  furnished.  We 
have  a  most  beautifiil  little  drawing-room,  and  fumittire  enough 
for  A  parlor  and  study,  when  we  get  into  a  larger  house.  I  have 
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bought  also  some  important  maps  and  books,  and  hope  soon  to 
attain  to  a  good  library.  All  this  comes  of  being  happy  at 
home.  I  should  have  been  poor  to  this  day  if  I  had  not  got  a 
wife.  I  must  not  omit,  in  my  catalogue  of  comforts,  that  I  have 
secured  a  good  store  of  port  wine ;  and  yet  I  assure  you,  by  the 
orders  of  my  gravelist,*  and  fix>m  better  motives,  I  have  laid 
aside  every  propensity  to  take  one  glass  more  than  does  me 
good — ^to  which  I  was  sometimes  ad£cted  in  Edinburgh.  But 
who  could  resist  such  good  fellows  f  .  .  .  I  only  mention  all 
this,  to  show  you  how  regularly  and  comfortably  I  have  now 
biouffht  myself  to  Hve.  All  this  would  be  nothing  with  regard 
to  the  flattery  of  my  own  feelings — ^no ;  but  I  have  acribbled 
and  blinded  myself  reading  and  copying  night  and  day,  to  show 
my  dear,  patient  partner  that,  although  our  first  outset  in  matri- 
mony was  poor,  the  continuance  was  not  to  be  so.  This  insetting 
year  I  am  preparing  for  innovations,  which  she  resists  as  Jaoo- 
binical  I  I  have  bcmished  the  rummer  of  toddy,  out  of  which 
she  used  to  drink  her  solitary  glass,  with  as  pleased  a  feoe  aa 
if  it  had  been  Tokay,  or  a  better  beverage.  ...  I  shall  have  a 
large  and  well-aired  house  in  the  country,  a  stock  of  fowls,  and 
a  good  garden;  and,  though  Matilda's  extreme  caution  is  a 
guarantee  against  confusion,  yet  I  find  ccM&fort  a  fine  support 
to  industry  1 

My  mother  will  now  be  comfertable ;  and,  in  a  few  years  I 
shall  be  able  to  add  another  fifty,  to  be  an  annuity  to  the  two 
more  dependent  of  my  sisters ;  that,  however,  must  be  deferred 
fer  a  little  time,  until  I  can  scrape  up  as  much  aa  will  bring  me 
a  share  in  some  Hterary  work,  and  secure  me  a  good  income. 
.  .  .  Give  my  love  to  Grahame — dear  worthy  companion  of 
ours !  Me  is  the  man  who  must  be  the  intimate  assodate  of 
our  Trio  for  life.  .  .  .  Adieu  1  I  am  ^ddy  to  an  excess  with 
this  vestal  fire-Uke  vigilance. — Believe  me,  yours  truly, 

T.C. 


*  Dr.  Soott,  who  bad  prescribed  for  bim  '^diile  tattanug  finm  painftil 
BTmptoDu^  indiioed  hy  hog  sedeotaiy  hMiB, 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

REMOVES  TO  SYDENHAIL 

Ik  a  retrospect  of  his  first  literary  experienoe  in  LondoD, 
Campbell  has  left  some  striking  remarks,  tlie  practical  truth  of 
which  will  be  generally  felt : — "  From  Edinburgh,"  he  s^s,  "  I 
came  back  to  London  a  perfect  adventurer,  having  nothmg  to 
depend  upon  for  subsistence  but  my  pen.  I  was  by  no  means 
without  literary  employment ;  but  Uie  rock  on  which  I  split  was 
over-calculating  the  gains  I  could  make  from  them.  I  have  ob- 
served that  authors,  and  all  other  artists,  are  apt  to  make  similar 
mistakes.  The  author — and  /  can  speak  from  experienoe — sits 
down  to  an  engagement,  for  which  he  is  to  have  so  much  per 
sheet.  He  gets  through  what  seems  a  tenth  of  the  work  in  one 
day,  and  in  high  glee  computes  thus : — ^  Well,  at  this  rate,  I 
can  count  upon  so  many  pounds  a  day.'  But  innumerable  and 
incalculable  interruptions  occur.  Besides,  what  has  been  writ- 
ten to-day,  may  require  to  be  re-written  to-morrow ;  and  thus 
he  finds  that  a  grocer,  who  sells  a  pound  of  figs,  and  puts  a 
shilling,  including  threepence  of  profit,  into  the  tiU  of  his  coimtery 
has  a  more  surely  gain&l  vocation  than  the  author." 

*^  In  my  married  state,**  he  adds,  '*  I  lived  a  year  in  town, 
and  then  took  and  furnished  a  house  at  Sydenham,  to  which  I 
brought  my  young  wife  and  a  lovely  boy." 

With  Michaelmas  conmaenced  the  important  bannees  of 
'*  flitting ;"  and  in  less  than  a  fortnight  the  operations  were  com 
pletcd,  the  house  furnished,  and  the  Poet  dating  his  letters  fronc 
"  Sydenham  Common,  Kent." 

The  house  which  Campbell  chose  for  his  domicile,  and  iii 
which  he  resided  full  seventeen  years,  stands  on  a  gentle  emi- 
nence, within  a  few  minutes*  walk  of  the  village,  and  possessed 
in  those  days  the  strong  recommendation  of  a  quiet,  frugal,  and 
healthy  retreat.  The  annual  rent  was  forty  guineas.  It  consisted 
of  six  rooms,  two  on  each  floor ;  the  upper  or  attic  story  of  which 
was  converted  into  a  private  study.  From  this  elevation,  how- 
ever, he  was  often  compelled  during  the  summer  months  to  de- 


Jn.  27.]  BIB  NXW  BESIDBNCB  AT  STDBNHAM.  405 

scend  for  change  of  air  to  the  parlor ;  for  in  the  upper  study, 
to  use  his  own  words,  he  "  felt  as  if  inclosed  within  a  hotly- 
seasoned  pie  r*  A  small  garden  behind,  with  the  usual  domestic 
offices  at  one  end,  completed  the  habitation,  and  furnished  all  the 
conveniencies  to  which  either  the  Poet  or  his  amiable  wife  aspired. 
It  was  not  exactly,  perhaps,  like  the  ^cottage  near  Edinburgh," 
— ^so  often  pictured  in  his  letters, — ^for  it  was  only  "  semi-de- 
tached ;  "  but  with  its  green  jalousies,  white  palings,  and  sweet- 
scented  shrubs  and  flowers,  covering  the  little  area  in  front,  it 
had  an  air  of  cheerful  seclusion  and  comfort,  which  harmonized 
with  the  tastes  and  wishes  of  its  gentle  inmates.  It  was  small ; 
but,  like  Ariosto,  Campbell  could  say,  with  truth  and  feehng, 
'*  Parvaj  sed  apta  mihi;  "  and  in  its  little  parlor  he  often  muster- 
ed guests  and  visiters,  whose  names  have  long  since  become 
familiar  in  the  history  of  Europe. 

Externally,  the  new  situation  had  much  to  soothe  and  interest 
a  poetical  mind.  From  the  south,  a  narrow  lane,  lined  with 
hedgerows,  and  passing  through  a  little  dell  watered  by  a  run- 
let, leads  to  the  house ;  from  the  windows  of  which,  the  eye 
wanders  over  an  extensive  prospect  of  undulating  hills,  park-Hke 
inclosures,  hamlets,  and  picturesque  villas  shaded  with  fine  orna- 
mental timber ;  with  here  and  there,  some  village  spire  shooting 
up  through  the  '*  forest,"  reflecting  the  light  on  its  vane,  or 
breaking  the  stillness  with  the  chimes  of  its  *'  evening  bells." 
Ramifying  in  all  directions,  shady  walks,  where  he  was  safe  from 
all  intrusion  but  that  of  the  Muses,  enabled  him  to  combine 
healthful  exercise  with  profitable  meditation.  During  his  leisure 
hours  in  summer,  as  he  has  sweetly  sung,  he  had  a  charming 
variety  of 

"  Spring-green  lanes, 

With  an  ihe  dazzling  field-flowers  in  their  prime, 

And  gardena  hauntcS  by  the  nightingale's 

Long  trills,  and  giudmig  ecstades  of  song." 

And  when  these  were  past,  he  had  '^  mental  light,'' — ^books, 

friends,  congenial  studies,  and  could  exclaim — 

**  Let  winter  come  I  let  polar  spirits  sweep 
The  darkening  world,  and  tempest-troabled  deep  I 
Though  boundless  snows  the  withered  heath  derann. 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  through  the  storm, 
Tet  shall  the  smile  of  sodal  love  repay 
With  mental  light  the  melancholy  aay ; 
And  when  ita  short  and  troubled  noon  is  o'er, 
The  ice-chained  waters  slumbering  on  the  shore. 
How  far^t  the  fittgots  in  his  Uttle  hall 
Blaie  on  the  hear^ and  warm  the  pictured  wall!" 
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With  these  feeKngs,  and  "  while  ita  antumnal  featurea  were 
atill  bright,"  Campbell  took  up  his  habitation  in  Sydenham, 
where,  his  reputation  having  preceded  him,  he  received  that 
cordial  welcome  from  the  resident  fiunilies,  which  rendered  it 
in  after  life  the  scene  of  his  happiest  recollections.  There,  it  is 
true,  he  suffered  many  anxieties,  mnch  ill  health,  and  passed 
years  chequered  by  disappointments  and  difficulties ;  bat  there 
also,  he  had  bright  inter\'als,  verdant  spots  in  the  m^  of  fife, 
on  which  he  always  looked  bade  with  satisfoction.  His  labors 
were  at  times  ungenial,  and  even  oppressive;  bnt^  continued 
from  necessity,  a  regular  habit  of  writing  was  estabhshed,  to 
which  he  conscientiously  adhered,  even  under  ihe  pressure  of 
much  bodily  pain,  and  was  thus  enabled  to  dischaige  the  heavy 
and  complicated  duties  of  his  position. 

"  Laboring  in  this  way,"  to  quote  his  own  words,  •*  I  con- 
trived to  support  my  moUier,  and  wife,  and  children. 

life  became  tolerable  to  me,  and,  at  Sydenham,  even  agreeable. 
I  had  always  my  town  friends  to  come  and  partake  of  my  horn- 
ble  fiire  on  a  Sunday ;  and  among  my  neighbors,  I  had  an  ele- 
gant society,  among  whom  I  connted  sincere  friends.  It  so 
happened,  that  the  dearest  friends  I  had  there,  were  thorough 
Tories  ;  and  my  Wkigifm  was  as  steadfiut  as  it  still  conttnoes 
to<  be ;  but  this  acquaintance  ripening  into  friendship,  called 
forth  a  new  liberalism  in  my  mind,  and  possibly  also  m  theirs. 
On  my  part,  I  know  that  it  softened  the  rancor  of  my  prejudioeB, 
without  affecting  the  sincerity  of  my  prindplea ;  and  I  wonld 
advise  all  spirits  that  are  apt  to  be  over  excitable,  like  myseU^ 
on  party  questions,  to  go  sometimes — ^not  as  a  spy,  but  as  a 
truce-bearer — into  the  enemies'  camp,  and  useful  views  and 
knowledge  will  be  discovered  among  them,  when  they  are  least 
expected." 

To  this  topic  frecj^uent  recurrence  is  found  in  his  private  let- 
ters— the  only  genume  record  of  his  life  at  Sydenluun ;  and  in 
the  followiDg  extracts  he  makes  a  frank  confession  ci  the  trials 
to  which  he  was  exposed  : — 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  say,  that  we  suffered  the  ahaolute  priva- 
tions of  poverty.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  rather  the  fear,  than 
the  substance  of  it,  which  afflicted  vs.  But  I  shall  never  forget 
my  sensations  when  I  one  day  received  a  letter  from  my  eldest 
brother  *  in  America,  stating  that  the  casual  lemittances  which 
he  had  made  to  my  mother,  must  now  cease,  on  account  of  hja 

*  See  a  brief  sketdi  of  hb  Hf^  fa  the  luUwluetoy  Oliapter. 
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trnfortunate  drcimiBtaiiceB ;  and  thikt  I  must  undertake^  ahns^ 
the  pious  dutj  of  supportiog  our  widowed  parent  ....  Here 
now,  I  had  two  establkhmentB  to  provide  for— one  at  Edinborghy 
and  another  at  Sydenham ;  and  it  may  be  remembered,  that  in 
those  times,  the  price  of  living  was  a  ^U  third-part  dearer  than 
at  present  I  venture  to  say,  that  I  oould  live  at  the  time  I  now 
write,  as  comfortably  on  four  hundred  pounds  a  year,  as  I  could 
have  then  lived  on  an  income  of  six  hundred.  The  war  prices 
put  all  economy  to  flight  and  defiance."  ...  In  another  affect- 
ing passage,  he  sajm,  '*  I  had  never  known,  in  earnest,  the  fear 
of  poverty  before,  but  it  now  came  upon  me  like  a  ruthless  fiend. 
If  1  were  sentenced  to  live  my  life  over  a^ain,  and  had  the  power 
of  supplicating  Adversity  to  spare  me,  I  would  say — '  Oh,  Ad- 
versity I  take  any  other  shape  l'  '^  .  .  .  "To  meet  these  pressing 
demands,"  he  adds,  "  I  got  literary  engagements  both  in  prose 
and  poetiy ;  but  a  malady  came  over  me,  which  put  all  poetry, 
and  even  imaginative  prose,  out  of  the  question.  My  anxiety 
to  wake  in  the  morning,  in  order  to  be  at  my  literary  labors, 
kept  me  awake  all  night ;  and  firom  less  to  more,  I  became  a 
regular  victim  to  the  disease  called  the  Coma-vigiL  Any  at- 
tempt at  original  composition,  on  my  part,  was  at  this  time  out 
of  the  question.  Bat,  the  wolf  was  at  the  door ;  and,  besides 
the  current  expenses  of  our  common  maintenance,  I  had  to  meet 
the  quarterly  payment  of  usurious  interest,  on  a  debt  which 
I  had  been  obliged  to  contract  for  our  new  furniture,  and  for 
the  yerj  cradle  that  rocked  our  first-bom  child.  The  usurious 
interest  to  which  I  allude,  was  forty  pounds  a  year  upon  a  loan 
of  two  hundred  pounds — ^a  Judaic  loan. 

"  Throbbing  as  my  temples  were,  after  sleepless  and  anxious 
nights,  I  was  obliged  next  day  to  work  at  such  literary  labor 
as  I  could  undertake— ^at  is,  at  prosaic  tasks  of  compilation, 
abridgment,  or  common-place  thought,  which  required  little 
more  than  the  labor  of  penmanship. 

"  I  accepted  an  engagement  to  write  for  the  '  Star^  news- 
paper, and  the '  Philosophical  Magazine,'  conducted  bv  Mr.  Tul- 
lodi,  the  editor  of  the  *  Star,'  for  which  I  received  at  the  rate  of 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  But  that  sum — out  of  which  I 
had  to  pay  for  a  horse  on  whidi  I  rode  to  town  every  day — 
was  quite  inadequate  to  my  wants  ^  so  I  betook  myself  to  Ute- 
raiy  engagements  that  would  allow  me  to  labor  all  day  in  the 
country.  Disspirited  beneaih  all  hope  of  raising  my  reputation 
by  what  I  cculd  write,  I  contracted  ^r  only  anonymous  labor — 
and,  of  course,  at  an  humble  price. 
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'*  It  is  always  a  misfortune  for  a  literary  man  to  have  reoonrse 
to  anonymous  writing,  let  his  motives  be  never  so  innocent.  And 
if  there  be  any  excuse  more  admissible  than  another,  it  is  when 
his  poverty  and  modesty  conspire  against  him.  But  it  lowers 
a  man's  genius  to  compose  that  for  which  his  name  is  not  to  be 
answerable.  I  wrote  on  all  subjects,  even  including  Agriculture ; 
and  smile,  but  hear  me — ^for,  odd  as  it  may  seem,  I  tell  you  the 
truth  in  saying,  that  by  writing  on  Agriculture,  I  acquired  so 
much  knowledge  on  the  subject,  as  to  have  been  more  than  onoe 
complimented  on  that  knowledge  by  practical  fisurmers." 

******* 

In  this  unsatisfactoiy  state  of  health,  and  with  barely  sufiS- 
cient  employment  to  cover  his  daily  expenses,  Campbell  took 
up  his  residence  at  Sydenham.  The  wakeful  malady  under 
wnich  he  labored,  compelled  him  to  have  recourse  to  opiates ; 
and  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Kichardson,  written  a  few  days  after  his 
"  flitting,"  he  says : — Since- 1  wrote  my  last  confused  letter  to 
you,  I  have  had  a  nap  by  dint  of  laudanum,  and  am  better. 
!But  I  continue  still  distressed  about  poor  Alison,  and  therefore 

additionally  anxious  to  hear  fix)m  you You  have  now 

three  negotiations  on  hand — ^first,  to  see,  if  possible,  some  of 
Alison's  family — and,  to  say,  that  beside  my  anxiety  about 
Mr.  A.'s  health,  I  have  a  deep  regret  on  my  mind,  that  I  trou- 
bled a  friend,  so  dear  as  he  is,  in  the  midst  of  sickness.  Try, 
for  God's  sake,  to  see  Mrs.  A.  I  do  not  write  to  her,  for  fear 
of  intruding — ^but  say  that,  for  having  been  the  cause  of  his 
sitting  up  to  write  on  a  bed  of  sickness,*  I  feel  both  sorry  and 
ashamed. — ^The  next  commission  is,  to  tell  Grahame  that  ^  I  do 
not  write  to  him,  it  is  not  from  lack  of  love,  but  leisure.  Tell 
him,  his  congratulation  added  happiness  to  my  possession  of 
little  Tony ;  and  that  I  loi^  till  the  little  poet  be  writing  verses 
on  little  Hannah  I  Poor  «iames !  I  do  deplore  that  his  health 
is  too  like  my  own. — The  third  oonmiission  is,  to  wait  on  my 
mother,  to  get  the  address  of  my  brothers  in  America. 

*  To  the  RcY.  Mr.  Alison  he  had  written  a  fortmght  prevkwdy,  recnaeat- 
ing  his  friendly  advice  and  interference  in  questioDs  which  involved  his 
personal  interests ;  but  his  letter  found  Mr.  Alison  seriously  ill — a  drcmnr 
stance  which  added  greatly  to  his  own  sofferings.  His  ''last  oaofiised 
letter,"  as  he  calls  it,  was  that  already  transcribed  at  page  401.  Hie  letters 
to  his  brothers  in  America,  were  written  in  the  hope  SL  oounteiactmg  the 
effects  of  the  ^  blow**  so  painfidhf  alluded  to  in  his  reminiacenoea.  Bid  the 
trade  was  very  bad,  and  he  was  1^  Bii^le4iaiided  to  provide  fat  "two 
establishments. 
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Tbe  ftddresB  that  she  gives  you,  write  on  an  outer  cover  for  each ; 
and  do,  mj  dear  J.,  see  them  safely  pot  in  the  poalrofGce.  The 
home  postage  will  be  some  ahiUings;  I  shall  not  cheat  yon  of 
that — n^e  as  I  am.  I  have  a  good  deal  of  bnsiness  on  hand. 
Adieu ;  and  let  me  ever  be  thought  of  as  yours,  eternally, 
(Franked.)  T.  0. 

During  the  autumn,  he  continued  to  work  at  intervals  upon 
tiie  "  Annab  ;"  he  wrote  papere  for  the  "  FhiloBophical  Maga- 
aijie;"  troiuUted  foreign  correapondenca  for  "The  Star;"  at- 
tended at  the  office  in  town ;  and  by  a  daily  journey  of  ten  or 
twelve  milea,  going  and  returoing,  his  strength  began  to  im- 
prove, and  he  looked  around  for  some  popular  theme  on  which 
to  make  another  trial  of  his  powers.  Nothing,  however,  turned 
up  to  his  satisfaction ;  neither  his  own  inventive  genius,  nor  the 
Buggeetions  of  his  friends,  could  hit  the  mark  ;  and  for  many 
months  he  continued  in  the  same  "incilonous  employment  of 
anonymous  writing  and  compilation."  At  length,  his  case 
having  exdted  particular  attention  in  one  or  two  infloential 
quarters,  he  was  encouraged  to  hope  that  he  should  not  be  over- 
looked by  a  liberal  ministry,  when  supported  by  the  good  word 
of  Lord  Holland  and  Lord  Minto.  In  what  form  their  patron- 
age was  to  be  expressed,  was  still  uncertain ;  but  "  a  situation 
under  government,  unshackled  by  conditional  service,"  was  that 
to  which  he  aspired,  and  to  which  he  was  entitled  by  his  talents 
and  character.  With  these  fair  and  reasonable  eipectetions, 
which  hia  frienda  were  all  anxious  to  see  realised,  time  flew  by ; 
and  if  it  did  not  find  him  prosperous,  it  found  him  supporting 
his  adversity  with  a  fortitude  that  commanded  respect. 

One  chief  source  of  income  was  the  continued  sale  of  the 
quarto  edition  of  his  Poems,  the  man^ment  of  which  in  Scot- 
land was  confided  as  usual  to  Hr.  Kichardson,  to  whom,  on  the 
10th  of  December,  he  thus  writes  : — "  I  am  just  setting  out  for 
die  funeral  of  a  litUe  niece  of  my  wife's.  ...  I  shall  be  much 
obliged  to  you  to  let  me  know  the  state  of  my  afiaiis,  as  for  as 
regards  my  books. ...  I  am  closing  my  account  on  that  score.  . . . 
The  reason  of  my  troubling  you  is,  that,  in  the  '  flitting,'  I  have 
mislaid  one  of  your  letters,  in  which  you  inform  me  of  a  remil- 
tanee;  and  I  hum)  not  ftoio  much  I  have  at  differenl  timtt 
received.'^  .  .  ,  This  was  freq^uently  the  case ;  any  minute  calcu- 
lation of  money  received  or  disbursed,  was  an  exercise  for  which 
he  had  neither  taste  nor  patience ;  and  of  the  real  state  of  hia 
finances,  his  friends,  in  general,  knew  much  more  than  himself 

Vol.  I.— 18. 
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"  I  am  always  ready  to  shoot  myself,"  lie  says,  "  when  I  come 
to  the  subject  of  cash  accounts ;"  and  it  will  be  seen,  in  the 
course  of  these  letters,  that  he  sometimes  imagined  himself 
rich,  when  he  was  poor ;  and,  on  one  occasion,  thought  himself 
penniless^  when,  in  £act,  he  had  a  good  sum  of  bank-notes  in 
his  pocket.  This,  however,  happened  at  a  time  when  the  aspect 
of  his  fortunes  had  much  improved ;  but  a  rooted  disinclination 
to  balance  his  expenditure  and  income,  drew  him  into  many 
difficulties,  which  a  very  little  calculation  and  forethought  might 
have  prevented. 

Of  the  poetical  pieces  cautiously  elaborated  in  the  course  of 
this  year,  three  only  were  permitted  to  see  the  light  These 
were—"  Lord  Ullin's  Daughter,"  "  The  Soldier's  Dream,"  and 
"  The  Turkish  Lady," — all  of  which  had  been  sketched  amon^ 
the  scenes  to  which  they  refer — the  first  in  the  island  of  Mully 
and  the  two  latter  in  Bavaria — but  were  not  revised  and  finished 
until  he  had  retired  to  Sydenham.  The  next  on  the  anvil  was 
"  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic ;"  wliich  was  composed  at  short  inter- 
vals during  the  winter,  and  finished  in  April,  but  reduced,  be- 
fore publication,  to  nearly  one-half  of  the  original  stanzas,  as 
preserved  in  his  letter  to  Sir  Walter  Scott  This  piece,  like  the 
two  former,  had  passed  the  ordeal  of  private  criticism  with  great 
eclat ;  and  as  soon  as  it  came  before  the  public,  was  set  to  music, 
and  sung  with  applause  by  the  great  vocalists  of  the  day. 

The  announcement  of  a  new  poem  by  Walter  Scott  had  just 
been  received  by  the  public  with  great  delight,  and  the  perusal 
more  than  realized  its  expectations.  Of  the  original  "  Lay,** 
some  of  the  more  striking  passages  had  been  seen  by  Campbell 
in  manuscript ;  and  without  a  moment's  hesiUition  he  predicted 
its  unbounded  success.  The  volume  forwarded  to  him  from  the 
author  was  accidentally  detained  by  the  way ;  but  he  had  heard 
his  own  opinion  reiterated  in  every  coterie ;  and  when  the  pre- 
sentation copy  reached  Sydenham,  "  The  Lay  of  the  Last  Min- 
strel "  had  been  for  some  weeks  a  topic  of  general  admiration. 
To  the  letter  which  accompanied  it,  Campbell  thus  replies — 
concluding  with  a  narrative  of  strange  adventures,  which  had. 
greatly  deranged  the  peace  and  comfort  of  his  family :— r 

TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

Sydenham  Common,  9/A  F^mtary^  1806. 
Mv  DEAR  Scott, 

It  will  seem  incredible  to  you  that  your  welcome  letter, 
of  date  the  2d  of  last  month,  should  have  reached  Sydenham 
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onlj  this  morning.  It  is  explained  bj  the  affidavit  of  Mr. 
Orme,  the  bookseller,  who  says  he  dehvered  it  to  the  wrong 
coach-office ;  and  the  gentry  there,  I  suppose,  from  their  oyer- 
anxiety  to  find  me  out,  took  sufficient  time  to  make  the  search. 
Any  man  might  be  proud  of  such  a  present  after  reading  its 
contents  ;  and  to  receive  it  with  a  remembrance  of  your  esteem, 
is  a  circumstance  that  makes  me  both  proud  and  pleased.  I 
shall  hand  it  down  to  my  boy,  the  heir-apparent  of  my  house, 
as  a  very  valuable  possession — ^it  will  teach  him  to  keep  good 
company,  since  his  father  did  not  walk,  in  his  youth,  wiUi  uttle 
men. 

On  the  subject  of  the  Poem — ^this  monument  of  your  genius 
which  will  be  judged  of  by  ages  moie  impartial  than  the  pres- 
ent— I  can  say  nothing  further  than  that  the  joint  effect  of  the 
whole  is  such  as  I  expected  from  the  inspired  passages  with 
which  you  delighted  me  in  recitation  ;  and  that  new  passages 
arise  to  me  on  the  first  reading,  of  the  same  exalted  stamp. 
Any  minute  suggestion  respecting  peculiar  beauties  or  imper^ 
fections,  such  as  they  seem  in  my  eyes,  I  should  like  to  make, 
in  communing  with  yourself.  On  the  former  I  should  dwell  at 
greater  length — not  from  complaisance,  but  from  necessity  and 
truth.  On  the  latter  I  could  make  myself  understood  in  three 
minutes'  conversation ;  but  I  am  not  trained  critic  enough  to 
write  them.  I  am  a  novice  at  the  vocabulary  of  taste.  I  think 
I  may  soon  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  you,  and  holding  a 
conversation  in  which  I  shall  be  as  impudent  as  the  devil  ac- 
cusing Job.  Of  Edinburgh,  I  am  glad  to  hear  such  agreeable 
news.  God  bless  your  meetings  !  I  am  unfortunate  not  to  be 
among  you. 

The  style  and  strain  of  this  letter  will,  I  know,  appear  to 
have  rather  an  air  of  lamp-light  than  day-light  writing.  It  is 
necessary  to  confess  that  I  am  a  little  disturbed  with  some  of 
the  nervous  affections,  to  which  I  am  always  subject  when  any 
accident  disturbs  either  my  health  or  rest  A  pair  of  unlucky 
accidents  have  thrown  Mrs.  Campbell  into  sickness;  and  by 
watching  her,  to  relieve  the  other  attendants,  I  have  forfeited  a 
good  deal  of  wholesome  sleep.  .  .  My  poor  little  partner 
has  been  frightened,  in  a  situation  when  frights  are  almost 
deadly.  The  first  cause  of  her  agitation  was  the  parting  with 
an  illustrious  prime  minister,  whom  we  disbanded  from  the 
kitchen.  She  had  been  recommended  to  us  as  faithful  and  so- 
ber; and  although  she  had  more  than  human  ugliness  and 
masculine  ferocity,  and  had  been  some  years  on  board  of  a 
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man-of-war  with  her  husband,  we  trusted  to  the  predictions  of 
her  panegyrists  that  she  would  turn  out  well.  In  five  weeks, 
however,  her  slang  broke  out ;  and  within  the  seventh,  she  dis- 
covered the  whole  catalogue  of  vices  which  a  very  ugly  woman 
can  be  guilty  of.  One  fatal  day  she  fell  upon  us  in  a  state  of 
insane  intoxication,  venting  cries  of  rage  like  a  bacchanalian, 
and  tagged  to  our  names  all  the  opprobrious  epithets  which  the 
English  language  suppHes.  An  energetic  mind  in  this  state  of 
inflammation,  and  a  face,  naturally  Gorgonian,  kindled  to  the 
white  heat  of  fury,  and  venting  the  dialect  of  the  damned,  were 
objects  sufficiently  formidable  to  silence  our  whole  household. 
The  oratrix  continued  her  imprecations  till  I  locked  up  my  wife, 
child,  and  nurse,  to  be  out  of  her  reach ;  and,  descending  to 
the  kitchen,  paid  her  wages  and  thrust  her  forthwith  out  of  my 
doors — she  howled  with  absolute  rage.  During  the  dispute  she 
cursed  us  for  **  hell  fire  children  of  brimstone — whose  reli^on 
was  the  religion  of  cats  and  dogs"  (we  had  not  been  in  church 
at  Sydenham) :  I  asked  the  virago — what  was  her  religion,  since 
her  practice  was  so  devout.  "  Mine,"  sajrs  she  "  is  the  religion 
of  the  Royal  NavyV^ — at  the  same  time  shoVing  a  Prayer  Book. 
During  the  parley  she  made  the  best  effort  in  her  power  to  get 
hold  of  a  dividing  knife.  Finally,  this  "  Medea" — wishing  no 
doubt  (if  she  had  only  possessed  the  fiery  nags  and  the  winged 
chariot  of  Mcdca  the  elder)  to  cut  all  our  throats,  and  mount 
through  the  clouds  to  a  foreign  land — being  disappointed  in 
her  haughty  projects  of  revenge,  contented  herself  with  burning 
a  few  muslin  articles — greasing  the  shoe  brushes — breaking 
some  earthenware,  and  with  horrible  exclamations  whacking 
our  poor  cat  to  the  very  brink  of  her  life.  Having  done  so, 
and  for  want  of  a  fiery  chariot,  she  took  the  road  to  London  on 
the  top  of  a  stage  coach. 

Yesterday,  my  wife  still  continuing  delicate  in  hef  health,  I 
was  taking  a  walk  with  her  nearly  within  sight  of  our  own  door, 
which  is  a  solitary  part  of  the  Common.  An  ill-looking  man, 
mounted  on  a  beautiful  horse,  passed  us.  He  went  to  both  sides 
of  the  hill,  came  back,  returned,  and  came  back  again,  after 
looking  on  the  road  to  see  if  it  was  clear.  On  coming  close  to 
us,  he  demanded  our  names.  I  spoke  to  him  strongly  at  first, 
and  threatened  to  call  for  assistance.  He  half  dismounted — ^bnt 
hearing  me  holla  to  some  workmen  in  the  neighborhood,  he 
took  his  seat  again,  and  after  some  incoherent  expostulations 
with  me,  rode  off.  I  got  Mrs.  Campbell  with  difl^ulty  home 
in  strong  fits.    The  gentleman  on  horseback  was  instantly  pur- 
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sued,  and  caught,  after  a  hot  pursuit.     He  was  brought  before 

Justice  B ,  the  pamphleteer.     In  his  struggle  to  escape,  I 

had  the  satis&ction  to  have  a  fair  excuse  for  giving  him  some 
hearty  kicks,  and  twisting  his  handkerchief  almost  to  the  well- 
earned  point  of  strangulation.     Uis  intention  was  clear ;  but 

Justice  13 ,  finding  he  had  not  asked  for  money,  chose  to 

fine  him  in  a  trifle,  and  set  him  at  large.  I  mean,  however,  not 
to  rest  on  the  decision  of  Justice  Bowles — for  we  have  got  his 
name  and  address.  This  accident  has  nearly  occasioned  a  very 
serious  misfortune.  Mrs.  Campbell  is  still  feverish  and  ill,  and 
will  no  doubt  feel  the  consequences  of  this  affair.  I  should 
have  reckoned  the  transaction  ten  times  pleasanter,  if  he  had 
asked  our  money  at  once ;  but  it  ui  a  trick  of  these  gentlemen 
to  extort  money  by  indirect  means.  His  pistols  he  had  proba- 
bly thrown  away  before  discovery ;  there  were  strings  about  his 
belt,  which  looked  like  what  might  be  supporters  of  fire-arms. 

Justice  B is  certainly  not  a  second  Daniel. 

With  compliments  to  Mrs.  Scott,  I  remain,  my  dear  friend. 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

T.  Cajcpbkll. 

To  his  sister,  who  was  anxious  to  improve  her  situation  by 
removing  to  London  or  its  vicinity,  and  had  requested  her 
brother's  advice  and  "  influence  with  the  great,"  he  thus  writes : 

TO  MISS  OAMPBELL. 

Stdxnham  ComcoN,  25^  F^  1805. 
Mr  DEAR  Mary, 

I  am  happy  that  this  guest  is  at  last  gone.  .  .  I 
wish  the  concerns  of  those  nearer  to  my  heart  were  as  well  ar- 
ranged as  those  of  this  unhappy  man.*  I  have  been  much 
obliged  to  Grahame  in  this  aflfair.  I  shall  be  as  ingenuous  as 
possible  in  speaking  of  the  subject  you  propose  to  me.  I  can- 
not pretend  to  much  interest  among  the  great  I  would  not 
be  nght  in  saying  I  have  none.  How  near  to  much,  or  none, 
my  interest  is,  I  cannot  exactly  say.  One  has  no  exact  measure 
or  standard  of  a  thinff  so  dependant  on  accident,  or  the  feelings 
of  others.  I  shall  teU  you  how  many  people  of  the  above  sort 
I  know  in  London.  I  know  Lord  Minto,  the  Marquis  of  Buck- 
ingham, Lord  Webb  Seymour,  Lord  Henry  Petty,  and  some 
others  of  that  rank.     I  lived  with  the  first,  and  still  make 

*  A  relation,  m  whose  affiuTi  be  had  taken  a  wann  interest 
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friendly  calls  on  him.  The  Marquis  of  Buckingham  has  also 
said  he  would  be  glad  to  see  me  at  Stowe.  Lord  Webb  Sey- 
mour once  interested  himself  to  get  me  a  small  employment, 
and  failed.  Lord  Henry  Petty  has  lately  failed  in  another. 
These  men  speak  highly  of  my  literary  character,  and  have 
been  often  heard  to  lament  that  I  was  not  provided  for.  I  have 
been  introduced  to  others  of  the  nobility,  but  acquaintance  with 
them  I  never  could  keep  up.  It  requires  a  life  of  idleness, 
dressing,  and  attendance  on  their  parties.  I  exhausted  a  good 
deal  of  time  and  money  in  one  London  campaign ;  I  got  no 
object  attained  that  I  desired ;  I  acquired,  certainly,  a  very  gen- 
teel circle  of  acquaintance ;  but  having  now  my  bread  to  make 
by  industry,  I  could  not  possibly  occupy  my  hours  in  forenoon 
calls  and  nightly  levees.  I  have  still  retained  acquaintance  with 
one  or  two  respectable  families,  but  not  in  the  highest  rank.  I 
think  they  are  better  hearted  than  the  high  gentry,  and  enter 
into  one's  affairs  more  in  earnest  Lord  Minto  is  a  very  worthy 
man.  ...  To  the  B.  family  I  would  not  apply  for  any- 
thing .  .  .  whether  they  will  do  anything  for  me,  without 
appbcation,  is  another  question.  I  am  sure,  however,  that  they 
are  not  likely  to  be  roused  in  the  present  instance  .  .  .  This 
is  a  relation  of  what  I  cannot  do.  I  shall  now  state  a  short  list 
of  my  can-does,  and  their  several  chances.  I  can  write  to  Lady 
Charlotte  Campbell,  or  rather  cause  my  friend  Scott  to  write ;  I 
can  speak  to  the  Lords  Seymour  and  Petty  to  interest  their  fe- 
male relatives ;  I  can  speak  to  a  son  of  Lord  Dudley  Ward, 
who  knows  many  fashionable  ladies.  As  to  the  chances  of  suc- 
cess, I  must  trust  and  hope  for  the  best ;  but  the  great  are  in- 
different creatures.  ...  I  have  some  hopes  from  two  intimate 
friends,  a  Mr.  Weston,  of  the  city,  and  Sydney  Smith,  the 
preacher.  I  wish  to  God  you  had  a  situation  here.  If  it  can 
facilitate  the  plan,  I  shall  have  a  snug  apartment  for  you  at  Sy- 
denham, and  there  you  are  close  by  the  great  city.  I  meant  to 
have  applied  to  the  Stuarts — ^but  am  knocked  out  of  that  quarter 
by  a  late  event.  It  may  seem  a  &ult  in  my  character  that, 
having  so  many  great  and  good  friends,  I  can  get  nothing  done, 
either  for  my  own  advantage  or  the  benefit  of  those  I  love.  It 
was  a  remark  of  your  woruij  aunt,  in  depreciating  my  charac- 
ter to  the  Sinclairs,  that  "I  made  friends,  but  never  kept  them.^ 
I  am  not  surprised  that  a  person  so  unlike  myself  should  think 
exactly  so  of  me.  I  feel,  however,  the  injustice  of  the  observa- 
tion in  the  value  I  attach  to  friendship.  I  have  all  my  early 
and  equal  friends  still  attached  to  me,  and  I  have  reascm  to 
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think  vef7  truly.  The  ^reat  and  the  rich  hare  been  kind  to  me, 
and  have  said  such  thinga  aa  vould  have  made  you  b«Iieve  I 
waa  to  be  amply  provided  for.  Aa  to  intimacy,  I  uevei  could 
even  wish  it  with  them  ;  it  ia  ^t  by  utcrificing  independent 
feelings.  I  have  never  parted  with  the  best  part  of  my  charac- 
ter. The  things  I  have  mentioQed  you  ms^  rely  on  my  doing 
eagerly.  ...  I  Bball  write  to-morrow  to  Walter  Scott.  .  7l 
shall  wut  with  impatience  to  hear  from  you  if  anytlung^  occvn. 
...   I  remain  your  affectionately  attached,  T.  C 

Faithful  to  his  promise,  Campbell  made  every  effort  to  cany 
ont  the  plan  Bubmitted  to  him  by  hia  sister,  and  with  ultimata 
enccesB.  In  the  meantime,  he  writes  to  hia  "  old  crony  "  in  i 
atrain  of  various  and  characteristic  humor. 

TO  JOHN  RICHARDSON,  ESa 

STSEfnAv,  Ifarek  T(X,  180B. 

My  DEAR  Friend, 

Our  intercourae,  if  ever  suspended  by  indulgence  of  1»- 
rinesa  on  either  side,  ought  not  to  be  resumed  wi£  apcJogiea. 
I  have  felt — after  an  absence  that  divides  you  from  my  eyes, 
but  not  mj  affection,  that  I  have  too  good  a  remembrance  of 
you  to  need  written  memorandums^  I  see  so  ve^  few  tuw 
friends,  that  I  cannot  well  fbreet  my  ancients  ;  and  I  have  only 
ODe  person,  always  at  my  dbow,  who  has  any  right  to  my 
thoughts  and  conversation.  Our  amusement,  in  general,  is  to 
tell  over  old  stories  each  to  the  other ;  and  my  worthy  partner 
is  as  intimate  with  Jemmy  Grahame,  John  Richardson  and  Co., 
aa  an  old  student  with  Homer  and  VirgiL 

In  Bpite  of  this  power  of  remembrance,  however,  I  think  it 
would  be  pleasanter  on  both  sides,  if  we  were  to  write  oftener. 
Onr  letters  otight  to  be  frequent,  if  they  should  even  be  short. 
I  should  like  just  a  hit  at  me  every  decade,  with  a  watchman's 
cry  of  "  All's  well ! — a  fine  smiling  business — a  cold  froe^  mia- 
tresB  "—or  any  such  occurrence  in  life.  If  these  notices,  how- 
ever, have  been  scarce  of  late,  we  shall  have  the  more  to  talk 
of  when  you  come  to  Sydenham.  "  Tou  eome  to  St/denham  /" 
I  hear  the  paper  echoing  this  again  and  again  to  the  pen !  It 
is  a  sweet  and  pleasant  echo  I  I  will  give  your  back  a  diaU 
that  will  make  it  ring  when  I  push  you  pell-mell  over  the 
threshold  of  my  cottage.  In  with  you  I  See,  that's  my  wife 
— kiss  her  (only  once) :  and  that's  my  boy,  aa  impudent  a  dog 
as  ever  looked  you  in  the  ftoe.  And  look  at  my  gatden,  ia 
which  the  kail  v  growing  Uiat  w  to  be  your  pot-luck  I      ITie 
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Dorking  cock  is  struttiDg  in  the  yard,  whose  spurs  are  to  be 
sawed  off,  when  he  is  to  be  presented  for  a  fine  young  Turkey 
to  you  !  When  Dorky  has  sated  your  stomach,  then  we  shall 
have  his  gizzard  bedevilled  to  relish  the  happy.     Oh — 

**  I  will  dzink  wine  with  you, 

Robin  Adair  r  <&c 

Alas !  John,  my  heart  is  getting  up  the  hill  again,  and  growing 
light  enough  to  be  a  fit  receptacle  for  these  happy  anticipations. 
But  of  late  I  have  been  ffris^  to  the  mill  of  adversity  1  If  you 
have  seen  Jemmy  Grahame  lately,  his  mention  of  my  name 
might  introduce  an  explanation  of  what  I  mean»  K  not,  away 
with  even  the  memory  of  sorrow.*  In  the  "  Star,"  perhaps, 
you  will  see  a  public  complaint  of  the  unfit  punishment  that 
was  passed  on  the  ruffian.  ♦  ♦  ♦  * 

Had  I  been  left  alone  with  him,  I  believe  I  had  the  strength 
which  rage  supplies,  so  full  within  me,  that  I  could  have  mas- 
tered a  stronger  man  than  this  wretch  appeared  to  be.  .  •  . 
I  have  been  greatly  agitated,  as  might  be  expected,  by  the  con- 
sequences of  this  fright  on  Matilda's  health  .  .  She  is  bet- 
ter ;  but  we  shall  be  obliged,  for  the  sake  of  medical  attendance, 
to  go  to  London.  ...  I  owe  you  my  warm  thanks  for 
your  care  and  accurate  account  of  my  quarto  edition  in  Edin- 
burgh. .  .  Till  Matilda  be  well,  I  cannot  arrest  the  course 
of  my  expenses.  I  pray  you  slack  not  regard,  though  1  be  a 
troublesome  correspondent.  It  may  some  day  be  in  my  power 
to  testify  the  value  I  have  set  on  the  friend  who  knows  all  my 
cares,  because  his  sympathy  for  them  is  greatest.     •    .  T.  C. 

The  first  idea  of  the  "  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets,'*  in 
which  he  had  already  made  some  progress,  and  the  original 
sketch  of  "  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic,"  are  thus  conmiunicated 
in  a  private  letter. 

TO  WALTER  SOOTT,  ESQ. 

Stdxnham,  March  27,  1805. 
My  dear  Friend, 

I  have  been  for  some  time  engaged  in  a  work  in  whidi 
I  have  meant  to  consult  you  for  advice  and  direction.  It  is 
compilatory — but  if  I  receive  the  aid  of  a  few  such  men  as 


*  Here  foUowB  the  alannmg  adventure  in  the  forest^  already  quoted  m 
.hiB  letter  to  Walter  Scott;  and  of  which  as  aocxHmt  appeared  in  the 
**  Star,'*  complaining  of  the.  lenity  with  which  the  ruffian,  a  fajghwaymaiv 
had  heen  treated  bj  the  magistrate. 
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f  ounel^  I  ahall  do  some  service  to  the  public.  It  ia  a  collectioa 
of  the  beat  specimens  of  English  Poetiy.  With  ten  NesttHB, 
Agamemnon  could  have  taken  Troy ;  but  widi  fewer  adjutanta, 
I  shall  encompau  t^e  Biitifth  Pamaaaus,  and  bring  it  to  capitu- 
late.— I  only  mean  to  my  powers  of  compilation  ;  for  my  poet- 
ical vein  has  ceased  to  beat.  I  am  atagnated  by  the  caree  of 
the  world.  I  have  only  fought  one  other  battle — it  ia  Copen- 
hagen.*   I  wonder  how  you  will  like  it  in  its  ineomet  state. — 

THE  BATTLE  OF  COPENHAGEIf, 

1.  Of  NelHo  and  the  nortb, 
8il%  tbe  day, 
■When,  their  bBaiAij  poven  lo  vox, 
He  engaged  the  Duiiih  deck*; 
And  with  twen^  floating  wrecks 
Crowneal  the  fray. 

5.  All  bright,  in  April's  nm, 

Sbme  the  day ; 
When  a  Brittah  fleet  came  down, 
Thmngh  the  iiUudi  of  the  avwn, 
Aod  W  Copenhagen  town 

Took  their  stay. 
8.  In  arms  the  Duutli  ihcav 

Proudly  ibone ; 
By  each  gun  the  lighted  brand 
Id  b  bold  detennined  hand. 
And  the  Prince  of  alt  the  land 

Led  them  on. 
4.  For  Deiunark  here  bad  drawn 

All  her  might ; 
From  her  battle-ehips  so  vut 
She  had  hewn  awav  the  mast, 
And  at  aocbor  lo  Oe  last 

Bade  them  fi^rt. 

6.  Another  noUe  fleet 

Bode  ont,  but  these  were  dou^ 
To  the  batteries  which  they  broug^ 
Like  Lenathani  afloat 
In  the  brine; 


printed  ooOT  ol 
IS  and  striking,  the  reader  will  not  be  diapleaaed  to 
timity  of  comparing  the  ballad,  'in  it*  inomeot  atate,'  witl 
it  DOW  stands  among  his  fiTii«im»i  pcnma — where  tiglu  atani 
ed,  and  aU  the  othni  mm  <w  Ian  altaad,  while  A  was  j 
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6.  It  was  ten  of  ThuncUj  morn, 

By  the  chime, 
Ab  thej  drifted  on  their  path 
There  was  sOenoe  deep  as  death. 
And  the  boldest  held  his  breath 

For  a  time — 

7.  Ere  a  fint  and  £fttal  roond 

Shook  the  flcx)d ; 
Evexy  Dane  looked  oat  that  day, 
Like  the  red  wolf  on  his  prey, 
And  he  swore  his  flag  to  sway 

O'er  oar  blood. 

8.  Not  sach  a  mind  possessed 

England's  tar; 
Twas  the  love  <^  noble  game 
Set  his  oaken  heart  oof  flame. 
For  to  him  'twas  all  the  same 

Sport  and  war. 

9.  AU  hands  and  eyes  on  watch. 

As  they  keep ; 
By  their  motion  li^t  as  wings, 
I^  each  step  that liaaghty  spring 
You  might  know  them  for  the  kmgs 

Of  the  deep  I 

10.  Twas  the  Edgar  first  that  smote 

Denmark's  fine ; 
As  her  flag  the  foremost  soared. 
Hurray  stamp'd  his  foot  on  board, 
And  an  hunched  cannons  roared 

At  the  sign  1 

11.  Three  cheers  of  all  the  fleet 

Sung  Huzza! 
Then,  from  centre,  rear,  and  Tan, 
Every  captain,  every  man, 
With  a  lion's  heart  began 

To  the  fray. 

12.  Oh,  dark  etew  soon  the  heaTena— 

For  eadhgon. 
From  its  adamantine  lips, 
Spread  a  death-shade  round  the  sh^ 
Like  a  hurricane  eclipse 

Of  the  eon. 

18.  Hree  boons  the  ngiqg  fire 

Did  notsladk; 
Bat  the  Ibni^  Iheir  signals  drear 
Of  distreas  and  wreck  ^Pp^Vt 
And  the  Dane  a  fbeble  caeer 

Sentoaback. 
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14  Hm  tnke  6ea.fi ;  tboir  diots 
Slowlj  boom. 
Thar  oeasad— and  *U  u  vwO, 
Aa  they  itrika  tlie  ■hatter'd  mO, 

Or  in  coaflagratioii  pale 
Light  the  gloom. 

IS.  Oh,  death— it  nas  a  aght 
Fill'd  our  eja ! 
Bat  ire  raxaied  manj  a  cnw 
f^mi  the  wave*  of  Kvlet  ho^ 
Ek  (he  ooaa  </ En^and  flew 
O'er  her  priae. 


'OUT  coooDa'd : 
alEm^aDd'at 


IS,  Whv  c«aB'd  not  here  the  Ozih, 

Oh.  ve  brave  I 
Wh;  tdeede  old  Eoeland'i  band, 
Bt  the  fire  o/Dantui  laniL 
That  imite*  the  very  haixl 

Stretch'd  to  uve  I 

11.  But  the  Britou  aeot  to  warn 

Doimark's  town ; 

PrODd  foea,  kt       _ 

If  another  chain^lnt 

navy  in  thi 

IS.  Tien,  peace  iwtead  cf  de»tli 

If  youH  yield  jour  coooDa'd  fleet. 
With  the  aiswr  "  ■»-- >^-»-  •--■ 
AndmalM  nib 
To  our  King 

19.  The  Dane  retum'd,  a  tnus 

Qlad  to  briDK; 
He  would  yield  lua  oetiqiMi'd  fleet 
With  the  crews  at  Ei^Und'e  (Mt 
Anil  tnake  eubnuanoo  meet 

To  our  Kingi 

20.  ^Hieii  death  withdrew  hii  pall 

From  the  d>j; 
And  the  sun  look'd  ""'i^"g  btight 
On  a  wide  and  wi^  ligM 
Where  the  fires  of  funeral  ligU 

SI.  Yet  all  amidst  her  wiecks 

And  bsTgore, 
Prowl  Doimark  blest  oar  Cluef 
"Hiat  he  gave  her  womids  reliof ; 
Aad  the  WNBida  of  Joy  and  pief 

NTd  her  ahora. 


k 


■  w 


And  to  all  hi>  IV'crs  relate 
(.)iir  renown  1 

24.  Tlu-  In-lls  .--ball  rin^r!  the  day 

Shall  lint  close. 
But  a  blaze  of  cities  bright 
Shall  illuminate  the  night, 
And  the  wine-cup  shine  in  light 

Ab  it  flows  I 

25.  Yet—ret,  amid  the  joy 

And  uptMir, 
Let  UB  thmk  of  them  that  sleep 
Full  many  a  fiithom  deep 
All  beside  thj  rocky  steep, 

Ebinorel 

26.  Brave  hearts,  to  Britain's  weal 

Once  so  true  1 
Though  death  has  quench'd  yoOTvl 
Tet  immortal  be  your  name  I 
Forye  died  the  death  of  fiune 

WithRioul 

27.  Soft  sigh  the  winds  of  Hearen 

Cer  your  ffrave  I 
While  the  bifiow  mournful  roUi 
And  the  mermaid's  soog  cGodoki^ 
Singing — glory  to  the  soula 

Of  Sie  Brave  1 

I  began  with  describing  my  present  under 
to  be  selected — I  mean  the  firsi-raU  Poe 
first-rate  iudges  to  name  what  they  oonsid 
These  opinions — taken  along  with  another 
which  1  pay  due  deference,  viz.,  general  o] 
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I  may  read  the  same.  From  Chatterton  I  cannot  admit  into 
my  compilation  more  than  ten  or  twelve  pages  of  one  hundred 
and  twenty-eight  lines  to  the  page.  I  have  also  a  favor  to  re- 
quest, that  vour  friend  Erskine  would  give  me  his  assistance  in 
reading  "  Falconer's  Shipwreck,"  and  give  me  in  his  report  on 
the  best  passage,  not  exceeding  a  few  paces,  to  be  selected.  In 
his  taste  I  confide  as  much  as  any  man  fmve.*  I  meant  to  ask 
Alison's  discriminating  and  fine  judgment  of  poetical  merit;  but 
I  fear  he  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  troubled  with  any  commis- 
sion. If  you  will  write  me  on  this  subject,  it  will  give  me  great 
comfort.  The  task  of  this  compilation  appears  easy ;  but  to  be 
well  discharged,  it  is  really  fatiguing.  1  am  wading  through 
oceans  of  bad  poetry,  where  not  a  fish  is  to  be  caught 

Believe  me,  affectionately  yours, 

T.  Campbell. 

This  letter  was  promptly  acknowledged  by  Mr.  Scott,f  whose 
approbation  of  the  scheme  of  the  British  Poets  was  accompanied 
with  great  admiration  of  the  new  ballad ;  and  with  such  an  au- 
thority in  his  favor,  Campbell  resumes  the  correspondence,  and 
thus  lays  open  to  him  his  views  and  circumstances : — 

TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

Stdknhak,  April  10th,  1805. 
My  dear  Scott, 

For  a  letter  so  valuable  in  every  respect  as  your  last, 
I  sit  down  to  offer  you  my  grateful  acknowledgments,  especially 
for  the  encouragement  you  give  me  respecting  the  sea  song, 
which  is  to  form  part  of  a  second  volume,  very  soon  to  bring  me 
again  before  the  public  It  is  to  go  along  with  Lochiel  and  Ho- 
henlinden — with  the  poems  at  the  end  of  my  4 to  volume — and 
a  Turkish  little  story  about  the  siege  of  Belgrade,  of  which  I 
know  not  what,  how  much,  or  how  little,  or  how  much  less  than 
little  I  may  make  of  it.  I  was  always  a  dead  bad  hand  at  tell- 
ing a  story ;  and,  if  your  own  poetry  be  excepted,  I  know  no 
one  of  Scotland  bom  who  has  the  narrative  faculty. 

*  William  Enkine,  Em.,  advocate. — Seepage  208. 

f  On  the  12th  of  April,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  James  Ballantyne,  he  says: 
"  I  have  imagined  a  veiy  superb  work.  What  think  yon  of  a  oompuste 
edition  of  British  Poets,  ancient  and  modem  t  JohnsoirB  is  imperfect  and 
out  of  print ;  lo  is  Bell's,  which  ia  a  Lilliputian  thing ;  and  Anderson's,  the 
most  complete  in  point  of  numb^,  is  most  contemptible  in  execution,  both 
of  the  editor  and  printer.  Then  is  a  scheme  for  you  t"  7'he  Li/e,  VoL 
n,  page  44. 


IS  till-- — I  h;i\t'  c'.miit'xioii  .'it  j'Tt-cnt  witli 
slaUo  and  <  'u.,  «»ii  wliuiu  I  am  <.lra^vinu^  and 
for  \h('  (■•)in]tilaliun,  (>n  \Nliicli  I  sub>i>t  at 
Coii^ta))lt.''s  CMinluct  to  ni**  has  l>coii  vt.-ry  1 
I  have  an  account  open ;  but  bis  usjigo  is 
.  ,  erty  and  hard-fistedness  so  truly  Scotch,  t 

I  I  hurt  in  asking  my  own  from  him,  than  I  s 

{  advanoefl  of  a  liberal  dealer.  ...  In  the  m 

>|  debts  to  discharge  in  London,  I  have  no  • 

{  my  affiurs  than  by  requesting  a  tempoi 

f  where  I  can  apply  on  the  score  of  friendshi 

-  ^  reason  to  think  there  is  a  full  reliance  on 

- 1  honorable.     The  advance  of  £50*  at  pres< 

\   i  to  ask  of  you ;  but  I  hope  the  disagreeal 

i  j*  conduct  will  be  effaced  when  I  say,  as  I  can 

I  A  money  with  which  I  can  repay  it,  is  at  th 

i  i  due.  •  .  •  I  have  troubled  you,  therefore, 

know  me,  and  think  me  such  a  man  as  wc 
after  obtaining  a  proof  of  your  kindness  a 
not  evince  myself  worthy  of  it  by  subsec 
time  of  repayment  I  shall  fix  a  little  furt! 
state,  if  I  expressed  my  fair  hopes.  At  al 
may  say  that  this  summer  I  shall  be  able  ' 
immediate  discount.  *  * 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Scott,  yours  m 

i  ^ 

i  P.  8.  It  is  surely  good  news  to  send  a  pc 

I  that  the  great  verdict  of  Foxf  is  amonff  the 

in  warm  admiration  of  your  '^Lay  of  &e  Li 


I 


.^l 
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On  raoetpt  of  the  intt,  Campbell  writes : 
TO  WALTSB  BOOTT,  ESQ. 

SnxNHUi,  Aprii  Ulh,  IMt. 

Mt  dbab  Soorr, 

I  receiTed  vestordsy  your  letten,  and  that  to  LoDgman 
has  locceeded  aa  weU  aa  poesible.  In  tlie  fever  of  a  temporaiy 
complaint,  called  by  Frenchmen  "Le  Catch-cold,"  I  have  inat 
command  of  pen  and  ejeaight  sufficient  to  thuik  you  tritn  a 
moet  pateful  heart  for  a  kindneM — sxiA  a  kindness  most  affree- 
ably  done.  I  really  will  never  fo^et  the  impression  I  felt  on 
reading  your  letter.  The  consciousness  of  having  been  obliged 
to  have  recotuse  to  what  ia,  even  among  friends,  a  trial  of  friend- 
ship, and  a  something  connected  with  indelicacy,  had  given  ma 
a  little  uneasiness  ;  but  jour  style  and  manner  of  writing  is  so 
full  of  confidence  and  of  unaffected  kindness,  aa  entirely  to  le- 
heve  me.  I  am  infinitely  encouraged  by  what  you  say  of  yonr 
own  fortune.  I  thought  it  had  been  founded  on  paternal  inher- 
itance. I  hold  your  pn^^ees  before  me  as  a  comfortaUe  en- 
conr^ement,  to  show  what  a  cheerful  and  indusUious  use  of 
talents  can  accomplish.  I  delight  to  think  of  your  happineea  1 
having  a  sympathetic  antidpation  that  yonr  Invther  bard,  on 
the  bleaker  Imows  of  Pamasana,  may  one  day  batten  in  snoh 
another  rich  enclosure  as  your  own  habitation.  I  thank  God,  I 
have  very  tolerable  proepeots :  I  have  now  so  many  pleasing 
indlements  to  isduatiy — such  a  wife  and  snoh  a  child  as  would 
make  any  bat  the  heart  of  a  scoundrel  beat  with  no  other  wiah 
than  to  get  forward  in  life  for  their  sakea.  In  London,  it  ia  true, 
I  have  but  few  intimate  friends ;  these,  however,  I  scarcely  want, 
having  so  much  inestimable  companionship  at  my  own  fireside. 
I  may  safely  say  I  have  not  a  nineteenth  part  of  the  disagreea- 
ble ebbing  of  spirits  which,  I  was  conscious,  in  my  state  of  oeHb- 
aciy  made  me  often  a  burthen  to  myself;  and  only  at  particular 
times,  a  sufierable  associate  to  those  I  loved  most.  The  early 
part  of  my  life,  however,  was  a  devil  of  a  soene — it  was  cursed 
with  a  number  of  events,  which  are  known  acaroe  to  any  bnt 
myself  But  Absinthion,  the  star  of  bittemeas,  has  seemed  to 
set  on  my  fortune — it  is  now  out  of  my  system  altogether. 

Nowlhsveaserioua  advice  to  ask  on  a  literary  subject,  and  I 
pre&oe  it  with  this  request,  that  you  will  let  it  be  a  secret  be- 
tween US.  I  want  soma  tolerable  poem,  French  m  German,  to 
tnuwlat^  mad  I  wiak  you  to  chooaa  it  for  me  any  one  abont 
thaaiMfiaaMOtolOOOIiBea.    .    .    .    Do  yon  know  my 
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thing  of  Moncrif,  a  French  poet  ?  I  have  done  a  pretty  tale,  I 
think,  from  him — "  Alia  and  Alexis  " — I  have  made  the  lover, 
however,  a  namesake  of  yours,  for  ^  Ardebat  Alexim  "  always 
horrifies  me. 

There  is  a  Mohawk  Indian  in  town,  who  whoops  the  war- 
whoop  to  ladies  in  drawing-rooms,  and  is  the  reigning  rage  of 
the  town  this  season.  He  is  an  arch  dog,  and  palms  a  number 
of  old  Scotch  tunes  (he  was  educated  in  the  woods  by  a  Scotch- 
woman,) for  Indian  opera  airs,  on  his  discerning  audience. 
R s,  the  poet,  somebody  told  me,  being  one  of  the  specta- 
tors of  this  wonder,  at  hearing  of  proposals  for  the  whoop,  was 
seen  to  shrink  with  a  look  of  inexpressible  horror,  and  hide  him- 
self behind  a  sofa.  Adieu,  my  dear  Friend ;  believe  me  sin- 
cerely yours,  Thos.  CampbeUi.* 

After  a  negotiation  of  several  weeks  with  the  London  pub- 
lishers, Campbell  again  writes  to  his  gifled  friend  and  coadjutor. 

TO  WALTER  SOOTT,  ESQ. 

Sydenham,  June  84  180S. 

Mr    DEAR    SoOTT, 

Messrs.  Cadell  and  Davies  have  communicated  to  me 
the  intelligence  of  our  literary  projects  having  coincided,  as  to 
name  and  nature,  on  the  subject  of  the  British  Poets.  What 
is  it  that  ^neas  says  of  perishing  by  the  hand  of  Achilles  f  I 
rejoice  that  the  plan  is  taken  from  me  by  a  hand  so  powerfiiL 
I  really  do,  my  dear  Scott ;  it  would  have  gone  to  my  heart  to 
see  any  of  the  hodmandods  of  literature  proposing  for  this  ^- 
gantic  plan;  but  to  see  it  in  your  hands,  I  am  happy,  for  tbe 
sake  of  taste  and  my  native  country.  You  will  do  it  gloriously, 
deeply  and  strongly,  with  research  to  inform  us,  fire  to  warm 
us,  and  taste  to  enlighten  us. 

I  know  not  what  to  say  to  Mr.  Cadell's  proposition  about 
joining  me  in  the  undertaking — a  proposition  which  he  said  he 
would  make  to  yourself  and  Mr.  Constable.  As  to  the  butter- 
aceous  bookseller,  I  have  no  objections  to  him ;  but  I  am  sure  1 
should  prove  a  so-so  associate  with  you.  I  thought  it  proper, 
however,  to  let  you  know  how  far  I  had  gone  with  Uie  London 
gentry,  lest  they,  devising  cunningly  to  ask  our  terms  separately, 
should  found  an  over-reaching  bargain.     .    .    They  a^ed  my 

*  ThiB letter  is  endoned  by  Sir  W.  Soott:— •''Tom  CampbeU,  Apil, 
1805.    Acknowtodges  the  sdvanoe  of  fijflj  goiness  by  Longoao  and  Ua" 
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terms  for  thirty  lives,  and  I  gave  in  the  same  estimate  which 
Sir  James  Mackintosh  offered — a  thousand  pounds.  Now,  ver- 
hum  sapienti — they  are  the  greatest  ravens  on  earth  with  whom 
we  have  to  deal — liberal  enough  as  booksellers  go — but  still, 
you  know,  ravens,  croakers,  suckers  of  innocent  blood  and  living 
men^s  brains  I  .  .  .  One  man  offered  to  stake  his  whole 
reputation  on  the  work  for  £150.  This  was  told  to  me — ^as  a 
damper  is  throvm  over  muslin  that  is  going  to  be  singed — but 
I  still  took  what  Dr.  Anderson  calls  hi^h  ground,  and  ^ked  of 
a  £1000  as  a  small  perquisite  for  this  labor.  I  told  the  book- 
seller that  a  reputation  tnat  was  staked  so  cheap,  did  not  deserve 
to  be  impaled — whereat  the  bookman  laughed,  conceiving  that 
it  must  be  wit  as  it  was  a  pun. 

Now  tell  me  freely,  my  dear  Scott,  as  to  your  views  of  the 
undertaking ;  if  they  are  serious  and  long  devised,  then  1  must 
not  think  of  joining  you  in  the  most  distant  mode  of  responsi- 
bility ;  but  if  you  have  only  lately  thought  of  the  work,  1  may 
not  be  quite  useless  to  you,  imprepared  as  I  am.  I  request  you, 
by  the  true  and  trustable  sincerity  of  your  disposition,  to  let  no 
stepping-stones  of  delicacy  be  between  us.  Just  let  me  know 
that  you  come  to  the  work  with  deliberate  preparation,  and  I 
shall  think  it  a  fair  and  friendly  warning  to  quit  a  thing,  which 
in  friendship  and  confidence  I  owe  to  you.  I  have  no  great 
idea  of  my  own  capability,  and  a  perfect  consciousness  of  beinff 
unprepared  for  any  immediate  attack  on  it.  I  shall  be  obliged 
to  you  to  communicate  your  ideas  to  me,  respecting  the  nature 
and  extent  of  any  part  I  could  undertake,  with  no  other  prep- 
aration than  a  general  acquaintance  with  poetry,  and  enthusiasm 
in  the  feeling  of  its  beauties.  I  know  it  is  treating  you  with 
too  much  liberty  to  talk  thus  of  bookseller's  terms,  because  your 
lot  in  life  is  as  independent  of  them  as  mine  is  not  But  my 
only  intention  is  that  these  cunning  ones  should  not  get  between 
us,  before  we  have  some  communication  on  the  subject  As  to 
terms,  it  is  of  consequence  to  the  general  cause  of  letters,  that 
neither  journeymen  like  myself,  nor  masters — ^independent  ar- 
tists like  you,  should  be  over-reached  in  their  transactions. 
C  *  *  is  a  deep  draw-welL  I  was  really  duped  by  him.  .  .  . 
It  is  not  two  months  since  he  made  me  absolutely  believe  he 
had  not  been  meant  by  nature  for  a  bookseller.  But  God  knows, 
he  is  not  the  worst  of  the  bunch.  Will  you  favor  me  with  a 
few  lines  on  the  subject?  .  .  My  son,  Alison  Campbell,  was 
born  last  Sunday.         Believe  me,  your  affectionate  friend, 

Thomas  Gampbelu 


h«'iUMli<'tiuii  oil  tli«'  little  Mack  poll  ut  th« 
Alixtii  ;  ])Ut  J  lia\i.'  \>^i'n  so  much  a(X-u>t< 
0('rati<»ii<  on  a  l>«>(.»kst.'ll'.'r  (A'  \nh\  tliat  ii 
Christian  }>i«'ty.  .  .  It  s^.n-ms  tliat  1 
should  liave  friends  by  making  me  nee 
i'  ;  J  ^  letter  which  made  me,  if   possible,  love 

better  than  ever,  and  in  return  for  such  e: 
and  most  benevolent  heart  alone  could  < 
this  scrawl  a  troublesome  commission.* 
me  you  have  a  wi^ — I  wish  to  God  you  i 


This  letter  was  followed  by  an  increase 
which  interrupted  his  efforts  for  bring^ 
Poets  to  maturity ;  but  as  soon  as  these  i 
returns  to  the  subject : — 


i  I  ■ 

r: 


TO  "WALTER  SOOTT,  ] 

Stim 

DXAB  SCKXIT, 

j  i  In  the  beHef  that  we  should  be 

easily  between  ourselves,  any  difference 

have  about  the  plan  of  the  British  PoetSi 

acting  as  your  representative  in  sabmit 

!  \-  trade.    I  proposed  the  work  to  be  edited 

^  '  Dr.  Anderson^s,  (only)  in  size — the  nnml 

fifteen,  plus  or  minus  ;  Johnson's  PoetSi  ^ 
the  centre  of  the  work  :  your  ancient  Po< 
ley,  to  be  the  right  wing ;   and  my  dep 
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left  flank  of  the  whole.  I  thought  the  Poets  before  Cowley 
could  not  be  fewer  than  fifteen ;  nor  do  I  think  any  rational 
Christian  critic  can  diminish  the  number  ;  and,  to  be  responsible 
for  giving  a  body  of  English  Poetry  since  the  period  at  which 
Johnson  leaves  off,  I  would  not  wish  to  be  stinted  to  a  much 
smaller  calculation.  It  is  true  there  is  not  the  tenth  part  of 
Poets — real  and  spirit-proof  Poets,  in  the  few  years  of  tnis  pe- 
riod that  may  be  found  in  yours ;  but  we  are  bound  with  the 
modems,  as  with  near  relations,  to  take  notice  of  smaller  recom- 
mendations than  Would  carry  weight  from  remoter  consanguini- 
ty,  I  must  have  Ramsay,  who  is  one  of  my  chief  fevorites — 
Burns,  Cowper,  Mason,  Goldsmith,  Darwin,  Smollett,  Falconer, 
Churchill,  Armptrong,  Logan,  Green,  T.  Warton,  Chatterton, 
and  I  suppose  Michael  Bruce,  and  surely  Beattie.  Besides,  with 
what  propriety,  even  if  some  of  these  worthies  were  unniched, 
could  I  pretend  to  be  the  editor  of  Modem  Poetry,  and  omit 
Langhorae,  Wilkie,  Mickle,  Glover,  Penrose,  and  Johnson  him- 
self? Penrose  is  author  of  one  of  the  very  finest  poems  in  the 
English  language— "The  Field  of  Battle."  How  far  below  fif- 
teen could  you  reduce  the  list  I  I  submitted  my  proposal  of  a 
lumping  thousand  to  the  proprietors  of  the  Johnson  edition. 
Some  of  the  more  liberal  booksellers  stood  the  shock  very  well, 
but  among  the  herd  of  the  lower  tribe,  the  proposal  fell  like  a 
bomb-shell,  and  made  them  disperse  in  great  alarm.  I  proposed 
to  divide  our  labor  and  profits.  Cadell  and  Daviea  were  sorry 
for  the  vote  being  against  me,  and  I  believe  would  give  the  sum ; 
but  the  general  opinion  was,  that  I  should  be  exhorted  to  de- 
vise a  plan  with  you,  comprehending  fewer  poets,  and  of  less 
cost. 

The  time  also  alarmed  them ;  for  I  demanded  not  to  be  bound 
to  finish  my  part  under  eighteen  months.  Books,  I  think,  are 
not  to  be  promised  by  the  calendar ;  so  I  am  recommended  to 
concert  a  new  plan.  .  .  .  But,  how  can  I  propose  to  you 
to  stint  your  plan  to  the  narrowed  limits  they  require,  after 
drawing  off  your  attention  from  a  great  design  of  your  own  f 
How  many  below  the  mark  of  Ji/teeuj  is  it  possible  or  probable 
that  you  will  reduce  the  number  of  poets  in  the  prodigious 
space  of  time  between  Chaucer  and  Cowley  ?  or  how  much,  be- 
low the  sum  of  £500  a  piece,  is  it  fiur  for  us  to  reduce  remuner- 
ation ?  For  my  own  part,  I  kaow  the  pestering  trouble  of  pick- 
ing up  anecdotes  about  the  modems  will  occupy  my  time  for  a 
year.  ...  It  will  certainly  cost  me  journeys  to  Oxford, 
Scotland,  and  elsewhere.     Now,  I  have  a  still  higher  idea  of  the 


<li-<MUr.iLr''  (•'>iii|M-t;ii<iii.  1  >liall  in  that  c 
oil  wljjcli  I  li.tv.'  \'nv  -uiii.-  tiiii._'  (••'^■it;tt«-<l 
ii;n«'  Iii-h  Mu-ic,  ami  traii>latinij>  fron 
\v«»r'U,  t(<  wliirh  1  can  nl.taiii  aero-.  I  >< 
1  will  transcribti  a  little  sunj^,  which  I 
collection,  though  the  subject  is  Gaelic* 
ij  I  f  Pray  can  you  direct  me  where  to  find 

'  lit ;  Lochiel^s  Warning  ?     I  shall  be  much  c 

tion  this  when  you  write. 
Believe  me,  with  great  Bincerity,  your 


r  ^ 

i:rl: 


Hie  result  of  these  negotiations,  as  c 

letter,  was  '*  the  breaking  off  on  the  diff 

the  '*  superb  work,"  which  was  to  have  u 

sign  the  names  of  Scott  and  Campbell, 

,,,.  ground.     **  But  the  public,"  as  Mr.  Lock! 

!  i  ^*  had  no  trivial  compensation  upon  the 

'  the  failure  of  the  original  project  led  Mi 

.  n  ■  for  the  press  those  ^  Specimens  of  Englisl 

1  \  '■  lustrated  with  sketches  of  biography  *an< 

'  honorable  to  his  learning  and  taste."t 


'  \ 

I 
■  1 


*  Here  folIowB  ''Lord  IJllin's  Daughter,"  tfair 
diffnr  from  the  pabliahed  copy. 

f  In  Mr.  Lockharf  8  life  of  Sir  Walter  Soott, 
British  Poets  is  thus  ooodsely  stated :  **  It  was 
who  entered  into  it  with  eagemeMi  They  fmm 
Cadell  and  Davies,  and  some  of  the  other  Lodd 
lar  plan  on  foot;  and,  after  an  uiisuocessM  Deg« 
were  DOW  actually  treating  with  CampbeU  for  u 
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In  a  long  letter  to  Mr.  Alison,  written  with  paternal  fond- 
ness, from  "the  nursery,'^  Campbell  gives  a  humorous  por- 
traiture of  his  two  boys — ^the  elder  an  infant  only  twelve  months 
old. 

"1 7th  July.  *  *  Your  beloved  namesake  is  growing  a 
sweet  and  beautiful  child.  The  elder,  Telford,  I  am  sorry  to 
send  you  less  favorable  accounts  oil  Don't  alarm  yourself  how- 
ever, for  his  health  ;  it  is  his  moral  dispositions  which  are  be- 
come rude  and  savage  I  ...  He  talks  a  language  like  man 
in  his  pristine  bar^urity,  consisting  of  unmodulated  cries  and 
indefinite  sounds.  He  is  rapacious,  and  would  eat  bread  and 
milk  till  the  day  of  judgment ;  but  he  is  obliged  to  stint  his 
stomach  to  ^ve  loaves,  and  as  many  pints  of  milk  per  diem,  be- 
sides occasional  repasts.  He  is  mischievous,  and  watches  every 
opportunity  to  poke  out  little  Alison's  eyes,  and  tear  the  un- 
formed nose  from  his  face  I  He  had  not  been  christened,  but 
only  named,  till  Alison  and  he  were  converted  to  Chnstianity 
together.  The  watering  of  the  young  plants  was  a  very  un- 
common scene.  Telford  scolded  the  glergyman,  and  dashed 
down  the  bowl  with  one  smash  of  his  Herculean  arms.  He 
continued  boasting  and  scolding  the  priest  till  a  wild  cry  of 
Y-a-men !  from  the  clerk,  astonished  him  into  silence.  The  first 
meeting  of  Telford  and  his  young  friend  of  the  nursery  was 
diverting.  T.  had  seen  no  live  animal  of  the  same  size,  except 
the  lambs  on  the  Common,  which  he  had  been  taught  to  salute 
by  the  appellation  of  B-ii-a  I  This  was  for  some  time  his  nick- 
name for  your  namesake. 

The  importance  of  these  pieces  of  information  may  well  be 
called  in  question ;  but  you  remember  the  anecdote  of  some 
one  who  was  found  on  his  knees  playing  with  his  bairns,  and 
who  asked  his  visiter — "Have  you  ever  been  a  father?"  I 
shall  not  incur  your  contempt  by  confessing  that  I  have  worn 
out  the  knees  of  my  breeches,  not  so  much  by  praying  as  by 
creeping  after  Telford,  the  rumbustical  dog  I  What  would  we 
give  to  have  one  day  of  i/ou  at  Sydenham  to  join  our  creeping 
party !  Excuse  a  letter  from  the  nursery,  and  believe  me,  with 
all  the  milk  of  a  foster-brother's  kindness,  your  afifectionate 

Thos.  Campbell. 

rtanding  oS,  took  on  himself  the  whole  burden  of  a  new  edition,  as  well  as 
biogra|^y,  of  Drydcn.  Tlie  body  of  booksellers  meanwhile  combined  in 
what  they  still  called  a  general  edition  of  the  English  Poets,  under  the  sn- 
perintcndance  of  one  of  their  own  GnibHstreet  vassals." — See  Vol  H,  p  46. 


I 


Is   the.   meantime   e(^n^i(leral>le  ])rogrt. 

*'  Annals,"  tlu'  proofs  of  \vhieli,  at  tlit'  autl 

revised  l>v  Mr.  Alison,  to  whom  he  writes 

know  whether  your  health  and  time  wil 

,i  thus  largely  on  your  friendship  for  perforn 

li  I  Btill  continue  to  wish  in  vain  for  the  ret 

^  and  strength.    I  haye  been  advised  to 

joxk  know  of  any  pleasant  situation  on  ti 
i  [ I  8  you  would  recommend  ?    It  must  be  reti 

jiifS  nermitage  neither;  ibr  I  can't  do  without 

wife  want  a  market.     .     .    I  think  bat 

strength.     The  cold  bath  was  advised  to  n 

i  wo's  me  I  our  water  is  brought  on  carts,  i 

„  •  a  barrel,  so  that  bathing  here  is  no  joke  1 

y^r  ^o^>  I  assure  you,  not  perfectly  selfish, 

[  ^H  you.     .     .     I  long  to  see  your  hand,  si 

11  &ce.  AjSecti 


II 


1 .1 


.t: 


1-  r  I  I 

\"^7\  During  the  early  part  of  summer,  his 

'   -  '  cate,  did  not  interrupt  his  literary  indu 

new  edition  of  his  poems ;  and  his  mind 
fidr  prospect  of  carrying  out  the  literary  pi 
ter  Scott.  But  after  this  scheme  was  it 
and  when  no  other  encouraging  project  a 
his  mental  energy  began  to  flag ;  and  he 
of  bodily  ailmentis,  which  were  much  ag| 
of  his  imagination.     Could  he  have  reaso 


I 

I      J 


i 


]  i  ment,  he  would  have  seen  no  real  cause 
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assiduous ;"  and  cheered  at  home,  and  encouraged  b;  bis  fii- 
miliar  Mcnda,  he  made  strong  and  repeated  efforts  to  cononer 
the  melancholy,  to  nbich  he  "  was  bo  naturally  prone."  But 
the  difficulty  of  arranging  matters  nitli  one  of  his  publishers, 
vho  threatened  him  with  a  law-suit,  was  a  source  of  irritation, 
which  every  additional  letter  oq  the  subject  revired;  and  suf* 
fering,  as  he  firmly  beheved,  under  protracted  injuries  for  which 
there  was  neither  hope  of  redress  nor  apparent  limits,  his  cor- 
respondence became  deeply  colored  with  gloomy  pass^ea  of 
the  future. 

This  state  of  morbid  sensibility  is  but  too  well  illustrated  by 
the  following  letter,  in  which  also  he  reluctantly  confeseea  the 
necessity  of  naving  recourse  to  another  edition  of  his  poems  by 
BubecripUon : — 

TO  JOHN  RICHARDSON,  ESQ. 

STDBiKiV,  Augud  Silh,  1806. 
Mr  DBAR  John, 

Since  I  wrote  you  last,  I  have  always  checked  my  wish 
for  bearing  from  you  again,  by  reflecting  how  Uttle  amusement 
my  correspondence  can  now  afford  you,  when  I  have  scarcely 
anything  to  communicate  but  anxieties  of  mind,  or  complaints 
about  indisposition — and  therefore  how  Uttle  right  1  I^ve  to 
your  punctual  attention.  But  when  I  reflect  on  old  days  of 
happiness  in  your  society,  I  fly  to  it  as  the  only  resource  I  can 
find.  .  ,  Three  montihs  have  now  elapsed  siaoe  I  have  known 
what  it  was  to  he  down  or  rise — to  spend  a  night  or  day  without 
a  disordered  state  of  body,  that  has  made  my  existence  burthen- 
some  and  useless.  My  debility  has  increased  to  such  a  point, 
that  I  can  take  no  exerdse  except  riding.  There  was  a  time 
when  I  httla  expected  a  walk  of  a  mile  to  knock  me  up;  but 
now  it  ia  otherwise  ;  confinement  to  the  house  is  so  noxious  to 
my  spirits,  that  I  am  forced  to  the  only  mode  of  eiercise  I  can 
support,  which  is  on  horseback ;  and  that,  in  the  present  bad 
weather,  has  induced  other  ailments,  which  are  only  preferable 
to  entire  imprisonment.  DebiUty  gaining  ground  at  this  rate, 
cannot  last  long.  I  speak  without  affectation  to  you,  my  dear- 
est friend,  who  have  known  my  most  intjmate  thoughts,  when  I 
say  Uiat  a  sort  of  comfort  comes  over  my  mind,  when  I  think 
that  the  conBummation,  one  way  or  other,  must  soon  arrive  . .  . 
There  is  something  in  one's  internal  sensations  that  tells  more 
of  really  progressive  disorder  in  the  constitution,  than  medical 
proffTKitiei  can  deseribe — and  those  sensatioiu  I  am  certainly 


.■I  >t'iit«'iic«'  of  a  ('(iiniiioii  l«'tt"r.  witliniit  rui  ( 
W  li.it  j'lii-^jM'ct  I')  <«••'  a  \Nit'''  and  t'aiiiilv  tlia 
on  a  in«tilti«.l  \al<tU(]inarian,  uIkw,-  n.rvt.-;  ( 
n'^und«•r  Itv  si(•kn<'>>^  I  'I  In*  [M-ru^al  of  a  I'cn 
me  ;  and  it  would  nocd  the  day  cntin'  and  li 
responsibility  I  Lave  before  me.  Yet  the  di 
cholj  idea  of  leaving  my  unfortunate  wife  a 
wide  world,  binds  me  to  existence.  I  shui 
happen  if  ihey  are  left — as  it  is  not  imposs 
be.  I  will  not  deny  that  the  very  reflection 
makes  me  tporse  than  I  should  necessaril) 
I:*!  complaints  I  sufler.     But  it  produces  one  ^ 

made  me  arrange  matters  so  that,  at  all  evec 
survive  this  illness,  something  will  accrue 
little  ones — I  have  determined  not  to  dispo 
of  the  next  volume  that  Doig  claims  ;*  and 
tie  probability  of  his  making  anything  of  i 
gone  some  length  in  printing  a  small  edition, 
some  profits ;  but  I  had  counted  on  more  thai 
stricter  calculation.    Without  a  firm  support  i 
— ^a  cordial  and  warm  assistance — ^it  is  not 
shilling  pamphlet.     On  sounding  the  London 
reason  to  dread  thoy  would  be  entirely  paai 
volume.     I  must  also  tell  you  in  confidence, 
enoe  on  them  so  humiliating — ^I  find  them  m 
but  the  prosperous  and  independent — that  ] 
termined  to  have  in  future  as  little  as  possibl 
I  know  the  disagreeableness  of  again  publisl 
of  my  friends,  as  in  tlie  last  quarto.     I  feel 

lif f lo  Tnnrf i^mnr  •   Kilt  ^til]  it.  lA  fl  millinn  of  i 


I    . 


I  I 
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jou  may  rely  on,  that  I  know  now  sufficiently  the  art  of  pub- 
lishing, to  get  a  most  beautiful  book  for  my  subscribers,  with 
sufficient  profit  to  myself.  I  shall  have  four  very  beautifiil  en- 
gravings, and  none  but  my  most  select  poems.  I  only  want 
three  hundred  names ;  and  so  much  do  I  count  on  London  for 
assistance,  that  I  shall  be  well  contented  if  a  third  part  of  what 
I  disposed  of  in  the  last  edition  be  got  off  in  Edinburgh — per- 
haps even  Jifty  would  be  the  quota  for  Scotland.  .  .  God 
bless  you  and  yours,  Thos.  Campbell, 

The  month  of  September  was  consumed  by  renewed  efforts, 
on  the  part  of  Campbell's  friends  and  advisers,  to  adjust  the 
long  pending  difference  between  him  and  his  Edinburgh  pub- 
lisher. Having  no  desire  to  revive  this  ungrateful  question,  I 
gladly  pass  on  to  subjects  of  more  general  interest 

It  has  been  seen  in  his  letter  of  June  28th,  that  in  the  event 
of  defeat  in  carrying  out  his  scheme  of  the  "  Poets,"  Camp- 
bell had  projected  a  collection  of  Irish  melodies.  The  plan 
was  communicated  in  the  first  instance  to  Walter  Scott,  and 
then  to  Mr.  George  Thomson,  by  whom  it  was  favorably  en- 
tertidned  ;  and  through  him  the  Songs  were  expected  to  find  a 
sure  introduction  to  popularity.  In  this  enterprise,  however, 
the  Poet  was  again  discouraged :  the  ground  w^as  understood 
to  be  already  bespoken — ^if  not  occu[:ied — and,  if  report  said 
trul  V,  so  efficiently  occupied,  as  to  render  competition  hazardous. 
Under  this  impression,  he  declined  the  larger  work,  and  re- 
solved to  confine  himself  to  a  few  popular  ballads,  in  continua- 
tion of  those  which  had  already  appeared  with  his  name.  But 
in  this  plan  he  was  also  defeated.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Richard- 
son, the  subject  is  thus  briefly  noticed  : — "  ...  I  troubled 
Grahame  with  a  commission — ^to  apologise  to  Thomson  for 
declining  his  proposal  of  sending  him  a  few  songs,  both  fi*om 
my  present  indifferent  health,  and  from  a  view  of  publishing 
some  songs  myself.  I  am  now  a  little  better ;  but  1  have  laid 
aside  for  the  present  my  view  of  publishing  any  songs,  and 
must  trouble  you  also  with  a  commission  to  Mr.  Thomson,  say- 
ing that  I  shall  be  happy  to  attempt  some  pieces  that  may  suit 
his  music — but  that  I  cannot  leave  my  present  avocations,* 
without  material  damage  to  my  pecuniary  profits.  I  am  sorry 
to  be  obliged  to  bargain  with  one  so  much  my  friend ;  but  my 
exertions  are  limited  by  indifferent  health — ^my  expenses  are 

*  These  were  the  **  AnnalB,*'  Blograpbical  Sketches,  revisioD  of  his  Po- 
ems, epgagementA  with  **  The  Star,   and  SpecimeDs  of  Scottish  Poetiy. 
Vol.  I. — 19. 
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heavy  ;  and  numerous  as  my  responsibilities  are,  my  time  would 
be  lost  in  attempting  to  do  any  thing,  unless  I  got  such  terms 
as  Scott  has  got  from  Why  te.  If  he  can  extend  the  commission 
to  five  or  six  songs,  I  can  set  seriously  about  the  task — if  he  can- 
not, it  would  be  a  material  damage  to  break  my  present  avo- 
cations. You  will  say  this,  perhaps,  in  a  more  gainly  way  than 
I  can  write  it.  I  shall  be  happy  to  have  Mr.  Thomson's  answer 
when  convenient.  I  am  still  extremely  weak.  God  bless  you, 
my  affectionate  friend  !     Believe  me  yours,  eternally, 

Tuos.  Campbell. 

His  feelings  of  disappointment,  arising  out  of  these  "  rejected 
schemes"  of  the  British  Poets — feelings  which  he  could  no 
longer  suppress,  found  vent  in  an  affecting  letter  to  his  more 
fortunate  brother  poet,  whose  friendship  was  a  source  of  honest 
pride  and  consolation. 

TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESa 

Sydenham,  October  2,  1805. 
My  dear  Scott, 

I  should  have  written  to  you  some  time  ago  relative  to 
the  "  Poets,''  but  have  been  under  severe  pain  of  body,  and  a 
consequent  anxiety  of  mind,  about  the  state  of  my  affidrs  and 
prospects,  which  are  so  much  affected  by  the  changes  of  my 
health.  I  trusted  to  Longman  and  Eees*  lettii^  you  know,  aa 
was  their  duty,  the  result  of  the  negotiation  respecting  the 
"  Poets ;"  they  have  been  dilatory,  I  understand.  It  is  proba- 
ble, however,  that  Mr.  Rees,  being  in  Scotland,  would  bring  the 
story  along  with  him — a  story  disgraceful  even  to  booksellers. 
They  have  taken  Alexander  Chalmers  into  keeping  for  300/,  to 
perform  this  task.  I  expected  to  have  filled  this  ensuing  winter 
with  the  pleasing  task  of  co-operating  with  a  friend — and  a 
friend  of  proud  fame — in  writing  the  lives  and  characters  of  our 
Bards.  Poor  Bards  !  you  are  all  ill-used,  even  after  death,  by 
those  who  have  Uved  on  your  brains.  And  now,  having  scooped 
out  those  brains,  they  drink  out  of  them,  like  Vandals  out  of  the 
skulls  of  the  starved  and  slain,  sewed  up  by  the  Gotiiic  Gany- 
mede, Alexander  Chalmers. 

To  drop  metaphor,  my  dear  Friend,  I  have  winter  approach- 
ing, and  all  the  happiness  I  built  on  this  employment  is  gone ! 
I  hope  I  shall  soon  have  out  a  volume  of  fugitive  pieces,  and  I 
have  several  pieces  of  poetry  on  the  stocks ;  but  I  have  been 
worn  by  pain  and  sickness,  far  beyond  the  power  of  poetiy.     I 


iBT.  28.]    LXTTKB  TO  SOOTT — ^DEFEATED  IN  HIB  SCHEME.  436 

have  none  in  my  brain,  and  inspiration  is  a  stranger  to  extreme 
apprehension  about  the  future  I  The  plan  of  the  songs  will  not 
do  :  I  am  discouraged  on  all  hands  bj  the  musical  judges  to 
whom  I  have  mentioned  the  subject ;  at  all  events,  nothing 
immediate  can  be  done.  I  can  now  cherish  no  hopes  of  any 
agreeable  undertaking,  unless  jour  extensive  influence  over 
Constable,  or  some  of  the  Edinburgh  trade,  can  chalk  out  some 
plan  of  which,  as  in  the  last  intended,  I  could  be  your  coadjutor. 
It  is  for  this  purpose  I  write  to  you.  Your  extensive  thoughts 
have  gone  over  so  many  subjectB,  that  there  are  probably 
several  great  works  (of  prose  1  mean)  in  your  view ;  and  in 
some  of  these  it  might  happen  that  the  exertion  of  my  industry 
might  be  employed  under  your  banners.  Under  the  general 
fits  of  pain  or  debility,  to  which  I  have  been  for  some  time  sub- 
ject, I  am  utterly  unfit  for  any  playful  exercise  of  the  imagina- 
tion ;  but,  having  learnt  the  great  art  of  sitting  so  many  hours 
a  day  at  my  desk — every  day  that  I  am  not  positively  overcome 
with  sickness — I  know  I  can  now  trust  much  to  my  industry. 
The  great  difficulty  is  breaking  proposals  to  those  who  are  un- 
fortunately the  only  patrons  of  literature.  I  am  no  match  for 
them.  They  know  the  dependence  of  my  fortune,  and  they 
avail  themselves  of  it  Longman  and  Rees  have  engaged  me  to 
write  a  small  collection  of  Specimens  of  Scottish  Poetry,  and 
affix  a  Glossary,  with  notices  of  two  or  three  lives.  .  .  .  mea- 
grely and  miserably  cramped  down  to  a  most  pitiful  thing.  Yet, 
having  lost  every  nerve  of  application  to  the  poetical  pieces  I 
was  going  on  with,  I  took  this  in  hand  because  it  was  compati- 
ble with  the  state  of  health  and  spirits,  which  are  the  thermom- 
eters of  my  poetry.  The  selection  is  a  matter  of  taste,  not  of 
historical  or  antiquarian  illustration.  I  think  I  have  the  sources 
of  the  work  pretty  clearly  before  me  ;  but  I  shall  not  consider 
myself  safe,  till  I  have  from  you — if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to 
note  them  down — a  list  of  the  best  compilations  of  Scottish 
poetry  which  you  would  recommend.  I  have  finished  the  few 
slight  sketches  of  lives  which  are  to  accompany  the  Poems,  viz., 
Bums,  Ramsay,  Ferguson.  As  for  the  two  last,  perhaps  you 
will  say  I  am  chronicling  small  beer.  I  hope  I  shall  be  able  to 
send  you  my  little  volume  of  originals  in  a  few  weeks. — ^Believe 
me,  my  dear  Friend,  yours  very  sincerely, 

Thomas  Campbell. 

The  painful  interest  awakened  by  the  perusal  of  this  letter,  is 
much  relieved  by  a  short  but  emphatic  postscript  in  these  words : 
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"  P.  S.  His  Majesty  has  been  pleased  to  confer  a  pension*  of 
200/.  a  year  upon  me,     God  Save  the  King  1" 

It  was  well  known  that,  for  several  months  previous  to  this 
announcement,  Campbell's  friends  had  been  very  active  in  con- 
certing measures  for  securing  to  him  this  most  seasonable 
bounty  :  but  to  what  private  influence  he  was  indebted  for  the 
grant,  has  never  been  discovered.  It  was  said  at  the  time  that 
one  of  the  Princesses,  who  was  charmed  with  his  poems,  inter- 
ceded with  the  King  in  his  behalf;  that  the  name  being  referred 
to  the  minister,  was  approved,  and  placed  on  the  pension  list. 
All,  however,  that  Campbell  has  left  in  reference  to  this  inter- 
esting event,  is  comprised  in  the  following  note  : — ^**  My  pension 
was  given  to  me  under  Charles  Fox's  administration.  So  many 
of  my  friends  in  power  expressed  a  desire  to  see  that  favor  con- 
ferred upon  me,  that  I  could  never  discover  the  precise  individual 
to  whom  I  was  indebted  for  it.  Lord  Minto's  interest,  I  know, 
was  not  wanting  :  but  I  hope  I  may  say,  without  ingratitude  to 
others,  that  I  believe  Charles  Fox  and  Lord  Holland  would  have 
bestowed  the  boon  without  any  other  inten-ention." 

Writing  full  thirty  years  afterwards  on  this  subject,  he  says : 
— "  Before  that  event,  I  had  labored  under  such  gloomy  pros- 
pects as  I  am  reluctant  to  look  back  upon ;  and  I  should  probably 
consign  the  history  of  them  to  oblivion,  if  I  gave  way  to  un- 
manly feeling  or  false  pride.  But  everything  that  is  &lse  in 
my  pride,  gives  way  to  the  gratitude  which  I  owe  to  those  friends 
who  rallied  round  me  at  that  period ;  and  it  would  be  black  in- 
gratitude if  I  could  forget  that,  in  one  of  those  days,  I  was  saved 
from  taking  a  debtor's  lodgings  in  the  King's  Bench,  by  a 
munificent  present  which  the  Rev.  Sydney  Smith  conveyed  to  me 
from  Lady  Holland." 

Of  the  income  so  materially  improved  by  this  act  of  the  royal 
bounty,  Campbell  made  a  prompt  and  generous  use ;  and,  re- 
serving only  one  portion  for  himself,  divided  the  remainder 
between  his  Mother  and  Sisters.  Nor  was  the  active  c6-operar 
tion  of  his  friends  impaired  by  this  stroke  of  good  fortune :  it 
was  resolved  that  one  grand  eflbrt  should  be  made  to  place  the 
Poet  and  his  family  beyond  the  reach  of  future  embarrassment ; 
and  to  accomplish  this,  a  new  quarto  edition  of  his  "  PoemS  *• 
was  advertised,  to  which  all  who  admired  the  inspired  adrocate 


*  This  pension — ^nominally  200/.— deducting  office  fees,  dutiei^  4(1, 
never  amounted  to  more  168i.  perannmn:  but  that  sum  be  Mjoyedneaiiy 
forty  yean.    See  his  own  statement,  page  440,  Letter,  80(h  IlM. 
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of  freedom  were  invited  to  subscribe.  By  the  end  of  aatamn 
the  plan  was  matured,  the  new  volume  ready  fbr  the  press,  and 
the  subscription  list  highly  satisfactory — ^as  shown  by  the  follow- 
ing characteristic  letter  from  Mr.  F.  Horner : — 

TO  JOHN  RICHARDSON,  ESQ. 

The  TncpLK,  llth  DfCfmber,  1806. 
Dear  Richardson, 

I  send  you,  along  with  this  letter,  four  subscription  pro- 
posals, which  we  have  printed  for  Campbell ;  I  wished  to  have 
got  Franks,  but  have  been  disappointed.  You  had  better  get 
some  printed  at  Edinburgh  in  the  same  form,  to  disperse  among 
your  friends  there  and  throughout  Scotland. 

Mr.  Sydney  Smith  has  taken  charge  of  the  subscription  here ; 
that  is,  all  the  papers  come  from  him,  and  are  ultimately  to  be 
returned  to  him.  He  lodges  the  money  at  Hoare's,  on  Camp- 
belFs  account ;  and  two  or  three  booksellers  have  consented  to 
receive  subscriptions  at  their  shops,  free  of  commission.  You 
must  take  upon  yourself  the  same  central  authority,  and  trust 
for  the  Scotch  subscription ;  and  when  you  have  got  a  great  deal 
of  money,  which  I  make  no  doubt  you  will,  you  may  remit  either 
to  Smith  or  directly  to  Coutts',  which  is  more  convenient  per- 
haps at  Edinburgh  than  a  remittance  to  Hoare's. 

Very  little  exertion  has  been  made  yet ;  but  we  have  got 
above  two  hundred  pounds,  of  which  sixty  are  from  Oxford.  I 
shall  be  very  much  disappointed  if  we  don't  put  into  the  Poet's 
purse  more  than  a  thousand  pounds. 

You  will,  of  course,  consult  Mr.  Stewart  and  Campbell's  other 
friends,  as  to  the  best  means  of  pushing  the  subscription  ;  and  I 
have  told  Lord  Webb  Seymour  that  you  will  call  on  him  for  that 
purpose.  I  have  sent  one  subscription  paper  to  Reddie,  and 
have  desired  him  to  communicate  with  you  if  it  is  necessary.  It 
will  be  a  disgrace  if  Glasgow  does  not  distinguish  herself  in  this 
subscription.  Lady  Holland  has  written  to  Lord  Lorn,  to  rouse 
the  whole  clan  of  the  "  Campbell's." 

I  am  happy  to  assure  you  that  Campbell's  health  does  not 
appear  worse  than  it  has  been  for  many  years.  The  indisposi- 
tion which  you  heard  of,  while  I  was  at  Edinburgh,  proceeded 
▼ery  much  from  anxiety  about  his  circumstances;  I  trust  his 
mind  will  be  set  at  ease  upon  that  subject,  if  he  has  confidence 
enough  in  his  friends  to  disclose  his  whole  situation,  and  firm- 
•9l|ll0^  to  adhere  to  a  fixed  plan.  I  don't  know  if  he  has  written 
4o  you  since  I  came  to  town ;  if  I  find  he  has  not,  I  will  write 


438  LIFE   AND   LETTSBS   OF  THOMAS   CAMPBBLL.         [1805. 

to  you  again  more  at  length.      In  the  meantime  you  will  hear 
from  Dr.  Thomas  Brown  what  negotiation  Smith  has  had  with 

that  Jew .     Believe  me,  yours  very  truly, 

Fra.  HoRirxR. 

Mr.  Horner's  conclusion  that  the  malady,  under  which  Camp- 
bell had  been  so  long  a  sufferer,  was  owing  much  more  to  de- 
Sression  of  mind  than  decay  of  body,  was  well  founded;  and  to 
[r.  Alison,  who  had  strongly  recommended  him  to  the  care  of 
Dr.  Baillie,  he  writes  under  the  influence  of  his  brightened 
prospects : — 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCHIBALD  ALISON. 

Pbince^s  Place,  Pimlico,  2Zd  Ncv^  1805. 
Mr  DEAREST  Alison, 

Thanks  between  us  is  a  thing  that  I  feel  superseded  by 
the  consciousness  of  our  mutual  regard ;  if  it  were  not,  I  know 
not  how  I  should  express  myself  for  your  last  instance  of  care 
for  my  health,  and  your  recommendation  to  Baillie — a  man  so 
truly  valuable  to  be  made  known  to  in  such  a  manner.  Baillie 
is  deservedly  worshipped  in  London.  I  know  not  that  medical 
fame  was  ever  higher ;  he  is  every  way  an  acquisition  to  one's 
acquaintance ;  and  though,  thank  God,  the  worst  is  now  over 
with  me,  I  have  too  much  regard  to  my  own  interest  to  fieul 
availing  myself  of  your  re-introduction.  I  knew  him  before, 
but  I  should  wish  to  be  known  to  him  as  your  friend.  I  am 
indeed  very  much,  and  very  wonderfully  recovered,  so  as  to  be 
able  to  resume  my  long  forsaken  employments,  and  to  do  some- 
thing. The  weakness  that  lingers  on  my  constitution,  after  severe 
pain  and  sickness,  is,  indeed,  more  tedious  than  I  could  wish  ; 
and  since  coming  to  town — which  I  was  forced  to  do  for  the  sake 
of  avoiding  journeys — I  feel  the  change  of  air  not  for  the  bet- 
ter ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  I  have  reason  to  bless  God  for  deliver- 
ance from  what  I  dreaded  more  than  leaving  this  world — ^the 
painful  anticipation  of  my  wife  being  a  widow,  and  my  children 
orphans. 

I  am  particularly  imeasy  about  mymother ;  I  hear  she  is  ill ; 
I  fear  from  her  age,  dangerously.  What  I  most  regret  is  my 
inabiUty  to  make  a  journey  to  see  her.  The  state  of  my  health 
might  now  make  it  possible ;  but  from  circumstances  which  I 
may  have  occasion  to  mention  to  you  soon,  I  must  quit  the  only 
prospect  I  have  of  future  competence  and  provision,  if  I  attempt- 
ed to  be  absent  from  London  just  now,  even  on  the  most  pious 
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dntiea,  I  feel  that  without  sacrificing  evorytliiug,  I  cannot  per- 
form the  journey  I  int^nileiJ.  I  undcrstajid  that  Dr.  Brown* 
has  shown  hor  most  uncommon  attention.  God  bless  him !  I 
shall  never  forget  such  a  proof  of  his  humanity ;  for,  slthottgh 
he  is  my  sincere  friend,  I  believe  a  nobler  motive  than  friendship 
is  the  cause.  Will  you  have  the  goodness,  my  dearest  Alison, 
to  inquire  confidentially — for  1  have  implicit  reliance  on  his  skill 
— how  far  ho  is  apprehensive  as  to  her  danger !  I  should  write 
to  Brown  myself;  but,  oIrs  !  a  letter  is  not  now  to  me  the  pleai- 
ant  task  it  once  was ;  it  would  seem  affectation  or  coldness  of 
heart,  to  say  bow  arduous  a  labor  it  now  is  to  me  to  put  a  few 
words  together,  even  to  my  best  friends.  Remember  me  to  the 
circle  of  your  home,  who  are  aa  dear  to  me  as  ever — and  that  is 
Eaying  not  a  little.  The  Stewarts  I  trust  are  well,  and  will  re- 
ceive my  kind  wishes,  coming  in  company  so  agreeable.  My 
eldest  boy  now  says  "  Papa !  "  You  know  what  a  word  that 
is  for  the  first  mx  Umes  it  is  pronounced !  As  for  your  Alison, 
I  vow  to  you  that  your  name  is  not  ill  spent ;  he  is,  indeed,  a 
little  angel.  Believo  rae,  with  Bentiments  that  no  time  will 
efface, 

Yours  aa  of  old,  Thom*b  Campbsu. 

For  the  benefit  of  medical  advice,  and  more  Sequent  inter- 
course with  his  friends,  Campbell  took  a  temporary  lodging  in 
I^mhco,  where  "  the  fore-part  of  eveiy  day,  except  Sunday,  was 
devoted  to  literary  engagements."  In  transmitting  to  Edinburgh 
Bome  additional  MS.  of  Uie  "  Annals,"  he  gives  the  folbwing 
account  of  himself  at  the  doee  of  the  year : — 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCHIBALD  ALISON. 

DeeanUr  28,  1806. 
.  .  .  The  incessant  frailty  of  my  lienlth  has  so  long  made 
me  a  bad  correspondent,  that  you  will  hardly  recognise  my  hand. 
I  have  grown  such  a  wreck  of  my  former  self,  that  often  the  ex- 
ertion which  would  elevate  my  mind  is  a  fatigue  to  my  body. 
This  has  principally  been  the  ease  since  the  good  event  of  his 
Majesty's  kindness  to  me ;  otherwise  you  should  not  have  been 
left  to  learn  it  by  report  of  the  Gazette.  ...  I  am  afraid 
a^r  all  yoor  kind  perusal,  I  shall  not  rank  with  Tacitus  at  this 
bout ;  hut,  for  your  own  sake,  my  dear  Iriend,  do  not  spare 
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erasures ;  or  else,  when  your  own  name  stands  in  poetry  con- 
nected with  a  prose  blunder,  you  wish  my  dedication*  in  the 

fire. 

Your  namesake,  little  Alison,  is  supposed  by  many  to  be  get- 
ting the  heels  of  Telford  in  beauty  and  smartness.  He  is  an  arch 
rogue — would  to  God  you  had  a  sight  of  hina.  .  .  .  Time, 
distance,  honors  or  dishonors,  place,  pensions — all  that  befalk  me 
— cannot  weaken  the  sweet  remembrance  to  nae  of  your  evening 
parlor  and  fireside ;  and  I  shall  dun  my  good  genius  for  a  debt 
due  to  me,  till  the  happy  moment  comes,  when  I  may  again  see 
you  in  the  same  scene.  What  an  addition  it  would  be  to  intro- 
duce my  children  to  plague  and  quiz  you,  as  yours  did  me ! 

Remember  me  dearly  and  kindly  in  that  scene,  and  believe 
me  with  eternal  regard,  yours^ 

T.  Campbell. 

In  the  following  letter  to  his  elder  sister  he  is  more  explicil^ 
and  enters  thus  fully  into  the  state  of  his  health  and  prospects 
— but  in  a  strain  that  still  eyinees  great  mental  anxiety.  An 
extract  will  suffice  : — 

TO  MISS  CAMPBELL. 

Stdkxbam,  December  SO,  1806, 
My  dear  Sister, 

.  .  .  The  long  illness  under  which  I  have  labored  has  dis- 
abled, and  still  disables  me,  from  communicating  with  many 
friends  on  the  subject  which  was  announced  to  you  by  the  papers. 
The  bountiful  allowance  from  government  was  obtained  through 
several  interests ;  it  was  accelerated  by  the  state  of  my  healthy 
which  too  visibly  showed  the  necessity  of  something  being  done 
for  me.  The  allowance  is  nominally  200/.,  by  the  reduction  of 
the  income-tax  1 80/.,  and  by  other  reductions  of  the  tax  on  pen- 
sions to  160/.  This,  I  believe,  will  be  left;  but  it  is  understood 
to  be  in  contemplation  to  tax  all  pensions  four  shillings  in  the 
pound,  in  which  case  not  more  than  140/.  will  be  left.    .    .    . 

Whatever  the  sum  be,  such  is  now  the  verdict  of  roy  physi- 
cians, that  I  must  regard  it  as  the  only  defence  between  me  and 
premature  dissolution.  Their  recommendation  is  to  obtain  sea- 
bathing quarters,  to  leave  oflf  application  to  business  for  an  in- 
definite period,  or  to  expect  my  constitution  to  be  soon  broken 
beyond  the  reach  of  recovery.   By  the  publication  of  my  Poems, 


*  The  dedication  of  **  Locliiel  and  Hohenlinden.**    See  p.  821. 
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I  expect  to  be  enabled  to  oontiniie  mj  mother's  allovance,* 
without  iofnnging  on  mj'  pensioD,  which,  in  the  dieapest  ooraor 
of  Eoglfind,  will  but  subsist  my  bmily.  From  mj  own  labor, 
it  is  now  too  br  gone  with  my  conititntion  to  expect  any  pei^ 


It  was  for  some  time  a  doubt  with  me,  whether  to  think  of 
risking  the  remaining  health  I  had,  and,  by  remaining  in  com- 
munion with  the  London  booksellere,  to  increase  my  income  m 
far  as  possible,  or  to  secure  niy  constitntion  by  a  retreat  ere  it 
be  too  late.  These  doubts  were,  however,  soon  concluded  W 
the  last  remains  of  strength  which  I  possessed  having  so  mnoi 
forsaken  me,  that,  if  I  remain  in  London,  it  must  be  to  be  idle. 
My  days  are  oppressed  and  feverish — my  nights  tleepless.t  I 
have  now  no  alternative  bnt  retirement  or  dissolution.  Hy  life 
is  not  my  own  ;  and  I  must  give  it  the  only  chance.     .     .     . 

At  a  time  when  I  was  ill  fit  for  a  jonmey,  I  have  been  in 
London  to  exert  every  int«re8t  for  £ — -— .     1  am  doing  all  thitt 

I  can  by  application  for  her. 

I  believe  and  trust  yon  will  exert  all  yonrintoreat     I  have  told 
you  my  situation  very  freely,  that  yon  may  see  the  necessity  ftr 

every  effort  being  used I  have  little  power  to 

write,  and  can  only  subscribe  myself,  your  affectionate  brother, 
Thos.  CAttPsaLL. 

The  kindly  warmth,  witli  which  the  Foet^  interests  were 
espoused  by  nis  able  and  jndidous  friend,  Mr.  Horner,  was  not 
likely,  in  such  a  cause,  to  grow  either  languid  or  cool :  and,  in 
reply  to  his  zealous  coadjutor  in  Edinburgh,  he  gives  the  fol- 
lowing report  of  what  had  been  accomplished  in  London. 
TO  30ES  RIOBARDSON,  ESQ^  W.  S. 

HufrnxAD,  Dtttmbrr  SI,  IBOO. 

Mr  DEAR  Sir, 

I  am  very  much  rejoiced  to  hear  that  at  Edinbnrgh  the 
Bubecription  for  Campbell  is  going  on  so  prosperously.  It  must 
still  be  pushed,  however,  as  actively  as  possible;  for told 

*  I^iBevidentljnidaaaAHiJtontootlien^wbawclaiin^llKm^lcMiilfy 
jveferred  ever  sinoe  hi*  penaicii  wu  cuetted,  were  of  ■  much  leu  lUTed 
nature  than  thoM  of  "i&n.  Campbell,  his  mother,  on  whom  be  had,  long  ere 
this  time,  settled  and  paid  a  huidMimc  umuity.    See  p.  402, 

f  Many  of  tbe  ijmptoDU  of  debility — )«>  MnpulouBlj  dwelt  opoo  in 
this  letter  than  in  othem  of  the  nine  period — may  perbaps  be  accounted 
for  bj  hia  neglect  of  regimai,  and  haTing  icmume  to  artidei  of  diet  wfaieh 
had  a  manUEat  tendiDOT  to  inacase  the  morbid  sensibility  mder  which  be 
labored. 
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me  to  put  no  trust  in  Glasgow ;  and  it  would  be  very  much  to 
the  disgrace  of  Scotland,  if  a  large  portion  of  the  sum  raised  did 
not  come  from  thence.     I  cannot  tell  what  sum  we  have  pro- 
cured, for  most  of  the  lists  are  still  out;  but  many  persons  have 
done  themselves  great  credit  by  the  activity  they  nave  excited 
for  one  whom  they  only  knew  by  his  writings.     We  are  much 
indebted  to  some  women  of  fashion,  particularly  Lady  Elizabeth 
Foster,  who  first  suggested  this  subscription,  and  has  been  at  a 
^eat  deal  of  trouble.     It  may  do  you  good,  among  the  slaves 
m  Scotland,  to  let  it  be  known  that  Mr.  Pitt*  put  his  name  to 
the  subscription,  when  he  was  at  Bath,  and  we  hope  that  most 
of  the  ministers  will  follow  him.     The  great  object  is  to  raise 
such   a  sum  as  may  form  a  permanent  fund  for  Campbell's 
fjEunily.     Even  if  it  should  be  small,  I  would  recommend  this  to 
be  done,  because  there  cannot  be  a  surer  motive  to  economy, 
than  to  have  the  beginning  of  a  fortune  laid.     You  will  be  of 
great  service  to  Campbell  in  this  respect,  when  you  come  to 
London ;  for  nobody  here  knows  him  domestically  enough,  to 
speak  freely  to  him  on  these  subjects.    You  must  teach  hun  to 
consider  this  subscription  as  an  exertion  which  cannot  with  pro- 
priety, nor  even,  perhaps,  with  success,  be  tried  another  time : 
and  that  from  this  time,  he  must  look  forward  to  a  plan  of  in- 
come and  expense  wholly  depending  upon  himself,  and  most 
strictly  adjusted.     He  gets  four  guineas  a  week  for  translating 
foreign  Gazettes  at  the  "  Star"  office ;  it  is  not  quite  the  best 
employment  for  a  man  of  genius,  but  it  occupies  him  only  four 
hours  of  the  morning  ;  and  the  payment  ought  to  go  a  great 
length  in  defraying  his  annual  expenses.     You  will  be  aUe  to 
convey  to  Campbell  these  views  of  his  situation,  and  others  that 
will  easily  occur  to  you ;  none  of  us  are  entitled  to  use  so  much 
freedom  with  him.     Be  sure  to  leave  CampbelPs  affairs  at  Edin- 
burgh in  zealous  hands.  F.  Horneb. 

With  this  letter  closed  the  year  1805 — an  eventful  year  to 
Campbell.  It  had  dawned  upon  him  with  many  evil  omens, 
and  found  him  involved  in  many  difficulties,  from  which  there 
was  no  visible  means  of  escape ;  but  it  left  him  in  improved 
health,  with  new  friends,  a  settled  income,  and  cheering  pros- 
pects, as  if  to  prove  that— 

"  When  Fortune  means  to  men  most  good 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye." 

*  Hub  illustriouB  Statesman,  as  the  reader  may  remember,  died  qd  the 
28d  of  Januaiy— only  t2u*ee  weeks  after  the  date  of  this  letter. 


rr.  28.]  auBsoumoii  loinoK. 


CHAPTER    XXL 

svBscnrnoN  EornoN. 

AuoKO  the  more  active  and  zealous  of  the  Poet's  new  ac- 
quaintance was  the  family  of  Wynell  Majow,  E^^  of  Montagu- 
etreet,*  by  whose  united  exertions  manj  distJDgiuBhed  names 
were  now  adiled  to  his  list  of  fnends  and  subscribera.  At  the 
head  of  the  list  stood  that  of  the  great  Tory  leader,  which  waa 
followed  by  those  of  every  shade  in  polices ;  who,  in  doing 
homage  to  the  Foet,  abandoned  all  party  considerations,  and 
vied  with  each  other  in  expressing  their  sense  of  his  merita,  by 
acts  of  unaffected  kindness  and  Uberality.  To  this  gratifying 
testimony  of  public  estimation,  Campbell  often  reverted  in  after- 
life with  unmingled  pleasure.  It  has  been  seen,  from  passages 
already  quoted,  how  deeply  root«d  in  his  heart  was  the  remem- 
brance of  kindness  and  generosity;  and  thinking,  perhaps, 
that— 

And  in 

he  indulged  hopes  of  a  political  appointment,  which  would  have 
enabled  him,  in  his  turn,  to  seri-e  those  who  had  rendered  Im- 
portant service  to  him.  In  this  design  Lord  Grenville  and  other 
mfluential  friends  took  a  warm  interest ;  but  their  success  was 
ultimately  defeated  by  the  illness  and  death  of  the  liberal  and 
enlightened  Premier,  Charles  Foi. 

In  the  mean  time,  Campbell  was  fully  employed  in  miscel- 
hneons  writing ;  and  in  the  following  letter  to  a  ioir,  life-long 
oorreapoodent,  a  few  brief  particnlats  are  given  of  himself,  his 
bmily,  and  occupations. 

*  Hr.  Msyow*!  oounby  lioiue  was  at  Sydenhani;  snd  to  this  bmilj 
Csm^bell  ezpnsaly  alludeH,  when  be  taja — "  It  ao  happened  that  the  dw- 


est  fiiends  I W  at  Sydenham  were  thorough 
ripemns  mto  tHendahip,  called  forth  a  new  lit 
•Iblj  alM  in  thara.'— See  pase  406.    Of  th 


_.  _.  thi«  amiable  and  • 

bmily,  fircqueDt  menlinti  will  be  tbund  in  the  Poet's  Letten ;  and  in  the 
mean  time  1  need  nolv  add,  that  from  Mr.  Ma^ow,  Campbell  took  the  oci- 
eiii«liJ~Alb«1^''ii]  bia-Gcrtradeof  WyuDui^" 
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TO  MISS  MAYOW. 

January  28,  1806. 
Dear  Madam, 

The  extreme  similarity  of  the  note  which  you  had  the 
goodness  to  send  me  last  week,  to  your  sister's  hand-writing,  is 
an  apology  to  my  own  conscience  for  my  mistake ;  so  that  I  am 
sure  it  must  be  fairly  so  to  your  good  nature.     From  so  much 
kindness,  in  being  interested  in  my  publication — and  I  have  rea- 
son to  say  in  my  whole  good  fortune — I  should  be  inclined  to 
pay  the  same  compliment  to  the  similarity  of  your  hearts,  as 
your  hands ;  were  it  not  too  like  the  flattery  and  alliteration  of 
a  poet,  although,  God  knows,  I  am  sincere.     The  "  Proposals" 
will  be  sent  to  Montagu-street  on  Saturday ;  I  hope  that  will  be 
sufficiently  soon.     I  am  extremely  obliged  to  Mr.  Wolflf  for  his 
hint  respecting  the  Edda,     I  am,  however,  at  present  in  no 
state  to  turn  my  attention  to  any  avocation  so  important.    The 
moment  my  mind  is  discharged  of  many  anxieties  and  employ- 
ments, which  at  present  fill  it  up  to  the  brim,  I  shall  consider 
myself  very  fortunate  if  Mr.  Wolflf  will  continue  his  goodness, 
and  let  me  ask  him  for  pilotage  and  direction,  in  the  choice  of 
proper  matter  for  translation.     Mrs.  Campbell  was  obliged  to 
return  to  Sydenham.     She  found  the  city  air  did  not  agree  with 
the  little  ones ;  they  were  threatened   with   measles ;  she  is  a 
great  alarmist,  and  retreated  precipitately.    Then  came  a  dread- 
ftil  disappointment  of  no  servant  arriving,  and  Sydenham  is  most 
unproductive  in  that  useful  article.    Her  over  anxiety  and  efforts 
in  the  nursery,  without  proper  assistance,  have  done  her  material 
injury.     At  last,  by  very  strenuous  eflforts,  we  have  got  a  sick- 
nurse  ;  and  I  have  persuaded  her  to  confine  herself  to  bed.    As 
the  spring  is  so  near,  I  believe  it  will  scarcely  be  advisable  for 
us  to  make  another  movement  to  town.    Mrs.  Campbell,  though 
unable  to  write,  is  yet  anxious  to  send  you  her  best  remcmi- 
brance ;  she  hopes  your  summering  in  Sydenham  will  commenoe 
in  spring,  and  that  we  shall  soon  see  you.     I  shall  with  infinite 
pleasure  avail  myself  of  your  kind  invitation  to  pay  yon  an  un- 
ceremonious visit,  and  enjoy  the  usual  happiness  I  have  had  in 
visiting  your  family. — I  have  the  honor  to  be,  «fec. 

T«  Campbell. 

On  his  return  to  Sydenham,  the  happy  change  in  his  circum- 
stances imparted  a  cheerful  serenity  to  his  fireside,  which  had 
seldom  visited  him  in  that  sequestered  retreat.  CongratulationSy 
'*  both  personal  and  epistolary,"  on  the  recent  act  of  royal  fiivtw. 
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were  daily  offered  to  him  ;  and,  in  anewer  to  an  old  comrade, 
with  wbom  he  had  spent  many  pleasant  eTenings  in  Edinborgh, 
he  writes  with  all  the  characteristic  wannth  which  endeared 
htm  to  his  early  Mends. 

TO  JOHM  KEDDTE,  ESQ. 

SiDiiiEut,  Fibruary  IS,  IMS. 

Mr  DEAR  Fbiend, 

Two  days  ago  I  opened  with  great  pleasure  yonr  wel- 
come epistle,  and  recognised  a  signatnre,  to  which,  I  aBsure  yon, 
the  lapee  of  years  has  not  made  me  attach  a  lesB  pleasant  at 
lively  feeling  of  esteem-  It  is  but  dne  to  onr  friendship  that  any 
person  who  brings  a  letter  from  you,  sbould  meet  the  welcomeal 
reception  I  can  give  bim  in  my  bonse ;  and,  instead  of  waiting 
till  chance  introduce  me  to  the  gentleman  by  whom  you  wrot« 
me,  1  have  sent  to  see  if  be  will  favor  me  with  a  viut ;  and  I  am 
sure,  if  any  attention  I  can  show  may  be  acceptable  to  him,. bis 
claim  is  well  established  by  your  name  bdng  (be  cement  of  onr 
acquaintance.  I  was  sincerely  gratified  to  hear  of  your  deligbt- 
ful  domestic  circle  being  well,  and  remembering  me  so  kindly. 
I  wna  cheered  with  the  remembrance  of  old  times;  I  was  flat- 
tered with  the  kindness  of  addressing  me  at  so  long  a  distance; 
and  I  repeat — what  I  assure  yon  I  should  wish  to  say  to  few  be- 
sidot  yourself — that  if  onr  lota  be  still  cast  in  distant  places, 
the  fnend  who  comes  &om  yoK  to  me,  with  either  letter  or  raea- 
sage,  shall  be  already  entitled  to  my  best  reception,  as  coming 

from  a  man  wbom  I  have  long  loved  and  esteemed 

You  were  right,  my  dear  sir,  not  to  suppose  that  it  was  possible 
I  should  look  back  on  an  early  friendship  with  slight  feelings. 
The  estimable  qualities  of  a  right  manly  and  social  heart,  united 
with  a  kindness  of  character,  which  fur  me,  indeed,  was  both  in 
social  and  sober  hours  peculiarly  exerted,  were  very  endearing 
to  me  wben  we  lived  together :  and  how  could  I  oease  to  wteem 
them  in  absence !     .     .     . 

I  have  bad  some  eventful  scenes  in  my  life  since  we  parted. 
Although  no  express  hopes  are  held  out  by  this  change  t^  ad- 
ministration, yet  in  time,  I  trust  in  God,  some  of  the  powerfiil 
will  remember  me.  In  the  mean  time,  my  situation  is,  by  the 
recovery  of  my  health,  by  no  means  discouraging.  I  have  two 
very  fine  boys,  not  beauties,  but  buxom  and  health-like.  The 
eldest  especially — my  namesake — is  a  little  Hercules,  and  leaps 
manfully  at  the  sound  of  music  The  amiable  lady  on  whom 
you  hara  the  goodseu  to  congntuUt*  me,  aenda  yon  hm  heat 


(<■!■  II..-,  M  N...  I 
sli.a.M  i  1-  t...l, 
kihUlv  I..>..nr« 


In  a  letter,  apologiziiig  to  Mrs.  May. 
interest  in  his  &me  and  fortune — fur  u 
warding  to  her  a  proipectiu  of  the  fort 
bell  relates  an  awlcward  mistake  whict 
the  consequences  of  which  were  almost 

"March  24 The  day  I  was  fan 

tation,  I  had  n  very  slight  indisposition, 
I  should  that  evening  have  hod  the  pie 
intention  to  be  with  you  on  Thureda; 
however,  of  swallowing  by  mistake  a  d 
a  medicine  of  the  same  color,  had  nearl 
before  night.  ...  I  am  not  painfully  i 
exhausted,  that  I  should  think  it  umai 

till  I  am  restored At  whatever 

great  patron  of  vetBe-mahing  valetu< 
Apollo — to  allow  me  the  much-wished- 
an  evening  at  your  house,  I  am  afrud 
without  my  better  part  We  cannot  « 
in  town  without  the  children  ;  and  a  re 
one  day,  is  not  a  journey,  but  an  eipet 
all! 

One  of  the  most  agreeable  inddenti 
history  at  this  time,  was  the  expected  i 
town  of  his  iriend  Mr.  Richardson :  aiu 
the  whitest  mark  in  the  Poet's  calendar 
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^ .  .  .  .  Lord  Holland  asked  me  to  dine  at  Holland  House, 
in  company  with  his  illustrious  uncle — and  now  I  am  come  to  a 
passage  of  mj  life  that  ought  to  give  inspiring  recollections. .  . . 
What  a  proud  day  for  me  to  shake  hands  with  the  Demosthenes 
of  his  time ! — to  converse  familiarly  with  the  great  man,  whose 
sagacity  I  revered  as  unequalled ;  whose  benevolence  was  no 
less  apparent  in  his  simple  manners — and  to  walk  arm-in-arm 
round  the  room  with  him !  But  I  must  own  that,  when  the 
great  man  treated  me  with  this  condescension,  I  hardly  knew — 
you  will  excuse  the  phrase — whether  I  was  standing  on  my 
head  or  my  feet  Luckily  for  me,  however,  Fox  drew  me  into 
a  subject  on  which  I  was  competent  to  converse.  It  was  the 
-^Eneid  of  Virgil.  It  is  disgustingly  common  for  shallow  critics 
to  talk  about  the  monotony  of  Virgil's  heroic  characters — unfairly 
quoting  the  single  line — 

Fortemque  Gyan,  fortemque  Cleanthum 

for  Virgil's  characters  are  really  varied  and  richly  picturesque. 
In  this  critical  belief  I  found  that  the  great  man  with  whom  I 
was  conversing,  agreed  with  me ;  and  I  delivered  myself  so  well 
on  the  subject,  that  he  said  at  parting — *  Mr.  Campbell,  vou 
must  come  and  see  me  at  St.  Anne's  Hill,  and  there  we  shall 
talk  more  about  these  matters.' 

**  Lord  Holland  also  told  me  afterwards,  that  Fox  said  to  him 
aside^*  I  like  Campbell ;  he  is  so  right  about  Virgil !' 

"  What  particularly  struck  me  about  Charles  Fox  was,  the 
electric  quickness  and  wideness  of  his  attention  in  conversation. 
At  a  table  of  eighteen  persons,  nothing  that  was  said  escaped 
him  ;  and  the  pattest  animadversion  on  everything  that  was  said, 
came  down  smack  upon  us ;  so  that  his  conversation  was  any- 
thing but  passively  indolent  or  unformidable.  .  .  .  My  hope  of 
seeing  Charles  Fox  at  St.  Anne's  Hill  was  frustrated,  alas  !  by 
the  national  misfortune  of  his  death '*  *  .  .  .  . 

It  was  generally  remarked,  I  believe,  by  those  who  could  best 
appreciate  his  acquirements,  that,  in  company  with  men  of  refined 
taste  and  education,  Campbell  was  often  singularly  happy  in  rich 
classical  allusions,  which  gave  unexpected  point  and  brilliancy  to 
the  conversation.  "  What  a  vast  field,"  said  Sydney  Smith  one 
day,  after  listening  to  some  of  these  sparkling  sallies — **  what  a 
vast  field  of  literature  that  young  man's  mind  has  rolled  over  1" 
His  mind  was  stored  with  the  strength  and  quintessence  of  ancient 

*  The  MS.  ends  abruptly  at  the  word  "  death  f  and  thb  portion  of  his 
autobiQgmi^  Campbell  had  never  afterwards  courage  to  resume. 
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poetry ;  and  to  hear  him  dilate  on  the  draniatic  history  of 
Greece,  was  to  perceive  its  beauties  under  a  new  and  stronger 
light,  and  to  return  to  the  originals  with  increased  relish. 

His  short  interview  with  Fox,  and  the  happy  coincidence  of 
opinion  which  united  him  to  that  great  scholar  and  statesman, 
seemed  to  heighten  his  partiality  for  the  -^Eneid ;  and  formed 
in  his  mind  a  pleasing  association  between  the  Prince  of  Latin 
Poets  and  the  Liberal  Whig  Premier. 

This  event  was  duly  chronicled  among  his  "  proudest  reminis- 
cences ;"  and  two  days  after  his  visit  to  Lord  Holland,  he  writes 
a  humorous  letter  to  Mr.  Richardson,  from  Sydenham,  in  which 
he  acknowledges  having  dined  with  the  Peer  and  Premier,  in  m 
lawyer's  suit : — 

" ....  I  have  sent  oflf  this  morning  by  the  carrier  one  shirt 
and  one  neckcloth  of  yours  which  are  here.  If  there  are  any 
more  of  yours  in  my  aught,  they  must  be  at  Pimlico,  where, 
when  you  send  there,  I  dare  say  they  will  be  forthcoming.  At 
all  events,  there  is  a  vest — a  yellow  vest — of  yours  there^  which 
I  stole  on  going  to  Holland  House  last,  and  appeared  like  the 
daw  in  borrowed  plumes."  *  .  .  .  . 

Turning  to  the  subject  of  his  "  Annals,"  he  adds — **  Finding, 
on  perusal  of  Lacretelle,t  that  his  account  of  the  Revolution 
was  totally  different  from  that  in  the  *  Annual  Register,'  I  must, 
of  course,  alter  all  that  I  have  taken  from  the  latter,  and  insert 
the  former  more  recent  and  accurate  statement  of  fects— so  im- 
portant in  any  detail  of  the  present  times T.  C." 

His  time  and  attention  were  now  cheerftilly  occupied  in  pro- 
curing for  his  eldest  sister  a  suitable  and  permanent  situation — 
the  duties  of  which  she  continued  to  discharge  with  honor  and 
success  during  the  remainder  of  her  active  life.  But,  in  a  long 
letter  to  her,  there  is  a  passage  which  shows  that  he  was  not  yet 
exempt  from  his  old  malady : — "  April  5. — The  invincible  dis- 
ease of  restlessness  at  night  has  attacked  me  as  usuaL  The  idl- 
ing of  a  pin  wakens  me.     Last  night,  the  falling  of  a  drop  of 


*  To  those  who  knew  Campbell  intimately,  it  is  superfluous  to  say,  that 
on  dining  abroad,  he  oocasiooally,  from  absence  61  niind,  foigot  to  diai^ 
some  article  of  his  morning  dress,  until,  peihaps,  be  was  at  the  rerj  door 
of  his  host ;  and  then  taking  advantage,  as  he  now  appean  to  have  done, 
of  **  »ome  near  and  dear  friend,"  would  furnish  himsdf  with  a  temponuy 
accommodation  from  his  wardrobe. 

f  Pierre  Louis  Laeretelle— one  of  the  editofs  of  the  M€remr9  d$  /Wwiea, 
Ac.  Ac. 
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rain  at  mj  window  made  me  rise,  nnslept,  this  morning — and 
Thomas's  two  little  feet  preclude  all  rest  in  the  day  I  .  .  . 

"T.  C." 

In  the  meantime,  owing  to  vexations  circumstances  connected 
with  it,  his  progress  with  the  "  Annals  "  was  slow  and  unsatis- 
factory ;  and  what  rendered  the  task  still  more  irksome,  was  an 
offer  from  other  quarters,  of  more  congenial  and  remunerating 
labor.     It  was  a  **  contract,"  however,  which  he  could  neither 
decline  nor  execute  by  proxy ;  and  the  history,  relieved  at  times 
by  original  composition,  went  languidly  forward.     Unless  when 
prevented  by  ill  health  or  bad  weather,  he  came  every  other  day 
to  Mr.  Tulloch's  office  in  Carey-Street,  and  there  revised  the 
fugitive  articles  which  he  had  prepared  for  the  **  Philosophical 
Magazine"  and  the  ^^  Star''  newspaper.     There,  also,  he  received 
the  advice  of  his  elder,  and  the  homage  of  his  younger  friends ; 
and  drew  the  outlines  of  several  literary  projects  which  were 
never  filled  up.     This  occasional  absence  from  home,  it  was 
said,  and  the  facilities  which  it  offered  for  entering  more  freely 
into  company,  fostered  a  taste  for  conviviality,  which  was  nei- 
ther friendly  to  study  nor  domestic  retirement.     The  social 
pleasures  of  the  evening  were  followed  by  a  painful  counterpoise 
of  depressed  spirits  and  inaptitude  for  mental  exertion.    I  do 
not  presume  to  say  that  his  mode  of  life  was  different  from  that 
of  many  others  of  his  own  standing ;  but  what  was '  pursued 
with  impunity  by  others,  was  often  extremely  prejudicial  to  him. 
By  a  too  easy  compliance  with  their  solicitations,  he  was  led  to 
countenance  a  style  of  living  and  thinking — not  altogether  in 
accordance  with  the  high  standard  of  which  he  had  given  a 
solemn  earnest  in  his  Poems — which  laid  the  foundation  of 
habits,  that,  in  after  years,  he  found  it  very  hard,  or  even  im- 
possible, to  conquer.     It  was  very  seldom,  however,  that  any- 
thing was  allowed  to  interfere  with  the  discharge  of  his  private 
duties ;  and  although  often  negligent  of  his  own  personal  inter- 
ests, he  gave  very  punctual  attention  to  those  which  arose  either 
from  the  warmth  of  private  friendship,  or  the  strength  of  family 
attachment.* 


*  "  April  1 8th. — I  have  been  for  some  time  anzioiis  about  my  mother^ 
and,  that  I  may  have  my  mind  set  at  rest  about  the  poor  old  lady,  I  must 
give  you  the  trouble  of  calling  upon  her.  ....  It  is  now  about  the  time 

when  her  annuity  should  be  paid Will  you,  mv  dear  boy,  call  upon 

her  and  tell  her  to  gire  Constable  a  receipt,  fur  which  I  have  no  doubt  he 
will  advance  her  cath,  for  he  knows  it  goes  to  my  aoeoimi'* — ^lUa  is  only 
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In  the  letters  written  at  this  time,  I  find  allusions  to  the 
interest  taken  in  his  case  by  Lord  Grenville  and  other  members 
of  the  new  Administration ;  and  from  what  transpired  on  the 
subject,  it  was  intended  to  follow  up  the  late  grant  of  a  pension 
bj  an  appointment  of  some  emolument  in  one  of  the  wvem- 
ment  offices.  Writing,  and  returning  a  friendly  loan  to  Mr. 
Stevenson,  on  the  28th  of  May,  he  sajrs : — "  Enclosed  is  the 
other  half  of  the  Bank  note  .  .  .  Something^  I  believe,  is  to  be 
done  for  me,  that  will  at  least  enable  me  to  discharge  my 
mother's  annuity.  .  •  But  in  this  affair  Lord  Holland  has  been 
the  spring." 

During  the  three  summer  months,  independently  of  his  weekly 
engagements  with  Mr.  TuUoch,  Campbell  made  a  critical  revi- 
sion of  Johnson's  "  Lives,"  and  wrote  several  new  biographical 
sketches  of  the  poets,  illustrated  by  an  extensive  selection  from 
each,  of  the  best  and  most  characteristic  passages.  As  an  en- 
couragement in  this  labor  he  was  told  that,  although  a  complete 
edition  of  the  "  British  Poets"  was  then  considered  impracti- 
cable, a  new  edition  of  "  The  Lives"  might  be  brought  out 
with  advantage,  either  alone,  or  accompanied  by  short  speci- 
mens of  the  style,  pith,  and  originahty  of  each  poet,  chronologi- 
cally arranged.  But  to  say  more  would  be  anticipating  what 
will  be  found  detailed  in  his  own  letters. 

While  thus  employed,  the  prospects  from  the  new  Quarto 
were  gradually  improving ;  and  from  that  edition  alone  it  was 
expected  to  realize  a  thousand  pounds,  which  was  to  be  laid  out 
in  the  purchase  of  an  annuity.  Writing  to  Mr.  Richardson  from 
Sydenham,  only  three  days  before  the  death  of  Mr«  Yoi^  he 
says : — 

September  10. 

....  I  have  concluded  the  pieces  which  I  intend  for  my 
Quarto^  and  shall  begin  forthwith  to  arrange  every  thing  in  due 
order  for  my  subscribers,  both  in  Scotland  and  England.  .  .  • 
With  respect  to  Lord  Glenville's  promise,  nothing  has  yet  been 
done ;  and  Mr.  Fox  is  said  by  Sydenham  news  to  be  again  at 
the  point  of  death.  What  may  become  of  the  ministry,  or  of 
my  promise^  I  know  not.  .  .  A  word  from  you  will  be  accepta- 
ble ;  for,  enjoying  as  you  are  the  happiness  of  your  new  bnde, 

one  of  a  hundred  instances  of  the  same  amiable  solidtude ;  but  the  objeet 
of  Quoting  it  here,  is  to  show  that  a  literaiy  ooonenoD  between  Mr.  Oon- 
stable  and  himself  was  still  sahsiitiDg,  with  the  jgnrnpttiL  of  its  being  soon 
ooDfiiderablv  extended 
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after  forsaking  me,  I  dare  not  require  of  you  long  letters.    Give 

my  compliments,  however,  to  Cockburn.  .  .  Our  worthy  S 

is  again  in  London.  .  .  .  He  came  with  Jeffrey  to  see  me.  Re- 
member me  to  Grahame — Mrs.  Stewart  is  here,  who  gretU  when 
she  speaks  of  ''  The  Sabbath''— also  to  the  Hills—''  Ah,  hills, 
beloved  in  vain  !''  When  do  you  come  back  to  your  abandoned 
and  faithful  swan  ?* — Yours  always  affectionately,  T.  C. 

[At  the  end  of  this  letter  is  a  sketch,  ''  in  CampbelFs  best 
manner,"  of  a  disconsolate  swan,  floating  in  solitary  state  in  a 
pond  near  Sydenham,  and  meant  to  convey  to  his  newly-married 
friend,  an  emblem  of  poetical  desolation,  and  recall  the  old  story 
of  Dido — nusquam  tuta  fdes  /] 

In  the  ensuing  month  of  October,  negotiations  were  resumed 
with  the  London  publishers,  the  happy  consequences  of  which 
are  conveyed  in  the  following  letter. 

TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

Stdknhax,  yavemUr  4, 1806. 
My  dear  Soott, 

A  very  excellent  and  gentleman-like  man — albeit  a  book- 
seller— ^Murray,  of  Fleet-street,  is  willing  to  give  for  our  joint 
'*  Lives  of  the  Poets,"  on  the  plan  we  proposed  to  the  trade  a 
twelvemonth  ago,  a  thousand  pounds.  For  my  own  part,  I  think 
the  engagement  very  desirable,  and  have  no  uneasmess  on  the 
subject,  except  my  fear  that  you  may  be  too  much  engaged  to 
have  to  do  with  it,  as  five  hundred  pounds  may  not  be  to  you 
the  temptation  that  it  appears  to  a  poor  devil  like  myselt  Mur- 
ray is  the  only  gentleman,  except  Constable,  in  the  trade. — ^I 
may,  perhaps,  also  except  Hood.  I  have  seldom  seen  a  plea- 
santer  man  to  deal  with.  I  foresee  no  chance  of  our  disagreeing 
about  the  minuter  arrangements,  should  the  affair  proceed.  1 
think  our  choice  of  the  lives  for  each  would  not  be  likely  to  set 
you  and  me  by  the  ears.  And  what  makes  me  excessively  de- 
sirous of  the  engagement,  independent  of  its  being  pleasant 
work  and  good  reward,  iB>  that  it  would  probably  fix  me  beside 
you  in  Edinburgh.  At  all  events,  it  would  give  me  an  occasion 
of  having  more  frequent  and  intiniate  connexion  with  you.  God 
grant  that  you  may  have  no  objections  to  the  renewal  of  this 
scheme ;  it  will  be  another  era  in  my  disappointments  if  this 


*  Bia  pen-and-iDk  sketches  are  often  ladicrous ;  but  how  long  he  culti- 
yated  thu  talent  under  **  the  direction  of  Mr.  Nasmyth,"  whom  he  names 
in  an  early  letter  as  his  master,  this  drawing  of  the  noon  will  not  certify. 
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fair  pro«p*?ct  should  be  overcast.  Let  me  offer  you  a  few  con- 
Kiclf-rationH,  which,  in  case  of  your  being  aoddentallj  averse  to 
make  an  imf>orUnt  addition  to  jour  avocations,  may  make  the 
matter  f^?em  less  arduous  than  it  really  is.  Our  names  are  what 
Murray  principally  wants — yours  in  particular.  The  size,  the 
manner,  the  time,  and  whole  arrangement  of  this  work  will  be 
in  our  hand^.  Now,  my  dear  Scott,  as  to  the  laborious 
part  of  it,  I  will  traverse  the  island  to  get  information  and  books, 
and  promise  to  devote  myself  to  make  ample  amends,  by  tny 
industry,  for  the  .suj>erior  stock  of  knowledge  which  you  must 
Ix^  confcKAcd  to  be  able  to  contribute.  I  shall  endeavor  to  re- 
move every  obstacle  to  its  being  a  laborious  work  to  you, 
or  taking  that  time  from  your  numerous  avocations  which, 
on  your  part,  had  better  be  employed  in  lending  celebrity 
and  talents,  than  mere  fagging  to  the  undertaking.  For  my 
own  part,  I  am  not  assuming  any  mock  modesty,  when  I  say 
that,  HO  thankful  shall  I  be  to  have  an  engagement  to  the 
amount  of  500/.,  that  I  will  think  no  efforts  too  great,  to  show 
my  sense  of  the  good  fortune  to  be  associated  with  you  in  the 
undertaking.  I  have  too  much  respect  for  you,  and  for  myself, 
to  in)portune  you  to  join  names  with  me ;  but  I  cannot  disguise 
that  1  am  dee])ly  anxious  for  your  answer.  I  would  not  wish, 
even  in  con6dence,  to  say  anything  ill  of  the  London  book- 
sellers beyond  their  deserts — but  I  assure  you  that,  to  compare 
this  offer  of  Murray's  with  their  usual  offers,  it  is  magnanimous 
indeed.  Longman  and  Rees,  and  a  few  of  the  great  booksellers, 
have  literally  monopolized  the  trade,  and  the  business  of  litera- 
ture is  getting  a  dreadful  one  indeed.  The  Row  folks  have  done 
nothing  for  me  yet ;  I  know  not  what  they  intend.  The  fiillen 
prices  of  literature — which  is  getting  worse  by  the  horrible  com- 
plexion of  the  times — make  me  often  rather  gloomy  at  the 
life  I  am  likely  to  lead.  You  may  guess,  therefore,  my  anxiety 
to  close  with  this  proposal ;  and  you  may  think  me  charitable, 
indeed,  to  restrain  myself  from  wishing  that  you  were  as  poor 
as  myself,  that  you  might  have  motives  to  lend  your  aid. — ^Be- 
lieve mo,  however,  with  no  such  wish,  your  very  sincerely 
attached,  T.  Campbell. 

Into  the  ^iews  so  anxiously  entertained  by  Campbell,  Mr. 
Scott  entered  with  equal  kindness  and  promptitude  ;  audit  was 
arranged,  under  certain  stipulations,  that  the  plan  should  have  his 
zealous  co-operation.  With  this  gratih'ing  assurance,  on  the  part 
of  his  distinguished  friend,  Campbell  thus  levertB  to  the  auUect : 
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TO  WALTER  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

November  26tK,  1806. 
Mt  dear  Scott, 

Sickness  and  yarious  accidents  have  prevented  me  from 
writing  you  hitherto.  I  thought  I  should  hy  this  time  have 
been  able  to  see  Murray ;  but  I  am  so  situated  that  I  cannot 
easily  take  a  journey  to  London  to  converse  with  Murray ;  and 
as  your  letter  was  not  purely  on  business,  I  could  not  let  him 
read  it.  I  am  quite  glad  that  you  like  the  plan.  Be  assured 
that  no  less  than  yourself  or  perhaps  much  more,  I  feel  how 
serious  an  undertMing  it  is.  But  still  I  would  distinguish  be- 
tween labor  and  drudgery,  and  between  a  great  task  and  a 
heavy  one.  I  approve  of  everything  conveyed  in  your  letter.  I 
shall  communicate  with  Murray  on  the  reasonable  postulate  you 
assume ;  but  I  must  delay  doing  so  till  it  can  be  done  vivd 
voc€j  and  decisively.  I  write  you  at  present  merely  to  ac- 
count for  not  having  hitherto  answered  your  last — or  rather, 
for  not  being  yet  able  to  send  a  satisfactory  answer.  But, 
depend  upon  it,  when  I  write  you — ^and  it  will  be  soon — I 
shall  do  so  with  proper  and  minute  mention  of  my  whole 
ideas  of  the  work.  I  have  one  material  thing  also  to  com- 
municate, which  is,  that  this  work  of  ours  is  intended  for  a 
new  edition  of  Johnson's  Livw — not  of  Johnson's  Poets.  The 
circumstance  of  no  Poets  going  along  with  the  biography,  is 
to  me  rather  a  pleasant  circumstance.  It  strikes  me,  how- 
ever, (I  could  wish  you  to  communicate  the  idea  to  Mr.  Con- 
stable, and  I  shall  do  so  to  my  friend  here,)  that  this  bio- 
g'aphical  scheme,  if  connected  with  a  large  selection  of  the 
ritish  Poets,  which  I  am  engaged  at  present  in  making 
out,  would  add  great  value  to  both  of  the  works.  I  am  not 
ant  to  be  veiy  sanguine  about  my  own  works ;  but  I  have 
pleased  myself  much  with  the  perfect  classicality  of  the  se- 
lection I  have  made.  I  think  it  will  be  the  only  real  col- 
lection of  a  bod^  of  our  poetry  that  has  yet  been  thought 
of.  I  shall  be  m  town  the  end  of  next  week,  and  shall  write 
you  in  conseqiience. 

Believe  me,  dear  Scott,  with  regard  and  esteem, 

Yours  truly,  T.  Campbell. 

In  reply  to  this  letter,  Mr.  Scott — having  greatjy  increased 
the  number  and  importance  of  his  literary  engagements,  and 
finding  it  necessary  to  restrict  himself  to  works  more  exclu- 
sively hia  own— "  declined  the  pkn"  and  partnership.     The 
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enterprise,  however,  had  his  hearty  approbation  ;  and  with  the 
like  encouragement  from  other  good  judges,  Campbell  now- 
set  to  work  in  right  earnest ;  and,  althougn  often  interrupted 
in  his  task  by  other  demands  on  his  time  and  pen,  noade 
gnidual  progress  in  the  Selecticms  which  now  bear  his  name. 
It  was  about  the  close  of  this  year  that  Campbell  appears  to 
have  made  the  first  faint  sketch  of  Gertrude  of  Wyoming.  He 
had  expressed  in  a  former  letter  his  intention  of  making  trans- 
lations from  the  German,  and  requested  his  brother  Poet  to  £ar 
vor  him  with  a  list  of  German  works.  Whether  or  not  any 
suggestions  originated  from  that  source,  remains  uncertain ;  but 
in  the  extract  from  a  German  author,  pointed  out  to  me  by  an 
ingenious  friend,  there  is  some  ground  to  suppose  that  the  first 
idea  of  Gertrude  may  have  presented  itself  to  Campbell  after  a 
perusal  of  the  German  story.*  At  all  events,  the  coincidence 
between  the  English  poet  and  the  German  novelist,  is  suffi- 
ciently striking  to  warrant  this  conjecture. 

With  the  new  year  Campbell  began  a  severe  and  various 
course  of  studies,  of  which  the  new  poem  took  the  lead.  His 
visits  to  London  became  less  frequent,  those  fix>m  his  friends 
more  frequent  than  hitherto  ;  and  in  the  society  of  the  place — 
but  chiefly  in  that  of  the  Mayow  femily — ^he  found  much  to  re- 
fresh his  mind,  and  to  stimulate  his  industry.  Placed  in  almost 
daily  contact  with  congenial  minds,  which  he  might  consult 
with  advantage  on  matters  of  taste,  and  whose  friendly  efforts 
to  promote  his  best  interests  had  awakened,  in  his  ever  grateful 
heart,  a  feeling  of  respect  and  affection,  his  hours  passed  smoothly 
away.  For  a  time,  indeed,  he  felt  as  if  he  had  taken  a  final 
leave  of  his  difficulties,  and  had  entered  a  path  that  was  now 
leading  him  onwards,  through  pastures  fresh  and  new,  to  all 
that  enjoyment  of  rural  life,  afler  which  he  had  often  pined  in 
the  solitude  of  London. — ^TTiat  time,  however,  had  not  yet  ar- 
rived. 

Of  the  calm  and  simple  tenor  of  his  life  at  this  period,  his 
correspondence,  as  usual,  is  the  best  index ;  and  from  that 
source  I  endeavor  to  select  such  features  as  may  bring  the  gen- 
eral picture  into  a  distinct  and  faithfril  light. 

After  much  alarm,  occasioned  by  the  illness  of  his  friend,  Mr. 
Mayow,  then  in  town,  he  thus  sympathizes  with  his  daughter : — 

*  Bameck  and  S&ldor£  voo  August  Lafontaine,  Berlin,  1804  The  ex- 
tract will  be  found  in  a  Bubsequent  page,  where  the  poem  oomee  more  ex- 
pressly under  notice.    The  novelisveiy  interesting,  and /Aorott^A/yCknnsD. 
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Stdxnhait,  12tA  January,  1807. 
Mr  DEAR  Miss  Matdw, 

Great,  indeed,  is  the  comfort  of  your  intelligence,  though 
our  anxieties  yet  tremblingly  participate  your  own.  At  one 
time  it  would  have  much  relieved  my  mind  to  have  but  sent  a 
line  to  you  on  the  tidings  we  had  heard,  and  which  struck  us 
with  the  deepest  affliction.  It  occurred  to  us,  however,  of  how 
little  avail  are  any  human  communications  of  the  best  meant 
condolence  on  such  trials  ;  and  we  feared  by  writing  you,  your 
friendly  and  ever  attentive  hand  might  be  drawn  into  the  task 
of  answering — ^an  employment  it  would  be  cruel  to  run  the  risk 
of  putting  you  to,  in  the  present  circumstance  of  your  health 
and  strength,  thoughts  and  spirits,  being  put  to  the  severest 
trial  that  mind  and  body  can  undergo.  One  straw's  addition 
to  the  burden  of  your  exertions  must  not  now  be  added.  I 
fondly  trust  that  the  appearance  of  hopes  will  strengthen  and 
proceed.  May  God  speed  and  further  them  I  That  his  physi- 
cians speak  so  well,  and  that  you  are  spared  in  health  beside 
him,  what  a  blessing  it  is  to  think  of!  We  were  much  dis- 
tressed to  hear  of  your  sister's  weakness.  This  will  go  off 
when  the  better  news  shall  have  made  all  our  hearts  rejoice. 
For  your  letter  accept  our  united  thanks.  Would  that  I  had 
better  alleviation  than  poor  but  sincere  wishes  to  send  you.  To 
all  yours,  and  to  Mrs.  P.  Mayow,  Mrs.  O.'s  and  my  best  remem- 
brance. Yours  yery  truly, 

10  Montagu-street  Thomas  Campbell. 

In  the  meantime,  illness  found  its  way  into  his  own  family, 
the  termination  of  which,  in  connexion  with  other  topics  and 
reflections,  is  thus  reported  to  Miss  F.  W.  Mayow,  after  her 
sister's  recovery : — 

Stdknham,  Feih  16, 1807. 
It  is  with  great  satisfaction,  my  dear  Miss  Mayow,  that 
I  both  receive  and  answer  your  kind  note.  The  children  are 
almost  well.  I  was  never  much  alarmed  about  them,  thouffh 
Mrs.  Campbell  was.  I  knew  well  that  their  grandmama's  paodte$ 
— with  which  they  had  been  well  stuffed  in  town — ^was  the  only 
cause  of  their  sickness.  I  was  only  one  night  any  way  anxious 
for  them  ;  then,  indeed,  their  indisposition  approached  to  some- 
thing serious,  and  I  must  confess  when  my  Alison  (who  by  a 
metamorphosis  is  growing  handsome)  lay  pale,  sick  and  languid 
on  my  knee,  I  felt  my  heart  grow  thick,  as  the  Scotch  folks  em- 
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phatically  say.  But  Hall,  who  seems  really  a  judidous  doctor, 
made  me  quite  easy  next  day,  by  his  description  of  the  com- 
plaint. Well — but  the  little  brats  being  now  disposed  of — what 
shall  we  say  to  describe  our  joy  for  dear  Mary's  restoration  ? 
That  she  is  still  weak  is  a  thought  that  represses  my  glee.  I 
say  glee  ;  for  I  am  so  foolishly  stirred  to  gladness  by  the  intel- 
ligence, that  I  have  tossed  away  my  books  this  morning,  and 
resolved  to  be  idle  and  happy,  that  I  may  have  time  to  think  of 
the  good  news.  The  word  foolishly  seems  amiss ;  but  I  cannot 
blot  it  out.  It  applies  not  to  the  cause  of  the  happiness — for, 
God  knows,  it  is  a  good  cause — but  to  my  own  weakness  in 
bearing  good  as  well  as  bad  news.  In  truth,  I  know  not  how 
to  congratulate  you.  We  suffered  daily  and  deep  anxiety  in 
thinking  of  you  all ;  but  durst  not  write  so  often  as  we  wished, 
for  fear  of  being  troublesome,  when  you  must  have  had  so  many 
inquiries  to  answer.  But,  now,  even  now,  that  M.  is  recovering 
— what  would  I  not  give  to  hear  of  you  daily — a  single  word 
would  do — "  She  continues  well,  or  better,"  <fec.  Now  that  my 
httle  ones  are  well,  my  first  anxiety  is  to  hear  of  your  family  ; 
and,  next  to  you,  of  General  Benningeen  and  Buonaparte's  de- 
feat! 

I  made  a  vow  in  Mary's  sickness,  for  her  recovery,  that  I 
would  make  a  yearly  pilgrimage  to  see  you,  if  I  should  trudge  it 
on  foot,  to  whatever  quarter  of  England  we  should  retire.  This 
is  not  penance,  indeed — but  still  it  is  a  vow ;  and  if  vows,  as  of 
old,  contribute  to  restore  health,  I  have  aided  the  doctor  by  my 
piety.  Dear  friends,  it  was  not  possible  that  Mary  should  not 
be  secure  to  you ;  she  must  be  so.  It  would  not  be  permitted 
to  be  otherwise ;  she  will  live  to  be  your  mutual  blessing.  Hea- 
ven will  long  preserve  her  to  you.  Whenever  she  is  able  to  see 
visiters  in  her  usual  way^  pray  be  so  kind  as  to  let  me  know. 
I  feel  her  recovery  to  be  too  great  an  event  not  to  congratulate 
her  in  person  upon  the  occasion.  And  happier  shall  I  be  to  be 
presented  to  your  household,  than  to  bow  at  the  first  levee  in 
Europe.  On  the  state  of  your  own  mind  and  suflferings,  and 
those  of  your  family,  my  dear  friend,  I  am  little  disposed  to 
enter  with  any  obtrusion  of  condolence.  If  I  were  so,  the  dig- 
nity of  your  grief  would  repress  my  officiousness.  But  the  most 
composed  and  self-commanded  mind  may  need  to  be  reminded 
of  those  alleviating  circumstances  which  friendship  may  suggest 
against  unquahfied  despondency.  In  your  yet  delightful  and 
amiable  family,  how  many  elements  of  happiness  remain  I — 
affection,  union,  and  the  exclusion  of  those  hiurd  dreomstanoeSy 
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which  divide  and  scatter  fiamilies,  or  toss  them,  like  orphans, 
from  one  another — nay,  which  sometimes,  by  fortune  intervening 
between  wishes  and  abilities — ^tum  the  very  sweetness  of  con- 
sanguinity into  bitterness  and  regret !  Forgive  me,  if  I  am  im- 
pertinent ....  Tell  me  how  your  dear  mother  continues,  and 
when  I  may  be  presented  on  the  congratulatory  visit ;  but  that, 
I  dare  say,  cannot  be  £:)r  a  long  time.  Believe  me,  my  dear 
friends,  (with  joint  compliments  from  Matilda,) 

Yours,  £uthful]y, 

Thomas  Campbell. 

To  the  same  lady  he  writes  again,  under  more  serious  appre- 
hensions, and  with  excellent  feeung : — 

February  \*ltK  1807. 

Your  note,  my  dear  friend,  continued  to  give  us  delight. 
Blessed  be  the  medical  hand  that  has  restored  the  dear  invalid ! 
I  was  much  rejoiced  yesterday  with  a  sight  of  our  common 
friends  of  the  village.  I  dined  with  them ;  and  such  was  the 
heartsomcness  inspired  by  the  sight  of  friends,  by  your  kind, 
welcome  note,  and  by  the  tide  of  my  own  health  flowing  again, 
that  I  got  quite  up  in  ike  buckle^  and  acted  what  Sydney  Smith 
calls,  the  chatty  man  to  perfection.  .  .  .  But  I  feel  worse  to-day 
afler  a  waking  night,  and  several  warnings  of  an  old  presenti- 
ment that  I  shsJd  not  be  a  Methuselah.  But  what  of  that  ? 
Pray  do  not  allude  to  my  ever  delirious  whining  about  myself 
in  your  notes ;  for  I  am  glad,  for  Matilda's  sake,  to  pass  off  for 
colds  and  little  ailings,  what  I  feel  threatening  to  be  more 
serious.  I  care  not  much  to  attain  the  age  of  my  forefathers. 
I  bless  God  I  shall  leave  a  portfolio  for  Matilda  and  the  boys 
to  live  on,  should  my  sleepless  nights  be  quieted  soon  and  ever- 
lastingly. That  is  a  blessing  unspeakable.  It  makes  me  easy 
as  to  the  future.  I  know  not  why  I  choose  thus  to  exchange 
thoughts  with  you,  unless  it  be  that  your  aversions  and  likings 
are  so  like  my  own,  that  I  feel  you  truly  to  be  my  fellow- 
creature. 

The  verses  I  have  transcribed.  Tliey  will  not  have  the  least 
value,  unless  the  circumstances  under  wliich  they  were  written 
be  explained.  They  relate  directly  and  solely,  indeed,  to  the 
most  venerable  of  mankind ;  they  were  written  from  the  con- 
templation of  his  character — from  the  impulse  which  his  benign 
and  beautiful  countenance  occasioned ;  but  they  are  not  appli- 
cable as  the  testimony  of  my  veneration  for  him,  which,  in  jus- 

VoL.  i.~20. 
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tice  to  my  own  feelings,  and  in  justioe  to  his  inestimable  memo- 
ry, I  wish  to  give  to  the  world  as  exclusively  kU  tribute.  Thai 
must  be  the  task  of  another  hour. 

The  case  is,  I  was  engaged,  about  the  time  of  the  afflicting 
intelligence,  in  a  poem,  where  a  character  such  as  his  is  one  of 
the  most  important :  the  description  of  serenity  in  mature  life — 
of  that  composure  which  is  not  the  result  of  indifference,  but  of 
the  fire,  fervor,  and  sensibility  of  earlier  hfe,  subdued  and  sweet- 
ened by  reflection.  Such  were  the  traits  which  I  thought  I  saw 
in  his  countenance.  His  mouth  most  peculiarly  appeared  to  me 
to  indicate  extreme  sensibility ;  his  front  seemed  to  have  the 
stamp  of  a  proud  and  delicate  sense  of  honor,  which,  I  may 
speak  freely,  must  have  made  his  feelings  in  youth  vehement, 
and  strongly  determined  to  their  objects.  But  in  his  age,  I 
think  I  see  him  smiling  on  this  world  with  love  for  all  that  de- 
served his  love,  and  with  pity  for  all  that  deserved  it  not : — 

How  reverend  was  that  fS*ce,  serenely  aged 
Undimm'd  by  weakness,  shade,  or  turbid  ire  I 
Wliere  all  but  kindly  fervors  were  assuaged ; 
Such  w&s  the  most  beloved,  the  gentlest  sire : 
And  Uiough,  amidst  that  calm  of  thought  entire, 
Some  high  and  liaughty  features  mic^ht  display 
A  80ul  impetuous  once — 'twas  earthly  fire 
nmt  fled  Composure's  intellectual  ray. 
As  Etna's  fires  g^ow  dim  before  the  rising  day.* 

I  trust  you  will  suflSciently  understand  that  I  should  be  ill- 
satisfied  to  consider  this  accidental  allusion — although  from  the 
heart — to  be  a  just  or  fair  tribute  to  the  dear  departed  worth, 
of  which,  instead  of  a  portrait,  they  scarcely  give  a  line  or  a 
touch.  By  a  stranger  they  would  not  be  regarded  as,  perhaps, 
even  sufliciently  respectful.  I  am  ashamed  to  say  so  much  of 
a  few  feeble  lines — but  everything  regarding  him  derives  im- 
portance from  the  subject. 

*  *  *  %  « 

I  must  bring  you  "The  Castle  of  Indolence" in  my  pockety 
since  you  have  not  read  it,  if  you  now  read  cheerful  things. 

The  children  are  well — Matilda  quite  well.  To  hear  of  you 
is  great  joy  to  us  both.     Believe  me  ever  £uthfully,  yours, 

T.  Campbell. 

P.  S. — Joy  to  you  on  the  accession  of  a  new  branch  to  the 

*  Compare  tlus  with  the  same  admirable  stanza  in  **  Gertrude,"  of 
the  two  closing  lines  are  so  remarkable. 
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house  of  Couitenay.*  If  she  drew  her  paternal  blood  fix)m  Le- 
onidas,  she  would  be  ihe  better  to  have  a  mixture  of  the  dear 
blood  of  the  Mayows. 

From  the  common-place  transactions,  we  are  now  suddenly 
introduced  to  what  may  be  considered  an  event  in  the  Poet  s 
life.  The  deed  was  followed  by  an  immediate  dispatch  to  Mr. 
Richardson  in  the  following  words:  "I  killed  an  enormous 
snake  to-day,  which  I  mean  to  keep  as  a  trophy  of  my  own 
valor.  In  tne  act  of  slaying  this  Python,  habited  as  I  was  in 
my  old  black  pantaloons,  third-best  boots,  and  second-best  wig, 
with  my  beard  unshaven,  I  looked  for  all  the  world  hke  the 
Apollo  de  Belvidere !'' — ^This  announcement  is  accompanied  by 
a  grotesque  sketch  of  the  recent  encounter.  On  the  right  is  the 
snake,  half  uncoiled ;  the  sting  protruding,  and  in  the  very  act 
to  strike.  On  the  left  stands  the  Poet,  crowned  with  bays,  in 
an  attitude  of  calm  defiance,  and  making  a  left-handed  blow  on 
the  crested  head  of  his  antagonist.  His  own  costume  is  orna- 
mented, as  described,  by  shreds  and  patches,  in  Grub-street 
fashion.  At  his  feet  flows  a  stream,  inscribed  with  '^  Helicon." 
In  the  back  ground  is  Parnassus,  crowned  with  a  temple;  a 
Pegasus  in  full  career,  and  his  rider  falling  headlong  to  the 
earth.  At  the  gate  of  the  temple  are  three  Muses ;  the  first 
playing  on  the  cymbals ;  the  second  displaying  a  scroll  of  Fame ; 
and  the  third  in  the  dress  of  a  young  musicante,  seated  at  a 
modem  pianoforte !  At  the  base  of  the  hill  stands  another 
figure,  the  Poet,  in  the  character  of  Apollo,  his  head  encircled 
with  rays ;  while  on  either  hand,  figures  of  Fame  and  Victory, 
each  witii  a  long  trumpet  applied  to  her  mouth,  are  proclaiming 
to  the  world  the  gallant  achievement  of  the  morning. 

It  is  pleasing  to  notice,  even  at  some  length,  these  playful, 
though  mute  sallies  of  humor,  and  to  ima^ne  with  what  glee 
he  committed  to  paper  this  caricature  of  his  deeds,  making  it, 
perhaps,  an  interlude  between  two  of  the  fine  stanzas  of  his 
"Gertrude," — dtUce  est  desipere  in  loco.  But  the  pleasure  is 
greatly  increased  when  we  collect  from  such  etchings  the  symp- 
toms of  an  easy  and  elastic  state  of  mind,  to  which  he  had  often 
been  a  stranger,  and  of  which  there  is  still  clearer  evidence  in  a 
passage  of  the  same  date : — *^  I  should  not  trouble  you  about 
drawing  my  pension,  if  I  knew  the  proper  way  to  apply  for  it ; 

*  Alluding  to  tlie  marriage  of  one  of  Mr.  Mayow's  daoghten  to  the  late 
Right  Hod.  T.  P.  Courtenay,  P.  C,  brother  «f  the  Earl  of  Devoa 
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but  as  I  wish,  for  the  sake  of  having  fnaney  at  interest^  to  lift 
the  three  quarters  in  Aprils  I  must  beg  jou  to  write  to  your 
agent  in  Scotland  about  it."* 

In  a  strain  that  indicates  the  same  buoyancy  of  health  and 
spirits,  he  again  writes  to  Miss  F.  W.  Mayow : — 

AprU  80M. 

To  say  the  truth,  it  is  a  sad  thing  that  good  folks,  so  scarce  as 
wc  are,  should  have  formed  an  acquaintance  just  to  drop  it  I 
pledge  myself  you  do  not  know  Matilda  yet,  nor  will  you  have 
known  what  an  excellent  good  young  man  /  am,  until  you  hare  ~ 
been  a  good  many  weeks  at  our  cottage  in  Sydenham  1  Having 
been  an  idle  vagrant  all  my  life,  roving  hither  and  yond  among 
good  and  among  bad  folks,  I  have  acquired,  by  sore  experience, 
although  amidst  profound  ignorance  of  the  true  philosophy  of 
the  world,  that  guess  of  characters  which  gypsies,  beggars,  ped- 
lars, and  other  vagrants — nay,  even  which  dogs  acquire  by 
physiognomy  and  conversation.  I  am  sometimes  mistsJcen,  but 
never  continue  so  very  long.  I  saw  your  family  at  our  first 
meeting.  Like  the  mulberries  on  your  trees,  you  are  all  fruits 
without  rind.  The  sunshine  of  God's  blessing  has  brought  yon 
out  undisguisedly  good.  But  we  are  husky  productions.  Ma- 
tilda and  I  are  afraid  of  showing  kindness,  lest  it  should  be 
taken  for  fawning.  But  to  balance  this  flattery  of  you,  I  will 
flatter  ourselves ;  and  such  a  pair  of  inimitables  as  tM  are !  Oh, 
you  shall  see  with  a  witness  in  time  coming  I 

A  more  serious  thought  comes  across  my  mind,  when  I  have 
to  thank  you  for  your  toleration  of  the  few  Hues,  and  for  your 
seeming  to  understand  the  explanation  which  accompanied  them. 
On  such  a  subject,  I  shall  probably  indulge  more  in  the  truth 
of  my  own  feelings,  than  in  the  gems  of  ornament ;  and  if  the 
tribute  please  you,  my  fair  critic !  it  will  be  my  exceeding  great 
reward. 

Matilda  greets  jrou  ;  I  think  she  would  like  much,  if,  by  some 
cunning  alchemy  of  relationship,  she  could  commute  you  into 
one  of  her  Scotch  cousins.  This  would  be  mighty  oonvenient 
for  us.  We  should  not  even  hint,  as  if  we  were  afraid  of  your 
refusal  of  our  roof ;  but  in  the  spirit  of  claMhip  insist,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  decent  appearance  before  the  world,  that  kindred  shoiild 
not  break,  and  that  Maiy  and  you  should  not  play  the  fine  lady, 
and  look  down  on  country  cousins  I 


*  Extract  tnm  a  Isttsr  to  John  RiolisrdsGii,  Baq. 
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I  can  assure  you  we  were  fine  folks  yesterday,  for  we  had  no 
less  a  guest  at  dinner  than  the  desoendiant  of  John  Sobieski,  the 
grandson  of  General  Walackousld,  ude-de-camp  to  Peter  the 
Great,  and  the  cousin  of  Eaminsky,  present  commander-in-chief 
of  the  Russian  armies.  These  three  characters  were  all  united 
in  the  person  of  one  simple  friend  and  school-fellow  of  my  own, 
who  is  plain  Frank  Clason,  and  such  a  favorite  of  the  **  Empress 
Maude,"*  that  the  days  he  comes  to  Sydenham  I  am  always 
sent  to  amuse  myself  elsewhere,  and  give  way  to  the  young 
lawyer.  .  .  .  Talking  of  Russians,  my  eldest  lad  has  grown 
again  such  a  savage  since  his  recovery,  that  we  are  resolved  to 
buy  him  a  commission  among  the  Don  Cossacks  I  .  .  For 
such  a  dispatch,  what  will  the  post  charge  you  ?  Wretched 
man  !  I  was  bom  under  the  star  Scriblents  /  Believe  me  very 
faithfully  your  affectionate  friend,  T.  C. 

Again,  on  the  19th  of  May,  he  writes — ^^I  am  always  over- 
taken with  small  distresses,  when  great  ones  fail  me.  A  dis- 
patch from  town  reached  me  this  morning,  which  engaged  me 
incessantly  in  writing  till  the  evening,  at  which  time  I  felt  so 
overcome  with  fatigue,  that  I  could  not  extend  my  walk  any 
distance  from  home."  A  few  days  after  this  date,  the  symp- 
toms of  his  former  complaint  returned  with  so  much  severity, 
that  change  of  scene  and  relaxation  of  mind  were  pronouqced 
indispensable,  and  he  started  to  make  trial  of  the  air  of  Hamp- 
shire. Crossing  the  Solent  from  Southampton,  he  took  up  his 
quarters  at  Ryde  ;  and  in  the  following  letters  the  history  of  his 
sojourn  in  the  island  is  circumstantially  detailed  : — 

TO  MISS  MAYOW. 

Rtdx,  Isle  of  Wight,  Jum  16, 1807. 
Dear  Miss  Matow, 

Presuming  to  count  upon  you  as  the  friend  and  comforter 
of  my  wife  in  her  solitary  state,  I  think  I  have  a  right  to  trouble 
you  with  a  letter,  though  it  should  be  a  dull  one,  and  to  request 
the  &vor  of  some  news  from  Sydenham,  since  your  news  must 
be  so  interesting,  coming  from  yourselves,  and  from  the  imme 
diate  vicinity  of  all  that  is  dear  to  me. 

Indeed,  of  Mrs.  Onmpb<jir»  real  health  and  spirits,  I  expect  a 
truer  account  from  you  than  from  herself.  Her  disposition  to 
keep  me  easy,  will  lead  her  to  dissemble  any  little  accidents  at 

*  The  hiiioricai  name  for  his  wife,  Matilda — Mm  OampbeU. 
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ry,  ,xf.r, ';.:.::  frirfid^ :  bnt  xh^rj  *rlud*--d  m^,  although  I  watched 
h:.  i..j:.\  \hsi\  I  rr.i^ht  wak^n  earlv  enough  in  the  nkornine. 
^^^':  ';•  *.:.»~^,  Vy^ik.*.  wh:f:h  ffi<fl  from  me  like  the  waves  from 
'lii:.\M.i'.  \*  "  Ji-rf*:rv^ij'%  Xot«  on  Vinrinia"— ok.  hang  Jeffer- 
".oT..  •?.;»♦,  I  <rv.^r  h«-ard  th*-  name  of  his  Notes  I  <Jn  the  night 
wh*:ri  J  kr.*:w  that  Matilda  and  my  l/abies  were  exposed  to  the 
*Wu'if;r'.  ',:  niATiiishi  TfAAjfrn :  wh^n  I  knew  that  mr  injancdons 
!//  h;f.»;  a  ifnnni  in  the  hoase  would  be  diaobeved,  through  that 
fv/li-li  distrijitt  of  having  a  ittranger  in  the  house,  which,  thank 
hi  A,  Ma»;id;i  ha*  at  lafit  overcome — on  that  night  I  resolved  to 
iimki:  a  morning  round  of  all  my  literary  coadjutors,  to  find  the 
J'r'-id'-ni'-.  JxkA,  and,  ah  usual,  kept  awake  from  anxiety.  The 
rnornifj^'  rarn^;,  but  all  my  friends  had  left  London — vanished 
liko  ifii'itn'An  i%}jich  one  graj>ps  in  a  dream !  I  have  been  obliged 
U}  \i-ii\i:  IjffUfhjii  without  this  book,  on  which  my  sole  hope  of 
rt-.U.rt.xuu'.  T*:\\tin.  J  have  got,  like  all  weak  minds,  into  long  digrea- 
Hionh.  1  rn^'ant  only  t/i  allude  to  your  kindness  in  visiting  my 
i\*iiT  Matilda  that  ev4;ning,  with  so  much  friendship  and  sympa- 
thy iv^  h}j«!  il^.scrilxjd. 

VWrll,  1  have  tjeen  long  enough  on  my  own  case.  I  shall 
tiri;  you  with  it  no  more.  I  trust  I  shall  hear  from  Sydenham 
go(;(l  and  pJcahing  accounts  of  your  health  and  spirits.  .  ,*    At 


*  Hi-U-rtir/iifi  from  tho  Po<>ta»  with  BiogrBphksl  Sketches  [seeptfeiSlJ 
I'JIJwUirical  Notes  for"  Gertrude  <rf  Wyoming.*  1.      «^ 
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this  star,  I  stop  to  break  open  a  letter  from  poor  Matilda.  She 
says  my  favorites  are  all  well. — All  well  /  it  sounds  like  the 
sweet  note  of  the  midnight  sentinel  i  A  letter  from  one's  best 
friend  is  worth  going  a  hundred  leagues  for — to  wish,  and  long 
for,  and  receive.  I  have  never  been  so  far  away  from  her.  I 
may  say  it  is  the  first  wife^s  letter  I  ever  received.  She  seems 
in  very  good  spirits.  I  have  your  family,  I  believe  to  thank  for 
it.  I  was  going  to  have  concluded,  but  my  spirits  seem  to 
mount  as  if  I  had  pledged  to  my  absent  friends  in  a  bumper.  All 
is  well !  My  wife — my  hearty,  brown-necked  boys — my  faith- 
ful sister-in-law  —  and  those  my  wife  emphatically  calls  my 
"  favorites."     All  is  well  indeed. 

The  practice  of  describing  scenes  and  feelings  more  than  they 
are  in  nature,  is  an  affectation  which  I  abhor — cither  joyous  or 
the  reverse ;  yet  extremely  joyous  feelings  appear  sometimes,  by 
their  uncommonness,  to  be  beyond  nature^s  routine,  even  to 
those  who  enjoy  them.  Such,  I  think,  are  mine  at  present.  I 
am  sitting  al  the  sea-side  window  of  my  boarding-house, 
on  the  northern  side  of  Wight.  It  overlooks  the  shores  of 
Southampton,  the  spires  and  buildings  of  Portsmouth,  Spithead, 
and  the  towns  adjacent,  and  a  hundred  ships  of  war,  some  of  a 
hundred  guus,  riding  between  the  shores !  The  peculiar  light  of 
the  atmosphere  reflects  oh  the  smooth  expanse  of  the  sea,  not  a 
dull  uniform  blueness,  but  a  playful  variety  of  color — it  seems 
in  places  like  a  plain  of  rainbows.*  Such  a  sight  is  worthy  to 
conclude  one's  wanderings.  I  did  not  like  Southampton ;  per- 
haps I  was  not  in  spirits  to  like  it.  It  rained  a  little  to  be  sure ; 
it  was  a  sea  port — that  is  enough.  I  spent  a  day  at  it,  very 
dully  indeed.  From  the  moment  of  embarking  for  Wight,  all 
was  different ;  the  wind  blew  strong,  and  the  very  boat  seemed 
to  be  merry ;  she  galloped,  as  the  seamen  said,  over  fifteen 
miles  of  nice  bounding  foam  in  an  hour  or  little  more.  The 
motion  exceeded  all  other  pleasures  of  being  carried  that  I  ever 
experienced.  I  grudged,  when  she  came  down,  that  the  wave 
was  not  higher.  The  undulation,  just  sufficient  to  produce  gid- 
diness, did  not  approach  to  what  causes  sickness ;  and  I  sat  at 
the  bow  of  the  vessel  to  enjoy  it  more. 

The  journey  of  the  northern  half  of  the  island  to  Ryde,  is  a 
scene  of  richer  vegetation  than  even  any  in  the  neighborhood 
of  London.  At  one  landscape,  where  an  arm  of  the  sea  comes  up 

*8«ethb  idea  embodied,  many  yean  afterwards,  in  **  Lines  on  the  View 
from  St  LeonanU"    Poero^  ed  1842. 
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between  rich  thick  clustering  woods,  green  to  the  water's  edge,  I 
could  not  help  exclaiming, — ^It  beats  thee,  Sydenham  I  .Indeed 
every  view  is  charming ;  the  whole  is  one  diversil^  of  pea-green 
corn  fields,  and  box  and  honey-suckle  l^edges.  i  ou  would  feel 
as  if  your  eyes  were  fed  with  richness.  Then,  last  of  all,  oomes 
the  sea  and  the  British  navy  ! 

I  have  found  a  boarding-house  which  promises  to  be  very- 
comfortable — my  inmates  are  an  elderly  lady,  her  daughter,  a 
very  modest  pretty  girl ;  four  gentlemen,  who  seem  respectable ; 
a  cat  and  a  parrot.  One  of  the  boarders,  a  Captain  oi  Infantry, 
is  a  poetaster ;  his  works,  in  manuscript,  are  perused  by  the  lady 
and  her  boarders ;  but  the  great  Twalmley  continues,  and  wishes 
to  continue,  imknown.  For  an  explanation  of  Twalmley,  if  you 
do  not  understand  the  allusion,  Mrs.  Campbell  must  be  applied 
to.  I  trust  the  martial  bard  will  not  bring  me  out !  .  .  1  wish 
to  be  (as  the  man  said)  under  a  cage. 

I  reflect  with  dismay  on  the  crime  I  have  committed  of  rob- 
bing your  purse  of  double  postage ;  but  repentance  is  now  too 
late.  May  I  hope  that  I  remain  in  the  undiminished  remem- 
brance of  your  family.  Present  them  all  my  kindest  respects. 
Believe  me,  very  sincerely  yours, 

Thob.  Campbell. 

TO  MISS  MAYOW. 

Rtdx,  June  29, 1607. 
Mt  dear  Miss  Mayow, 

I  assure  yon  the  kindness  of  your  writing  me  was  not 
undeserved — if  an  act  of  friendship  can  be  said  to  be  deserved 
by  the  grateful  sensation  it  occasions.  I  will  also  say  that  I  de- 
served it  by  good  intentions.  Knowing  that  your  spirits  required 
more  amusing  correspondence  than  a  serious  sleepless  man  was 
hkely  to  be  able  to  communicate,  I  thought  if  there  was  a  cheerftil 
scene,  or  event,  in  the  little  history  of  my  life  at  Ryde,  I  should 
communicate  them ;  and  if  such  could  have  beguiled  you  of  one 
half-hour's  thoughts,  I  should  have  been  more  than  happy. 
Had  Ryde  furnished  such,  you  should  have  had  my  most  cheer- 
ful thoughts  by  this  time ;  or  rather,  had  my  thoughts  been 
susceptible  of  cheerful  impressions,  I  should  have  communicated 
them.  But  saving  one  day's  pleasure,  I  have  had  none  here, 
except  reading  my  wife's  letters,  your  own,  and  your  dear  sister's. 
The  demon  of  sleeplessness  haunts  me  ;  but  of  niy  complaints 
you  have  heard  as  much  as  my  doctors,  and  have  pitiea  them 
more,  and  done  them  more  good  by  your  syropattiy.    I  will 
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penerere — ^but  I  do  long  for  Sydenham  I  -■  I  truBt,  with  all  his 
malts,  the  Poet  has  somehow  or  other  got  into  the  good  graces 
qi  your  flEunily.  I  think  in  my  absence,  the  sisterfy  care  you 
have  taken  of  Matilda,  has  made  her  more  a  sister  to  you  by  the 
yery  exercise  of  your  benevolent  affections ;  at  least  I  feel  so  fra- 
ternally, when  I  look  to  the  three  graces  at  the  bottom  of  my 
silver  box,*  that  I  think  your  letters  seem  to  come  as  from  my 
own  household.  Yet  if  Ryde,  with  all  its  beauties,  has  been 
like  a  little  Siberia  for  the  past  fortnight — ^what  had  it  been  if  I 
had  not  thought  of  your  visits  to  Matilda,  as  of  a  prop  and  stay 
to  her  "  Uttle  bit  of  Philosophy  ?" 

«  «  «  «  • 

Assuredly,  if  you  have  an  hour  more  sad  than  another,  I 
should  wish  you  to  devote  it  to  Matilda ;  honor  her  with  alloMring 
her  to  participate  it.  Though  I  say  it,  who  should  not  say  it, 
she  is  one  to  be  with  in  gnef,  as  well  as  in  joy.  She  may,  in 
such  an  hour,  have  her  plain  artless  communications  of  mind  to 
make  with  a  friend,  whom  she  truly  esteems,  more  valuable  than 
deeper  discipline  in  books,  or  the  world,  could  impart  I  love 
her  companionship  with  serious  minds ;  and  with  you  she  is 
always  happy. 

«  «  *  *  * 

I  have  been  reader  to  the  ladies  in  this  boarding-house.  How 
often  I  wished  the  company  changed,  and  the  books  too,  per- 
haps, for  they  were  only  farces,  and  yet  they  made  us  laugh. 
How  often  I  wished,  when  I  remembered  your  saying  you  liked 
to  hear  reading,  that  I  had  Sydenham  back  again,  and  could 
make  you  forget  an  hour  or  a  forenoon— even  with  nonsense — 
which  the  labor  of  reading  might  make  injurious  to  your  health. 
Let  me  trust,  then,  when  I  .return  to  Sydenham,  though  I  don't 
expect  you  to  be  so  easily  entertained  with  light  reading  as  these 
fiur  ladies,  that  I  may  administer  the  elegant  amusement  of  my 
Scotch  accent,  as  a  small  aid  thrown  in  to  the  society  and  enter- 
tainment of  some  better  friend.  I  shall  be  as  proud  as  the  bel- 
lows-blower that  played  to  Handel. 

I  have  been  to  see  Shanklin,  and  the  seat  of  Lord  Dysart, 
about  fifteen  miles  hence.  The  scenery  is  as  bold  as  the  High- 
lands ;  as  rich  as  an  English  garden ;  lovely,  fair,  delight]\il, 
beyond  description.      The  wide,  blue,  beautiful  sea,  has  no 

*  AailYerbozwith  an  inflcriptioii,  presented  to  the  Poet  on  leaving  home, 
bythree  young  ladies  of  the  fimihr— whom  he  named,  not  inappropriately, 
*The  Three  Graoea" 

20* 
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boundary  on  the  opposite  waste,  that  is  visible.  The  ships  are 
seen  as  in  a  Claude  Lorraine  picture.  I  was  one  daj  happy 
— it  was  inipossible  not  to  be  glad,  looking  on  such  beauty ! 
Our  whole  house  hired  a  barouche  and  some  carriages,  and  made 
an  expedition  of  it.  We  had  none  but  one  character  who  was 
worth  speaking  to  about  such  a  scene.  The  rest  enjoyed  the 
fresh  air,  the  dinner,  and  the  jaunt,  in  high  animal  spirits.  There 
was  a  good-natured  talking  Captain  of  infantry ;  a  tall  man ; 
two  middle-sized  men ;  a  very  tall  man ;  another  tall  and  sknU 
man,  quite  flashy  in  appearance,  and  his  wife — ^a  perfect  angel 
in  beauty,  sensibility  and  wisdom,  whom  this  West  Indian  na- 
bob is  taking  out  to  bury  alive  in  the  island  of  Jamaica  I  The 
nabob  was  good  enough  to  let  me  sit  by  his  wife  the  whole  day ; 
and  though  she  is  not  a  great  speaker,  she  is  not  demure.  Of 
this  beauty,  I  have  written  my  wife — ^so  you  see  I  have  been 
but  smitten  platonically.  The  other  ladies  were  good  in  their 
way — a  little  cockney  woman  was  as  happy  as  Mrs.  Gilpin,  not 
with  the  scenery,  but  with  good  company,  which  was  above  her 
pitch — they  seemed  to  show  it;  but  that  did  not  abate  the 
cackling  flutteration  of  her  happiness.  .  .  .  How  she  laughed 
and  paid  compliments  to  your  humble  servant ! 

I  forgot  to  mention  another  lady — Scotch — who  lived  once  in 
my  very  house  at  Sydenham.  She  speaks  iU  of  all  Sydenham 
and  mankind,  except  such  as  herself.  She  told  me  my  friend,  Dr. 

G ,  of  D ,  was  a  bad  character,  and  that  his  brother  was  a 

waiter  in  a  tavern  at  Aberdeen  I  This,  and  her  justifying  the  slave- 
trade,  so  enraged  me  that  I  flung  a  whole  basin  of  hot  soup  .  •  . 
No,  I  am  wrong,  I  believe — ^I  only  vnahed  I  could  have  done  it. 
Adieu,  and  forgive  my  long  scrawl,  with  its  concluding  nonsense. 
How  happy  and  proud  did  I  feel  to  be  remembered  by  Mis. 

M ,  by  my  fireside  beauty,  and  her  sister.     Accept  of  my 

best  thanks  for  your  length  of  letter — though  for  this  my  dear 
wife  comes  in  for  share,  and  believe  me,  dear  Miss  Mayow,  affeo- 
tionately  your  sincere  friend,  Thos.  Campbjell. 

Rtdb,  J%dy  6M,  1801 

"...  A  tall  thin  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Frank  wMfiranky 
though  not  deliver,  this  letter.  He  gives  me  time  only  to  say  a 
few  words — but  in  abridging  my  time,  he  does  not  abridge  my 
inclination  to  communicate  my  ideas,  if  I  had  any  worth  com- 
municating. Positively  Ryde  has  a  Boetian  atmosphere;  or 
else  the  stupidity  of  my  fellow  boarders  has  smitten  me.  I 
sometimes  call  on  the  satirical  Gifford,  who  is  here ;  who  mat- 
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toZuef  me  for  a  few  momenta,  but  the  impression  lasts  too  short 
The  ennui,  the  want  of  conversation,  is  intolerable.  Our  best 
boarder  has  left  us — the  only  rational  being  whose  voice  I  used 
to  hear  from  morning  to  night.  He  was  a  medical  man.  I 
have  nobody.  I  should  give  the  world  to  be  back  to  Sydenham. 
What  must  Siberia  be  I  I  mean  to  persevere,  however,  a  little 
while.  I  have  found  out  an  antidote  against  cold  in  bathing ; 
for  the  temptation  to  continue  in  the  waves,  is  irresistible,  when 
I  have  once  plunged.*  This  antidote  is  a  close  wardrobe  of 
flannel,  which  carries  me  half  out  to  Portsmouth,  without  ex- 
periencing fk  sensation  of  cold  !  Imagine  your  sublime  bard  this 
morning  arrived  at  a  collier-brig,  in  the  roads,  and  invited  on 
board,  Hke  the  Neapolitan  Pesckiere,  dripping  from  the  waves  I 
Imagine  his  enchanting  appearance,  seated  on  the  sunny  deck 
of  the  collier,  with  his  flannel  cowl  on  his  head,  and  a  cigar, 
which  he  smoked  from  the  hands  of  the  sailors,  between  his 
tuneful  lips.  Then,  like  another  Orion,  trusting  to  the  dolphins, 
he  plunged  to  seek  the  shore. 

*'  To-morrow,  I  shall  >isit  several  ships  in  the  harbor,  not  in 
this  diver^like  attire,  but  in  a  pleasing  party.  We  are  to  board 
one  that  was  commanded  by  Captain  buff,  who  was  killed  off 
Tra&lgar.  I  hope  it  will  inspire  a  few  ideas  in  the  idealess  head 
of  your  forlorn,  but  faithful  friend,  T.  C." 

Again — "Ryde,  Monday  morning,  July  10," — he  writes. 
"...  A  gentleman  of  our  party  having  taken  it  into  his 
head  to  make  a  precipitate  departure  for  London,  I  cannot  suffer 
him  to  go  without  sending  you  a  few  lines,  my  dear  Miss  Mayow, 


*  This  is  one  of  the  few  instances  in  which  the  Poet  evinces  any  partiality 
for  water,  fresh  or  salt  In  his  "  flannel  wardrobe,"  which  carried  nim  half- 
way out  to  Portsmouth,  he  might  have  disputed  with  his  friend,  the  noble 
**  Cnilde,"  the  passage  of  the  Hellespont  Judging,  by  subsequent  experi- 
ments, however,  the  antidote  seems  to  have  failed ;  for,  after  "  trusting  to 
the  dolphins^  his  flannel  cowl,  and  a  cigar,"  the  modem  Orion  (horreteo  r&- 
fereiu)  had  a  shivering  fit  on  landing,  which  detracted  greatly  from  the 
merits  of  the  discovery.  But  that  did  not  prevent  a  renewal  of  the  pastime ; 
it  only  rendered  hitn  much  less  excursive  in  his  natatory  propensities,  and 
more  shy  of  the  *'  collier-brigs  in  the  roads  f  on  quitting  whi<m  for  the  last 
time — 

"  his  bold  head 
'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oared 
Himself  with  his  good  arms,  in  lusty  stroke 
To  the  shore,  that  o'er  his  wave-worn  basis  bowed 
As  stooping  to  relieve  him  !    I  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  laikL" 
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though  I  am  sorry  to  eay  the  time  lie  has  ^ven  me  is  too  short 
for  even  attemptipg  to  treat  yoa  in  turn  for  your  moat  benero- 
lent  and,  as  my  wife  interceded  for  me,  long  letter.  That  word 
is  indeed  scarcely  applicable ;  for,  though  I  could  not  C(»nplaiD 
of  shortness,  I  turned  over  the  last  page  with  as  much  eager- 
ness as  the  first.  That,  perhaps,  was  avarice,  but  it  was  at  least 
of  a  tasteful  kind.  I  lament  to  find  by  your  own  letter  that  you 
have  thoughts  of  leaving  Sydenham,  and,  by  your  sister's,  ihat 
there  seems  to  be  some  occasion  for  it.  This  makes  me  as  sad 
as  the  Russian  news.  I  pray  to  Giod  there  may  be  no  necessity 
for  such  a  separation  from  your  fiimily,  and  such  low  to  oni  so- 
dety — and  prayers  are  all  that  I  can  offer — the  prayers,  too,  of 
K  BiDDer,  though,  I  trust,  not  of  a  hypocrite. 


"  I  thank  you  most  particularly  for  your  early  information  of 
the  accession  to  your  kindred.  I  did,  indeed,  kiss  tite  littla 
stranger  in  my  imagination.  God  bless  him.  I  hope  to  have 
him  in  my  hands  in  reality,  when  I  pass  through  London.  In 
all  that  concerns  any  relation  of  youis,  I  shall  ever  tmfeignedly 
feel  an  interest,  and,  married  as  my  favorite  EUza  is — and  mar- 
ried, too,  as  I  am — I  shall  always,  with  my  wife's  permission, 
have  a  penchant  for  her.  I  told  her,  I  believe,  or  at  least  in- 
sinuated, the  conquest  she  made  of  me  by  one  "pood  night"- 

smile  at  the  party — the  first  party  of  Mrs.  M 's.     But  I  am 

running  on  at  a  sad  rate — and  see  you  coloring  with  indignation 
at  the  impertinence  of  making  you  a  confidant  to  my  out-of- 
doors  attachments !  Pray  don't,  however,  judge  too  harshly  of 
me  by  my  own  foolish  confessions.  I  am  not  quite  so  bad  as  I 
made  you  believe  for  the  sake  of  an  argument  on  those  matters, 
which  we  once  maintained  at  Sydenham.  I  am,  I  assure  you, 
a  good  creature  in  the  main.     .     .     . 

"  These  news — these  horrors !  but  let  us  not  despur !  If 
Buonaparte  has  beat  Rossians,  he  has  not  yet  heat  j^gliah  free- 
men on  their  own  soil.  I  bncy  the  bravery  of  the  Russians  has, 
like  all  other  popular  stories,  been  ezsggerated  :  their  phyaieal 
strength,  for  instance,  is  talked  of;  I  know  for  a  oertain^,  that 
for  size  and  fineness  of  conformation  (talking  of  them  as  animals) 
the  Tartars,  who  compose  nine-tenths  of  the  Russian  armies,  are 
inferior  to  the  men  of  Europe.  Buonaparte,  I  repeat,  has  never 
yet  fought  with  freemtn — with  English  fnemea  in  Kigland ! 
Whether  we  are  destined  to  reaisl  him  or  not,  this  must  Se  the 
creed  now.     We  must  not  give  way,  but  bo  aptimUU.     Adieu ! 


.  29.] 


Lirnaus  vhom  rtds,  jble  or  wxobt. 
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and  I  BJij  it  with  regret,  so  early ;  but  my  letter-bearer  is  wait- 
ing. May  health  return  to  you !  I  wish  I  were  a  magician,  and 
you  should  have  a  magical  cure ;  though  I  should  travel  to  the 
bottom  of  the  deep  for  it. 

'*  Give  my  kind  compliments  to  your  neighbor,  Mrs.  Thomaa 
Campbell,  tibe  Poet's  wife !  Remember  me  m  the  kindest  terms 
to  lAis.  M ,  and  believe  me,  with  sinoere  esteem,  yours, 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

RETURN  TO  SYDENHAM. 

The  preceding  letters,  though  comprising  only  a  portion  of 
his  correspondence,  give  a  sufficiently  simple  and  connected  his- 
tory of  his  visit  to  the  Isle  of  Wight.  His  health  was  greatly 
benefited  by  the  change ;  he  had  made  considerable  progress  in 
the  new  poem,  and  **  The  Selections ;"  and  after  his  return  home 
writes  from  *Hhe  nursery*'  another  domestic  letter  to  hia 
sister. 

TO  MISS  CAMPBELL. 

Stdskhax,  Ksirr,  September  1, 1807. 
My  DEAR  Mary, 

The  prospect  of  February  gives  me  great  delight.  God 
grant  nothing  may  spoil  the  beauty  of  my  babies,  before  the 
grand  presentation  to  their  Aunt,  but  that  they  may  look  so 
lovely  and  interesting,  as  to  make  you  remember  them  in  your 
will !  At  present,  though  not  beautiful,  they  are  certainly  fine 
children.  Thomas's  eyes  approach  to  beauty ;  his  complexion 
is  also  pearly,  and  his  little  limbs  are  solid  and  smooth.  For  the 
rest,  his  features,  and  promise  of  intellect,  are  such  as,  perhaps, 
if  I  could  be  impartial,  I  should  not  extravagantly  praise.  But 
for  what  ho  is,  thanks  be  to  GU>d !  for  he  is  growing  every  day 
a  dearer  and  more  inestimable  gem ;  and  I  can  pronounce  his 
heart  and  feelings,  by  ey&rj  symptom,  to  be  sweet  and  suscep- 
tible. Alison  is  the  funniest  little  cock-nosed  £Eit  dumpling 
you  ever  saw — quite  roguish  and  sly.  Matilda  is  all  this  day  in 
town,  bringing  back  Thomas,  who  had  been  sent  to  visit  his 
grand-parents.  I  have  had  Alison  my  inseparable  companion  all 
the  time.  You  may  guess  his  advancement  in  manners,  when 
he  sits  with  me  at  the  dinner,  and  officiates  as  chaplain.  The  only 
form  of  litany  which  he  has  hitherto  got,  is  a  piece  of  the  Lord  s 
Prayer,  which,  unless  prevented,  he  constantly  begins — ^'*  Our 
old  Father,^''  hc,^  <fec  I  am  quite  in  raptures  with  the  decorum 
of  his  behavior,  for  he  eats  his  lamb  chop  as  gravely  as  a  judge. 
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oommentiiig  pitifully  on  the  poor  5a-a-lamb  which  we  were  eat- 
ing, and  at  intervals  entertaining  me  with  an  account  how  the 
Doctor  of  the  village  cures  the  people.  '^  Cockle  £[all,"  he  said 
(f.  e.  Doctor  Hall)  "  keeps  always  pocket-fulls  of  physic  for  bad 
boys.  When  he  hears  that  the  people  are  sick,  he  cries,  "  Oh, 
dear ! ''  and  comes  gallop-a-trot  down  the  hill,  and  then  comes 
tap,  tap,  tap  at  the  houses.  Then  he  finds  the  people  in  bed, 
snoring  and  sleeping,  and  comes  and  pops  in  his  head  and  cries 
*  Boo-peep ! '  and  so  the  people  get  quite  well."  You  see  there 
is  no  fool  like  a  £Either-fool.    Forgive  all  Uus  nonsense. 

I  had  to-day  a  letter  from  our  mother,  who  says  she  is  better. 
I  am  glad  to  see  she  writes  clearly  and  collectedly ;  for  I  was 
afraid  by  some  of  her  former  letters  that  she  was  going  fast. 
She  still  talks  of  Sandy's  coming  home.  I  am  afraid  Uus  is  one 
piece  of  her  dotage  still  continuing,  for  I  thought,  by  Sandy's 
own  letter,  there  could  be  no  great  prospect  of  his  return.  Betsy, 
she  informs  me,  has  been  shabbily  rewarded — ^if  it  can  be  called 
reward,  by  what  was  given  by  old  MacArthur  Stuart*  By  a 
letter  £k*om  his  factor,  the  usual  form  of  announcing  repairs  on 
his  estate,  I  was  reminded  of  my  being  the  only  heir-apparent 
to  that  Hun  in  England.  Do  you  know  the  state  of  American 
population  actually  alive  between  our  house  and  these  golden 
apples  of  Kirnan  ?  Some  *'  plague  or  yellow  fever  "  may  dis- 
pense with  the  presence  of  these  cousin-competitors  on  the  death 
of  MacArthur,  and  make  way  for  poor  brother  Archibald,  after 
all  his  rubs  in  life  ! 

I  was  much  the  better  for  being  at  Ryde,  in  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
both  during  my  stay,  and  for  weeks  after ;  but  it  is  with  great 
alarm  that  I  find  my  abhorred  sleeplessness  returning  fast  and 
inveterately.  I  cannot  tell  what  havoc  it  makes  of  my  health, 
spirits  and  thoughts.  My  poem  is  at  a  full  stop  with  it  for  ten 
days  past,  for  my  head  is  constantly  confused.  But  I  must  no 
longer  trouble  you  with  complaints.  Trusting  that  your  own 
heiuth,  as  you  do  not  mention  it,  is  not  at  present  affected,  I 
remain,  dearest  Mary,  your  affectionate  brother, 

T.  Campbell. 

To  the  friend,  who  had  sent  a  new  book  for  his  perusal  and 
opinion,  he  writes : — Sept.  14.  I  should  have  read  through  and 
returned  the  "  Proofs  of  a  Conspiracy "  yesterday,  but  I  was 

*  This  gentleman  had  gotpoeaeiaoo  of  Iheir  fiunilv  estate  of  Eiraan,  and 
left  a  legacy  to  the  Poet  Tbe  *  Kirnan  cote'  wiU  be  stated  in  a  subse- 
quent part  of  this  work. 


will  Kiufofiii  ii!iijr.li^.l,.Mri].lioii. 
X'6rL-  iluurus  l-*  Itiihrilt  a\\  ovi-r.  ] 
Government — a  Wy ndliamite — a  1a 
w&titfl  :  but  to  my  fatal  experience,  i 
KTupIe  to  pick  pockets.*  This  s« 
uiedoi«  to  Bobinson  pretty  profitabi 
wrote  from  priadple ;  and  alon^  wiU 
no  donbt  tlie  Getman  publi  cations  co 

.     .     .     Man  ia  b  naughty  animal 
ude  views.    .     .     . 

Ills  story  in  the  laxt  note  abont  th 
dren,  is  rather  ridiculous.f  If  poor 
it  was  never  auch  a  man  as  Turgot  « 
it  reats  on  no  authority — not  one  na 
by,  if  I  scribble  thus,  Mr.  Adams  wil 
illumini,  attempting  to  wheedle  over 
I  am  fond  of  conspiracies ;  there  is  k 
sublime,  gloomy,  mysteries,  and  seer 
head  aches  I  It  spoilt  a  fine  ode  I 
pony  trampling  the  foot  of  yonr  sister 
the  fiur  Bu^erer  is  to-day. 

To  the  same  lady  he  writes  agun,- 


llie  night  before  last,  I  dream 
jestoday,  to  tJlay  the  woes  of  a  headi 


•  Fet  ik«  Kronnd*  of  tUa  Aars*  C"  n""*"' 
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jour  sister  and  her  wicked  pooy !  Now  let  tu  fonn  "  a  coui^- 
racy,"  Bince  jou  love  tlioee  saucy  wicked  thingt — conspirades — 
to  keep  the  world  in  profound  ignorance  oF^u  migh^  exertion 
of  the  troubadour's  Muse — ^more  wonderful  than  half  Uie  incom- 
panible  venea  to  be  found  in  magaianeB  or  memorandum  books, 
lliis  world  is  given  to  underrate  excellence,  and  might  impioue- 
Ir  suppose  those  sublime  Tersea  of  mine  to  have  no  genius  1  Nay, 
they  might  even  audaciously  laugh  them  to  scorn  I  Thns  it 
&re8  with  many  inimitable  works,  whose  worth  is  known  only 
to  their  author!  Aa  for  myself  I  know  the  value  of  the  lines 
td\l  well.  They  cost  me  half-an-bonr'e  pennasion  to  my  wife, 
to  let  me  have  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  in  my  sickness.  They  coat 
me  a  world  of  pangs  and  scratching,  before  I  could  think  of  a 
rhyme  of  Mayow.*  They  ooat  me  uphill  work  to  write  one 
stanza  under  the  complicated  evils  of  cold,  fiisting,  headache,  and 
water-gruel !  They  cost  me — but  ytnt  are  an  excellent  judge, 
and  therefore  mutt  approve  of  them  without  taking  into  account 
what  constitutes  the  merit  of  all  works — the  difficulty  overcome  I 
I  am  not  yet  quite  well — I  am  told  Stothard  threatens  to  thrash 
all  the  people  who  have  conspired  against  him.  I  hope  he  will 
•pare  your  mother  and  me.  T.  0. 

This  was  followed  by  another  characteristic  letter,  in  which  ho 
gives  to  an  invalid  member  of  the  family  an  account  of  his  sur- 
veillance of  the  home  interests,  during  her  absence  at  Chel- 
tenham. 

TO  MISS  M.  W,  MATOW. 

Stdehhak,  OcteifT  8,  1807. 
Saturday,  Sunday,  Monday. — Dear  Friend,  Ihare  visited 
your  beloved  household ;  and  as  to  your  sbter  Fanny — about 
whom  I  guess  from  her  nervousness  that  you  are  most  anxjons 
— I  do  assure  you,  I  never  saw  her  more  healthy,  charming, 
cheerM— every  thing  that  is  beauUfdl ;  and,  compared  wiUi  her 
sometimes  state  of  nerves,  she  is  now  positively  brazen-foced  ! 
We  had  a  long,  delightful,  wise,  and  entertaining  diat  this 

*    .  .  .  .  "  Bemde  Uwt  &ce,  be«de  tboee  eyes 
Mors  bir  than  stui  e'er  traced  in  Bkiea 

By  Newton,  or  by  Galileo, 
Oh,  bow  oouldst  UiDa,  oltlta'  a  bniCa, 
Upoa  that  (kce  when  g^iiag  mute — 
How  eooldit  thou  cmUi  tlie  aeotte  foot 

OfHnyWiiiBUlbTowr 
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m^TDing.    It  was  after  one  of  my  watch-nights,  when  I  had  lain 
as  uneasy  as  the  head  that  wears  a  crown.     I  had  meandered 
five  hours  about  the  Common,  from  long  before  dark  till  eight 
o'clock — my  sleepless  "eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling," — when, 
after  again  invoking  the  drowsy  powers,  and  taking  a  chapter 
of  "  Godwin's  Political  Justice,"*  instead  of  laudanum,  I  was 
favored  by  Heaven  with  ambrosial  rest.    At  midday  I  reeled  up 
stairs  in  a  wig,  three  hundred  years  old,  and  a  neckcloth  tied 
like  a  halter  about  my  neck,  wnen  the  sight  of  your  lovely  sis- 
ter made  me  start  back,  conscious  that  I  was  a  sloven — ^unfit  to 
be  seen  by  a  fair  lady  !     I  contrived  to  breakfast,  however,  in 
her  presence,  and  during  a  most  pleasant  forenoon,  we  discouned 
about  a  thousand  things ;  and  Fanny  was  so  exhilarating  and 
good,  and  my  children,  whom  she  praised  much,  looked  so 
cherubinical,  that  I  forgot  my  marvellous  old  wig,  and  grew  so 
happy,  that  I  could  have  sat  down  and  purred  Hke  a  cat     We 
had  an  edifying  dissertation  about  monsters,  which  it  would 
have  pleased  you  monstrously  to  overhear. 

How  do  you  find  Cheltenham,  and  how  is  your  precious 
health  ?  Remember  how  valuable  it  is  to  others — ^for  you  have 
not  selfishness  enough  to  think  of  yourself. — Beware  of  writing 

long  letters I  have  myself  no  great  hopes  of 

long  life — not  longer,  I  think,  can  this  sleepless  frame  subsist 
than  twelve  or  fourteen  years.  Where  you  will  be  then,  I  don^t 
know ;  but  I  often  think  when  all  the  plays,  and  poems,  and 
novels,  which,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  shall  hope  to  have  written 
by  that  time,  are  inspected,  the  learned  commentator  and  bio- 
grapher on  my  poor  works — for  every  poetaster  has  now  his 
biographer — will  trace  from  piece  to  piece  the  similarity  of  char- 
acters from  whom  I  shall  have  drawn  my  materials  of  the  good 
and  the  beautiful.  Methinks  there,  that  your  sisters,  Fanny  and 
Caroline,  and  yourself,  will  see  your  images  as  in  a  mirror — not 
disfiguring,  I  trust,  but  reflecting,  their  genius  and  dispositions 
just  as  they  strike  my  mind  as  the  models  of  their  several  des- 
criptions of  characters.  When  you  look  at  some  wretched 
daubing  of  my  forty-year-old  countenance,  prefixed  to  some 
cheap  edition  of  my  works,  you  will  often,  I  fondly  imagine, 
perceive  a  look  of  the  good  will  with  which  your  society  has  so 
often  filled  my  mind ;  and  which,  perhaps,  may  contribute  in 
future  time  to  make  my  physiognomy  more  good-natured.  I 
leave  Lawrence  the  pleasure  of  drawing  your  countenance ;  I 

I [ ■ — 

*  See  page  176. 
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shall  be  proud  enough  to  delineate  the  mind.*  Ycu  must  not, 
however,  be  in  the  least  surprised  to  see  those  children  of  fiincj, 
the  shadows  of  poetical  perfection,  sketched  from  outlines  of  real 
life,  used  in  a  most  tragical  and  heart-rending  manner.  You 
must  not  think  I  could  willingly  beat  or  maltreat  you,  because 
some  heroine  whose  nose,  eyes,  and  profile  are  like  your  own,  is 
drowned,  or  shot,  or  otherwise  executed,  by  the  laws  of  poetical 
pathos.  What  would  poetry  be,  if  heroines  were  to  sail  happily 
and  smoothly  through  a  few  hundred  smooth  lines,  and  never 
squeeze  a  tear  from  the  heart  of  the  reader?  No,  no :  I  have 
had  a  lady  of  great  perfection  in  mind,  manners,  and  physiog- 
nomy, for  many  months  sentenced  to  a  tragical  end  in  my  next 
poem.  She  may  claim  whatever  resemblance  she  pleases  to  real 
life,  but  the  law  must  take  its  course,  and  the  best  is,  that,  while 
the  copy  perishes,  the  original  still  lives  to  furnish  new  pictures 
of  perfection,  and  new  sources  of  tragical  interest  in  another  por- 
traiture under  a  different  name.     ... 

Long  as  I  have  expected,  I  have  not,  till  the  other  day,  com- 
menced acquaintance  with  Mrs.  -^ — .  She  is  indeed  a  very 
pleasing  woman.  Not  that  I  ever  intended  to  steal  the  affec- 
tions of  the  elderly  lady,  but  from  that  real  attraction  which 
worth  possesses.  Her  simplicity  and  benevolence  of  character 
detained  me  at  the  first  visit  till  we  had  grown  quite  old  friends. 
I  called  early  in  the  evening,  and  the  time  insensibly  past,  till 
the  *'  curfew  tolled  the  knell  of  parting  day,''  and  put  me  in 
mind  that  I  had  a  "  busy  housewife  trimming  the  evening  fire'* 
for  me  at  home.  The  old  gentleman,  very  respectable,  got  me 
on  Church  history;  and  we  crack 'd,  as  the  Scotch  say,  like  pen- 
guns.  Happening  to  be  a  little  acqumnted  with  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal history  of  Scotland,  I  took  the  worthy  magistrate  on  his 
weak  side ;  and  on  the  whole,  so  modestly  and  properly  did  I 
take  care  to  deport  myself^  breaking  no  jokes,  nor  speaking  one 
word  without  square  and  rule,  that  I  flattered  myself^  when  I 
had  gone,  the  old  folks  would  say,  **  Well,  my  dear,  that  Mr. 
Campbell  is  really  a  sweet,  pleasant,  proper  behaved,  young 
man.^'  ....  But  hush — that  is  quite  between  ourselves.  .  .  . 

To  be  sure  if  Mrs. and  Mrs. hear  of  the  extravagant 

wildness  of  this  letter,  they  will  advise  my  friends  to  cognosce 
and  con^ne  me  to  a  private  mad-house.  Say  then  that  I  send 
them  "  my  love."     But  pray,  in  pity,  good  Miss  Mayow,  don't 

*  Lawrence,  at  this  timei  had  jiui  completed  his  portraitB  of  the  ladies 
here  named,  in  penciL 
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punish  me  so  far  as  to  tell  them  what  a  correspondent  I  am  ! 
kindly,  and  generously  consign  this  epistle,  like  a  repentant 
martyr,  to  the  flames,  and  let  forgiveness  dwell  on  its  memory ! 
The  wish  to  send  you  agreeable  news  of  dear  Fanny,  betrayed 
me  to  attack  you  with  so  much  array  of  nonsense.  Yon  are  not 
apt  to  take  offence — no,  but  placable,  as  all  good  and  genuine 
heroines  should  be  to  their  mad  poets.  Matilda  has  had  a  slight 
cold ;  she  is  again,  thank  Gk>d,  quite  recovered.  She  speaks  and 
thinks  of  you,  for  I  know  her  thoughts,  just  as  when  your  mu- 
tual fair  eyes  looked  at  one  another  with  tears  of  regret  to  part. 
I  often  think,  when  she  is  a  poor  widow  you  will  come  and  sit 
with  her,  and  speak  of  her  deceased  spouse ! 

I  saw  your  dear  nephews,  William-Pitt  and  Dacres,  to-day, 
thriving,  like  my  own  sweet  boys,  on  this  invigorating  air  of 
Sydenham.  William's  intellects  make  me  sometimes  start  to 
contrast  them  with  poor  Thomas,  but  I  cannot  envy  any  supe- 
riority in  those  whom  I  love  greatly.  May  we  soon  see  you, 
dear  Miss  Mayow,  your  own  former  self  again  .  .  .  Matilda 
joins  me,  in  every  affectionate  wish,  your  sincere  friend, 

Thos.  Campbell. 

To  the  same  lady,  whose  health  was  still  in  a  critical  state  at 
Cheltenham,  he  writes  again. 

Stdxnham,  October  16,  1907. 

Your  health,  my  dear  Miss  M ,  is  indeed  too  precious 

(and  I  am  alarmed  to  hear  of  its  not  amending,)  to  be  wasted  in 
attending  to  such  foolish  correspondence  as  my  last  So  that 
the  reason  of  your  overlooking  it  is  to  me  too  seriously  accounted 
for.  I  have  had  fears,  however,  that  my  wife's  silence  would 
seem  unkind.  Matilda — God  bless  her — is  all  kindness ;  and  to 
you,  both  kindness  and  admiration.  She  has  only  one  &ult— 
unwillingness,  arising  from  modesty,  to  be  anybody's  corres- 
pondent. When  delays  and  obstacles  arose  to  our  marriage^  I 
never  could  get  her  to  correspond  with  me,  though  I  knew  her 
mind  very  well.  You  will  see  from  this  what  a  shy  being  she  is. 
Yet  need  I  say  you  know  her  value ;  and  assuredly,  therefore, 
you  will  not  abate  your  affection  for  her,  who,  in  spite  of  silence, 
lias  so  much  for  you.  I  feel  the  last  news  of  you  a  most  afflict- 
ing thing  to  think  of;  for  my  mind  was  quite  sanguine  as  to 
your  immediate  recovery.  I  know  not  what  to  say,  for  I  am  a 
bad  comforter  where  I  feel  so  uncoinfortable  myselC  Perhaps  a 
persevering  trial  of  Cheltenham  will  yet  do  much ;  and  Dr.  Jen- 
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ner*!  skill  is  a  host  of  hope.  U«  is  the  best  of  phjudaiu ;  and 
you  have  surely — I  know  not  why  I  should  say  so  positively,  yet 
so  it  is  thst  I  think  so  positively — a  fine  and  htaiaiit  constitu- 
tion. Health  is  so  much  and  obviotu^y  your  nature  that  it  most 
soon  return  to  you.  Fine  natural  spirits — a  mind  of  vigor,  yet 
not  impetuosity — a  tone  of  tamper  and  blood  so  calm,  and  yet 
eUstic — are  symptoms  to  me  incontestable  of  nature  intending 
you  for  very  few  and  transient  ailments.  I  could  almost  play 
the  prophet  when  I  think  of  these  circumstances,  (and  long  ago 
tlie  prophet  and  poet  were  but  one  thing ;)  and  if  I  were  by  yon 
I  should  describe  to  you,  in  the  spirit  of  divination,  a  thousand 
pretty  scenes  to  be  exhibited  when  my  wife  and  you  and  I  are 
grown  reverend  old  peisonages,  chatting  about  the  thirty-yeai^ 
old  anecdotes  of  Sydenham  and  Cheltenham. 

Your  dear  family  I  have  not  seen  to-day.  There  are  times 
when  even  those  most  agreeable  would  be  an  overmatch  for  my 
spirits ;  and  so  it  was  to-day.  Not  being  in  the  attic  story  (in 
that  respect)  I  kept  at  home.  It  is  very  strange  that  now — it 
was  not  so  formerly — the  days  after  a  well-slept  night  are  attend- 
ed with  frequent  depression  ;  whereas  the  unalept  days  give  ma 
oft«n  an  unlooked-for  though  cert^nly  false  exhilaration.  This 
is  bad,  that  only  fever  can  make  me  happy.  But  I  will  not 
overwhelm  you  with  complaints.  Your  kind  family  have  lent 
me  their  shower-bath,  and  1  have  set  about  using  it.  This  ex- 
periment, I  have  little  doubt,  will  be  very  salutary. 

We  now  see  the  D s  occasionally :  their  simple  native 

goodness  is  very  amiable llie  lady  spoke  to  me  of  her 

son — a  BOD  who  seems  wholly  worthy  of  her  affection.  I  can- 
not well  explain  it  in  a  few  words ;  but  so  it  is,  that  the  stoiy 
of  a  mother's  and  son's  affection,  which  was  once  related  to  me 
in  early  life,  made  so  indelible  an  impression,  that  every  time — 
for  fifteen  years  past — that  I  have  heard  of  extraordinary  instan- 
ces of  that  tender  attachment,  it  brings  the  tears  to  my  eyes. 
She  described  her  feelings  in  such  a  maternal  roannei,  that  it 
overcame  me  to  weakness. 


Hie  comet  has  been  visible  here  as  well  as  with  you.  Our 
cook-maid  hearing  me  discourae  to  Mrs.  C.  on  the  dangers  of 
comets  sweeping  away  suns  and  stars,  came  up  last  mght  to 
Uatilda  with  fear  in  her  looks,  and  exclaimed — "  La,  ma'am, 
I  hope  it  will  be  pat  off  to-night,  for  how  dangerous  it  must  be 
whan  then  ue  auidrm ."' 


wliirh  I  «ill>»e.irTii.aris  ./..v.  I  a 
whiK-.  Ut..:u\  slii.iild.T,  vtiii  would  !lr 
gods,  whu  liad  a  fwist  of  «  cliilii  ottot 
right  to  be^n  with  a  bite  of  the  k] 
I  wony  his  little  shoulder  half  th« 
edifying  letter  to  insert  in  jour  Col 
ult-bos  to  the  pepper-boz.  It  will 
I  like  that  book,  for  it  alwajs  mal 
I  have  the  honor  and  pleasure  to  be 
Your  afl 


This  WM  followed  by  another  le 
characteristic  of  the  nritor ;  and  alik( 
truth,  and  originality. 


Uy  own  wishes  and  Matilda' 
deure  of  seeing  e  Dot«  from  youne 
meana  of  eUciting  the  exertion  (tf  ^ 
gence  of  our  happiness  ;  but  what 
your  own  health.  We  have  ihongt 
gers  of  writing — yet,  making  all  all 
dedly  wrong,  we  begin  to  think  t 
amuse  you,  and  so  be  not  only  innoo 
judge,!  believe,  not  erroneooaly,  f 
every  sensible  remembrancer  of  abac 
apiriu ;  and  never  surely  is  one  so 
with  one's  friends,  ai  in  writing!  I 
The  good  part  of  our  own  character 
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There  ia  noUiiiig  in  your  remembnnce  which  needs  indnlgenoa, 
or  abeeoce,  to  soAen  it  or  keep  any  side  or  part  of  it  out  of 
view.  My  spoiue  and  myself,  when  speaking  of  you,  forget 
OUT  harsh  opinion  of  our  poor  fellon-creaturee.  All  the  namw 
and  epithets  of  purity  and  unfanltiness  are  echi>ed  between  ns. 
Forgive  what  appears  flatt«iy ;  the  following  is  the  reason  and 
apology : — Often  and  often,  when  there  are  no  better  news  of 
your  health  arrived  in  Sydenham,  we  &11  into  fears  about  the 
worst  poBsibility ;  but  God  avert  the  thought  of  it !  Such  a 
thought  makes  us  inquire  where  we  should  see  such  another  t — 
never  should  we.  But  there  ia  a  Providence  which  takea  care 
of  the  good.  With  the  hopes,  the  wishes,  the  fervent  prayers 
of  your  friends  on  your  aide,  we  trust,  dear  Miss  Mayow,  that 
this  will  soon  be  over ;  and  Uiat  you  will  come  to  us  agun,  to 
dispense  happiness  and  cheerfulness — which  are  your  nature 
and  essential  constitution — among  the  many,  though  select 
many,  to  whom  you  are  so  valuable. 

I  can  perceive  that  Cheltenham  is  doing — though  slowly  do- 
ing— you  good.  I  think  the  presence  of  your  dear  household 
would,  combining  with  the  place,  do  yon  still  more.  Blessed 
be  Cheltenham  and  Dr.  Jenner  1  K  they  promote  or  accom- 
plish this  desired  end,  we  shall  be  grateful  to  them  both,  as  long 
as  we  live.  Make  a  f^r  experiment ;  support  your  sfNfita ;  for 
you  are  one  who  have  heroism  eoough  to  do  so.  It  is  was^ng 
words  to  exhort  the  weak-rainded  to  fortitude ;  but  you  have 
the  good  quality  (and  what  one  have  you  not !)  of  commanding 
your  own  happiness.  All  your  fault  ia  suffering  from  reflux 
anxiety  for  what  others — I  mean  those  most  dearly  allied  to 
you  by  the  ties  of  nature — suffer  from  your  indisposition.  But 
if  such  be  their  suffering,  think  from  what  it  arises — from  the 
happiness  you  confer  on  them.  This  should  make  one  exult- 
ingly  happy — to  be  the  distributing  point  of  such  exceeding 
happiness.  Is  it  not  thus  !  /  should  be  the  vainest  of  mortals 
to  have  so  many  amiable  souls  depending  on  my  smile  I 

What  a  precious  being  this  Dr.  Jenner  must  be !  I  thought 
he  looked  like  my  own  venerated  Dngald  Stewart,  when  I  saw 
him  ;  it  was  but  only  once.  I  am  certain  he  is  Uke  kim — a 
mild,  wise,  cheerful,  conciliating  spirit.  The  truly  great  are  al- 
ways good.  You  used  to  say  that  talent*  mere  aitoai/i/ormida- 
U«.  1  think  not  so.  Superior  beings  are  necessarily  benignant ; 
th^  guide  us,  and  guard  us,  not  like  the  jostling  of  a  mob,  but 
by  a  guning,  invisible  influence.  I  never  fear  a  great  man  ;  I 
only  fov  ana  bate  what  the  slang  ot  the  woiid  calls  a  dtver 


trulv 
ot'  fi-n 


li.l  I 


ol  ;ill  l-.M-r  .littiil-IKv 

f.,.:,uiiiiLl,  il.i.-  truly  «>,-,  \h,-  inily  i: 
uioKl  n-tiriug.  Tlic  frieodaliip  ol'  w 
joyed — the  sentiiacnts  with  which 
heroines — oonrince  me  of  this. 

But  pray,  let  this  new  favorite  of  3 
most  humble  of  jour  former  friends, 
of  your  poor  secondary  favorites,  wha 
servants — that  service  i«  no  inAerii 
favor  and  kindness  reward  old  attach) 
hear  of  new  ones  !  I  shall  be  tempt«i 
of  wise  men,  if  I  find  myself  n^lectc 
to  him  I 

Yet,  dear  Miss  Mayow — to  speak  mo 
if  he  beguiles  back  the  dear  good-hun 
which  ware  formerly  yours,  how  ahi 
enough  on  him  !     I  said  "  good-huma 

3uired  to  be  restored,  which  never  wi 
lone ;  sometimes  I  almost  wish  you 
mor,  that  yon  might  try  the  patience  0 
no  one  but  myself  determined  to  preser 
humors,  good  or  bad  I 

Remember  me  to  my  own  fireside  be 
I  write  so  much  from  that  impulse  of 
p<nnt  of  gravity,  can  be  eicused  by  ym 
own  kind  indulgence,  that  I  fear,  more 
poor  scrawls  reported  to  them.  Iliey 
regard,  yet  somehow  or  other,  I  don't 
me  as  you  do,  or  as  vonr  dear  Fanny  < 
IwiUcallh"  «-"-*-- 
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P.  S, — Since  writing  this,  I  bave  heard  Dr.  Jenner's  decision 
about  not  writing ;  so  that  what  I  say  within  on  this  topic  goes 
for  nothing.  I  had  a  short  walk  with  Fanny  and  Caroline  to- 
day, ^miring  the  sky  and  quoting  Thomson.  They  are  botli 
well ;  Caroline  is  only  very  grave,  for  which  I  gave  her  a  heavy 
scolding.  T.  C. 

This  month  was  so  prolific  in  correspondence,  as  to  make  the 
protracted  illness  of  the  fair  invalid — to  the  reader  at  least — 
more  a  subject  of  congratulation  than  of  regret :  for,  without 
this  stimulus  to  its  expression,  the  warmth  of  his  friendship — a 
characteristic  feature  of  his  nature — could  not  have  been  so  fully 
known ;  and  it  is  gratifying  to  observe  that  while  thus  minister- 
ing, with  brotherly  kindness,  to  his  amiable  friend^  he  was  em- 
ploying the  best  means  to  lessen  those  personal  cares  and 
anxieties  which  came  upon  him  from  other  sources.  Resuming 
the  duty  of  a  comforter,  he  writes  again  *.. — 

Sydenham,  Saturday,  Oct.  ZOth,  1807. 

To  have  heard  of  your  improved  state  of  health,  dear 
M.,  18  a  pleasure — I  need  not  use  hyperboles — which  gives 
sincere  delight  to  my  heart.  Heaven  prolong  the  happy  pros- 
pect !  I  could  pursue  you  with  wishes,  like  a  cripple  on  the 
street  to  whom  gold  had  been  thrown  instead  of  copper.  But 
deeply  confiding  in  your  opinion  of  my  sincerity,  I  will  spare 
you  the  trouble  of  reading  the  scrawls  of  a  valetudinarian. 
Nothing  important  has  ailed  me.  But  so  liable  am  I  to  fever, 
that  I  shun  writing — even  speaking  and  thinking,  of  anything 
that  deeply  interests  me.  This  pulse  of  mine  seems  like  ether  ; 
a  moment's  thought  or  strong  sensation  rtuses  it  I  dare  not 
trust  myself  with  a  whole  sheet,  in  case  I  should  write  it  out 
to  you.  *  *  *  *  *  « 

Dear  F.  saw  us  yesterday.  She  was  very  bright  and  very 
gracious.  I  was  well  able  to  enjoy  her  society — not  so  to-night. 
But  I  know  that  a  little  patience  will  set  me  right  again.  I 
could  not  forbear  writing  you,  though  I  am  able  to  say  nothing 
but  that  we  are  all  excMdingly  delighted  to  hear  such  accounts 
of  you.     Matilda's  love  to  her  own  dear  Miss  M.  T.  C. 

The  following  are  extracts — seria  mista  jocis : — 

"Nov.  2d.— F.'s  accounts  of  you  to-day  are  not  quite  so 
^ood — indeed,  Matilda  says  she  concealed  indifferent  accounts 
from  me   yesterday,  fearing  I  should  fret  mv  feverishness  by 
Vol.  t.  — 21.  ' 


"Ni 


iijipoar  to  M'lid  tur  tt  si 


waiting  your  convouience  to  suiiU 
not,  alas,  one  word  of  the  ruiuur  c 
K  weak  as  to  be  agitated  with  anxit 
more  particulaTly.  Our  minds  are  i 
graaping  at  straws  for  relief.  * 

"  Dec  iBt. — You  were  kind  to  si 
Huy's  return.*  If  they  be  dull — 
the  dullness  of  the  heart.  I  should 
ams  what  she  flatt«ra  tny  vanity  so 
having — but  we  are  all  ill — poor 
cold  1  I  have  a  sad  cold  !  and  our 
Luckily  we  have  a  good  roast  at  the 
ble  case  would  be  fit  to  be  lud  be 
see  you  both  sgiun.  *  ' 

December  II. — The  Poet  complai 
the  sweet  society  of  his  friends,  vv  a 
stupid  aud  idealcsH,  that,  should  ne  < 


Tlie  nioni,  bcluvcd  frioida,  t£al 
Your  Marj  (□  her  hone  of  B 

Could  psintn's  band  annpria 
Were  she  to  seem  tbs  OcniD 

There  would  not  mire,  be  tltcn 
Bui  all,  hi'mclf  rosuniUii^  b 

And  yet,  dear  maiiL  llinnatiini 
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to  them,  ihej  would  Mud  likn  bade  in  oontempt  of  fab  he«d- 
forniture.  Farther,  there  k  a  great  fianine  in  letter-paper.  Li 
the  house  of  a  Orubatreeter^  by  profession,  he  has  only  the 
shadow  of  a  sheet  to  support  tha  substance  of  oorrespondenoe. 
Besides,  "  I  am  struck  dumb,"  he  says,  '^  with  your  dear  con- 
sin's  eloquence,  which,  as  the  Scotch -say,  would  'entice  the 
laverocks  frae  the  lift,'  and  me  from  Sydenham.**  .  .  *'  Mi^ 
your  prophecy  be  fulfilled,  so  fur,  that  we  may  spend  many 
evenings  together,  both  in  Uik  world  and  the  next  r     * 

^  Gertrude  of  Wyoming**  was  now  so  far  advanced  that  the 
lis.  was  read  in  a  orivate  drde  of  his  friends  at  Christmas,  and 
returned  to  the  autnor,  with  a  few  criticisms,  to  which  he  thua 
replies  in  a  letter  to  one  of  his  accomplished  '*  reviewers  f ' — 

January  14, 

Mt  dkar  Fiosin), 

Since  our  parting,  an  infinity  of  letters  to  answer,  and 
little  distracting  businesses  connected  with  the  rude  turmoil  of 
this  wicked  world,  have  so  filled  my  hands,  thoughts,  and  time, 
that  I  have  not  had  a  moment  in  which  I  thought  myself  good 
enouffh  to  share  my  thoughts  with  you  on  paper.  Your  re- 
membrance, however,  and  that  of  your  beloved  niends,  though 
it  was  harassed  out  of  my  head  as  too  sweet  an  associate  for 
carking  cares  and  reflections,  was  not  driven  out  of  my  heart — 
where,  if  there  be  anything  sound  and  right,  all  that  is  so  is  in 
unison  with  your  friendship  and  idea.  .  .  .  Your  criticism 
is  certainly  right  as  to  fadj  and  more  than  probable  as  to  taste. 
I  am  aware,  however,  of  the  Scotticisms,  and  am  vulgar  enough 
to  like  and  prefer  some  of  the  words  as  possessing  a  picturesque 
— possibly,  however,  they  may  have  a  pillorific— effect  on  mj 
poem 

I  have  been  quite  well  for  a  fortnight,  and  have  begun  to  be 
an  early  riser,  for — 

Early  to  bed,  and  early  to  nae. 

Is  the  way  to  be  healthy,  happy,  and  wise. 

^Mtory  of  King  Pippin,  Booh  UL 

The  youngest  of  my  sons  grows  as  fat  and  rosy  as  a  monk 
nourished  on  strong  ale.  .  .  .  Just  as  I  had  closed  this, 
your  kind  packet  with  fraah  news  arrived.  I  will  not  deny  that 
your  letter  made  me  ashamed  of  my  silence,  and  yet  I  have  no 
right  to  be  ashamed ;  for  as  the  Methodist  said,  when  stondinff 
with  his  eyes  shut,  '*  It  matters  not  what  the  hand  be  doing  if 
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the  heart  he  right''  I  envy  you  the  faculty  of  communicating 
with  your  friends  at  all  times — bo  quietly,  and  pleasantly,  and 
like  yourself.  For  my  part,  I  dare  not  sometimes  call  upon  my 
friends  for  fear  of  heing  a  hurthen  on  their  society,  or  write  to 
them  for  fear  of  the  same  thing.  It  is  true,  hut  you  will  say, 
"  Let  me  hear  from  you  at  all  times,  whether  the  tone  of  your 
mind  be  ruflSed  or  smooth.  This  world  was  made  for  sociality 
in  ruffledness  as  well  as  composure."  I  know  the  sociality  of 
your  di^osition,  and  know  full  well  the  interest  you  have  in 
your  poet's  happiness.  If  I  had  any  elevating  or  serious  cares, 
I  should  love  to  consult  you  and  to  communicate.  But  teazing, 
vexatious  trifles,  that  wear  away  channels  in  one's  mind,  like 
drops  of  water  in  a  rock,  are  vile  things  to  have  upon  my  brow 
when  I  look  you  in  the  face.  Everybody  has  their  little  J9e«<era- 
tions.  It  is  only  fools,  like  myself,  who  cannot  keep  up  the 
serene  intercourse  of  friendship  under  their  influence.     As  to 

M ,  she  knows  full  well  that  my  not  writing  to  her  is  its  own 

punishment.  Tell  her,  however,  that  the  sun  shall  change — the 
moon  shall  cease  to  change — before  I  cease  to  think  her  letters 
a  treat. 

Could  you  conceive  the  pain  and  horror  that  it  would  g^ive 
you,  if  you  were  reduced  by  some  whirlwind  of  misfortune  to 
be  a  cook-maid  or  a  nurse-maid  ? — forgive  me  for  the  bare 
fancy — and  that  some  fnend  of  your  present  rank  were  to  meet 
you  when  you  wished  to  escape  observation  ?  It  is  just  this 
kind  of  false  shame  I  feel  when  I  think  I  am  to  meet  you,  or 
correspond  with  you,  while  the  evils  of  life  discompose  me.  I 
think  you  will  thoroughly  despise  me  for  my  worldly-minded- 
ness  and  self-vexation.  There  is  one  beinff  whom  you  will  per- 
haps pity,  while  I  indulge  in  these  confessions — that  is  Matilda. 
But  I  assure  you,  though  self-praise  is  no  honor,  I  take  some 
merit  to  myself  for  more  disguise  than  you  would  think  me  ca- 
pable of ;  for  I  believe  she  knows  not  one-tenth  of  what  I  have 
to  think  of  in  pacing  my  solitary  parlor 

I.e. 

Again,  seven  days  later,  and  to  the  same  Mend,  he  writes : — 

Thubsdat,  /ofi.  21, 1808L 

I  do  assure  you,  I  have  a  pleasure  in  oorreepondinff  with 
you,  which  I  would  not  forfeit  for  the  trouble  of  writing  fetten 
that  might  be  read  ^'on  the  house-tops.''  .  •  .  .  i  ha^e  a 
strange  style,  and  I  am  probably  a  strange  man.     .    .    With- 
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out  coldness,  there  ought  to  be  a  respectful  distance  between 
all  sensible  people,  even  though  they  have  seen  each  other's 
characters,  unless  in  particular  cases. 

I  went  to  town  on  business,  and  to  see  the  Holland  family — 
to  pay  a  proper  and  respectful  attention  to  the  duties  of  grati- 
tude to  every  party.  1  went  likewise  to  adjust  some  worldly 
interests,  which  had  teased  my  peace  of  mind  for  a  week  or 
two.  I  was  one  half  day  at  Holland-house ;  the  meeting  was 
formidable  to  me.  They  are  kind,  and  most  voLuntatUyy  bene- 
factors to  me ;  but  that  makes  the  meeting  somewhat  awful  I 
Lady  Holland  is  a  formidable  woman.  She  is  cleverer,  by 
several  degrees,  than  Buonaparte  I  The  fear  of  appearing  not 
at  my  ease,  is  always  my  most  uneasy  sensation  at  that  house. 
Pride  and  shyness  are  always  sparring  in  my  inside.  But  on 
this  occasion  I  was  peculiarly  fortunate.  I  walked  for  about  an 
hour,  almost  alone,  with  Lady  H.  I  do  assure  you  I  was  quite 
spruce !  Most  fortunate  was  the  mood  upon  me  at  the  time — 
none  of  your  Scotch  mauva%%e  honte  ;  no,  no — I  felt  such  self- 
possession,  such  a  rattle  of  tongue  and  spring-tide  of  conversa- 
tion, so  perfectly  joyous,  that  I  acquitted  myself  like  a  man, 
and  went  away  as  well  convinced  that  my  dignity  had  been  un- 
impaired, as  if  I  had  been  dining  with  CuUen  Brown.*  Off  I 
marched  with  Sydney  Smith ;  Sydney  is  an  excellent  subject — 
but  he  too,  has  done  me  some  kind  offices,  and  that  is  enough 
to  produce  a  most  green-eyed  jealousy  in  my  noble  and  heroic 
dispositions !  I  was  determined  I  should  make  as  many  good 
jokes,  and  speak  as  much  as  himself;  and  so  I  did,  for  though 
I  was  dressed  at  the  dinner-table  much  like  a  barber's  clerk,  I 
arrogated  greatly,  talked  quizzically,  metaphorically ;  Sydney 
said  a  few  ^Dod  things,  I  said  many  I ! !  Saul  slew  his  thousands, 
David  his  tens  of  thousands 

Mrs.  S.  helped  me  to  two  delicious  dishes — and  I  was  exceed- 
ingly hungry — veal  and  pickled  pork,  both  highly  conmienda- 
ble,  particularly  the  latter.  She  was  very  engaging  to  me,  and 
spoke  of  poetry,  and  so  did  her  cousin,  who  is  pleasant.  An 
agreeable  party,  in  spite  of  my  cravat  b^g  much  like  a  halter. 
.  .  .  The  conversation  ran  upon  your  &mily.  The  strain 
was  high,  but  for  awhile  it  suspended  all  my  eloquence,  and 
threw  me  into  a  fit  of  musing.     .     .     . 

New  business  engaged  and  harassed  me  to-day — wofuUy  out 

*  HIb  old  and  attaciied  frimd,  Dr.  OnDen  Brown,  too  of  the  odebiated 
Dr.  Brown,  of  Edinbargfa.    See  page  241. 
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of  humor,  because  a  sillj  bookseller  said  be  was  sure  taj  book 
would  not  sell  unless  I  gave  the  copyright  to  a  bookseller  ! !  .  •. 
For  two  hours  I  have  been  trying  to  hide  from  Matilda  bow  I 
have  been  amusing  my  misanthropy  in  town.  Poor  sharer  of 
my  fete !  would  to  God  I  could  secure  her  happiness !  .  ,  . 
I  am  a  little  too  proud  to  want  your  sympathy,  but  I  take  the 
edge  of  these  sensations  off  by  the  remembrance  of  your  friend- 
ship  1     ....     I  should  write  in  sheer  revenge  to  tell  Mrs. 

S 1  of  all  this  : — but  there,  I  confess  I  am  tied,  and,  to  saj- 

the  truth,  have  been  much  tied.  Her  husband  is  so  wise-that 
he  has  no  notion  of  suffering.  She  is  the  being,  dear  F.,  who 
would  be  j^r  friend ;  but  still  one  cannot  write  to  bid  her  hide 
one's  letters ;  .  .  .  and  though  she  writes  nonsense  delicioaslj, 
I  am  always  afraid  of  the  wise  Professor  seeing  nonsense  from 
me  !     .     .     . 

Bydney  Smith  says,  however,  he  quite  forgives  you,  for  the 
sake  of  your  beauty.  .  .  .  With  respect  to  you  and  M., 
he  is  as  right  as  possible  in  point  of  books.  ...  I  was 
greatly  satisfied  with  hearing  his  admiration,  and  thai  it  was 
not  at  all  extorted  by  my  remarks.  It  is  quite  the  righteous- 
ness of  full  justice  that  he  passes  on  that  subject     .     .     • 

Now  pray,  forget  all  my  whining,  and  wnte  me  a  cheerfbl 
letter. 

TsoB.  Campbblu 

In  a  light  and  characteristic  mood  he  writes, 

January  2ZiL 

.  .  .  I  cannot  close  my  letter  without  telliDg  you  to  laugh 
at  all  my  doledrum  of  yesterday.  I  have  been  quite  chirrupjf 
to-day  ! — wrote  a  love-song  about  the  extraordinary  and  ^mtroi- 
the-way  case  of  two  lorers  parting  in  a  bower,  and  of  the  lover 
vowing  he  was  quite  sincere,  and  how  that  they  had  not  money 
enough  to  marry  at  present,  but  that  on  his  return  they  should 
have  abundance  and  be  happy ;  and  that  he  took  her  picture 
with  him,  and  sidd  gallantly,  "  He  had  a  picture  engraven  on 
his  heart  of  the  dear  form  I**  Did  you  ever  hear  anjrthing  so 
full  of  original  ideas  ?  May  such  a  fete  of  a  poor  lover,  dear 
F.,  never  be  yours  !  so  prays  your  affectionate  friend.  I  thank 
you  kindly  for  the  '^Butterft^^  Ball  and  the  Grasshopper'a 
feast  1*'  I  was  the  last  of  the  children  who  got  a  reading  of  it. 
They  weuld  nol  gife  it  to  !■%  though  I  cried  for  it  rm  nmeh ! 

T.C. 
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Before  the  post  goes  off,  I  find  myself  able  to  acknow- 
ledge your  sister's  letter  of  this  morning.  I  gave  her,  last  night, 
an  account  of  the  most  wonderful  events  that  have  taken  place 
in  our  family  1  None  of  any  importance  has  occurred  to-day, 
except  that  the  cat  has  scratched  Thomas's  nose ;  she  was  watch- 
ing at  a  mouse-hole,  in  great  anxiety  of  mind,  when  he  inter- 
rupted her  studies,  for  which  she  made  him  this  rough  return. 
Your  sister's  receipt  for  my  health,  is  a  kind  and  good  one — 
Retirement,  and  giving  up  study !  Alas !  t]^  is  impracticable. 
The  love  of  money  has  taken  possession  of  my  soul,  all  but  a 
few  roomy  spaces,  where  the  partialities  have  their  abode.  Give 
up  study  !  God  knows,  I  am  not  head  and  ears  in  love  with 
working ;  but  the  mill  must  go  round,  and  the  horse  that  is 
yoked  to  it  must  not  stop.  I  wish  I  had  been  at  your  party; 
but  Matilda,  though  not  dull,  yet  from  Mr.  Wiss's  death,  needed 
my  society.  We  shall  meet,  however,  soon.  To  say  the  truth, 
I  like  you  much  better  by  yourselves,  and  the  par^  would  have 
had  no  additional  charms  but  from  your  favorite  Eliza.  I  must 
scold  your  sister  through  you.  She  is  a  great  infidel !  She  be- 
lieves I  am  always  fictioningy  when  I  say  anything  sincere  to 
her.  Now  you  are  a  sound  and  ripe  believer.  We  must  cure 
M.  of  her  incredulity ;  but  the  cares  of  the  day  snatch  me  away 
even  from  this  hurried  scrawl.  I  have  to  review  a  book  whida 
I  don't  understand — hush  I  let  that  go  to  the  grave  with  you  I 
I  am  exactly  what  the  man  said  in  excuse  for  not  serving  in  the 
militia — sick,  lazy,  and  unwilling  for  this  task.  T.  C. 

F^iruary  5. 

A  sort  of  conscience  hangs  over  me  for  the  shortness  of 
the  last  note  I  sent  in  answer  to  a  very  full  and  friendly  one.  It 
was  a  pound  note  for  a  twenty  pound  one.  Those  things  are 
trifles ;  but  you  know  what  "  the  mottoes  upon  the  genteel 
snuff-boxes  says — trifles  show  respect  I"     I  don't  know  what 

Swift  sap  on  the  subject ;  but  if  we  had  Mr.  S ,  he  could 

quote  us,  I  dare  say,  something  very  clever  to  the  same  effect. 
"  Fire — water — women — are  mj  ruin !"  stdd  wise  professor  Van- 
der-Bruin.  But  rats  and  cats  do  my  business.  T'other  day  I 
had  no  peace  of  mind  for  Matilda's  reflections  on  the  danger  of 
Thomas's — I  mean  Master  Thomas's — nose  being  infected  with 
"  canine  madness,"  in  consequence  of  a  scratch  from  pussy ;  and 
to-day  I  must  be  half  dead  with  the  old  bad  sleep,  in  conse- 
quence of  an  impudent  rat  who  laid  his  teeth  like  a  saw  to  the 
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wainscot  near  my  bed,  and  kept  grinding  genteelly  till  day- 
break. Duels  have  been  fought  in  saw-pits  ;  but,  surely,  sleep- 
ing in  a  saw-pit  is  impossible,  and  so  I  found  it.  All  my  knocks 
and  hisses,  and  rapping,  till  my  knuckles  were  sore,  did  not  dis- 
concert the  engineer.  I  expect  the  same  felicity  to-night ;  for, 
i\]'a&  !  I  cannot  send  for  my  dear  friend  the  cat  She  is  in  dis- 
grace for  two  oflfence^ — Tom's  nose,  and  another  case  in  nosolo- 
gy, which  I  must  but  obliquely  allude  to,  when  I  mention  the 
drawing-room  carpet. 

I  hear  rumors  of  your  intending  to  be  with  us  in  April.  I 
hope  this  is  not  an  April-day  report.  I  really  begin  to  wish 
winter  were  over,  and  that  you  were  returned  from  that  "devil's 
drawing-room,*'  London,  which  I  am  told  Sydney  Smith  him- 
self begins  to  tire  of.  I  pray  you  preserve  your  rural  simplicity, 
and  return  unsophisticated  to  our  Arcadian  haunts.  You  wUl 
be  wonderfully  struck  and  delighted  with  my  rustic  manners, 
forming  so  fine  a  contrast  to  the  forced  breeding  of  the  city 
swains.  You  will  find  me  almost  as  natural  as  Peter  the  Wild 
Boy,  or  Wordsworth's  Johnny  Foy. 

Caroline  looks  much  more  delicate  than  I  ever  saw  her ;  but 
otherwise,  I  think  her  city  residence  has  not  changed  her.  She 
tells  me  you  have  got  a  beautiful  cousin  with  you.  I  long  to 
see  this  lady — but  much  more  to  see  yourselves. 

I  still  recur  to  April,  "  when  primroses  paint  the  sweet  plain.** 
I  hope  when  the  good  weather  is  fairly  set  in,  we  shall  have 
some  parties  in  humble  imitation  of 's  in  the  woods.  Ma- 
tilda will  look  the  gipsy  very  well  in  a  slouch  straw  bonnet — 
and  with  a  little  care  I  might  be  equipt  at  her  side,  like  a  needy 
knife-grinder,  worthy  of  such  a  sybil.     It  will  be  more  difficult 

to  harmonize  yours  and  M 's  aspect  with  the  banditti  and 

picturesque  nature  of  the  expedition The  note  concludes 

with  "  Ext<3mpore  Verses  left  unfinished :" — 

"  Hurk  I  from  yon  comer  rings  the  supper-bell — 
Adieu !  adieu ! — dear  Fanny,  fare  thee  well  I 
Oppress'd  by  hunger,  I  must  walk  up  stairs ; 
Then  go  to  bed,  when  I  have  said  my  prayers. 
But  that  same  rat  will  still  his  visit  pay — 
So  Fll  he  forced  to  watch  as  well  as  pray ; 
Yet  watching — sleeping— doomed  to  sup  or  dine, 
However  ikriug-^«till,  fiiir  friend,  Pm  thine — ** 

Sincerely,  T.  C. 

In  the  next  letter  he  relates  an  affecting  incident  daring  the 
snow-storm  on  Sydenham  Common  : — 
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FOmary  19. 
I  wu  creeping  down  in  my  own  quiet  vajr  to  enjoy  the 
Bnnshine  of  the  village,  when  I  s&w  the  peatman,  and  s  auddes 
tbougbt  Kised  me  that  I  should  have  a  letter  &oin  jour  house ; 
but  mstead  of  it,  I  had  only  two,  at  fint,  unintelligible  papers 
to  peruse — one  from  the  e^tor  of  a  plaguy  work  about  the 
slave-trade,  the  other  from  the  Kirk  of  ScoUand's  General  As- 
eembly,  soliciting  me  to  translate  some  of  the  Psalms  of  David 
anew,  for  the  benefit  of  the  congr^tions.  But  unless  they 
will  promise  me  to  learn  singing,  and  to  warble  my  translationi 
more  melodiously  than  they  do  the  old  Vulgate,  I  do  not  mean 
to  put  pen  to  paper. 


INd  yon  ever  see  such  an  in&mous  week  as  the  hut  1  I  was 
quite  cross  at  the  whole  aystem  of  nature — at  onr  manner  of 
building  houses — at  the  want  of  fiir  in  onr  habits — and  want  of 
delectable  German  stoves.  The  greatest  nuisance  of  all  was, 
to  see  Mr.  K.,  the  schoolmaster,  crossing  the  Common  on  the 
bitterest  day,  with  nankeen  pantaloons — 

"  Poor  Dsked  wreUJie*,  wbcresoe'er  ye  be, 
That  bid«  the  pelting  of  Oaa  pitilew  stoim  1 
How  shall  vour  houseless  heidi  and  unfed  uiea. 
Tour  kic^' d  aul  window'd  n^gadnei*,  defend  yon 
Prom  geasoog  such  aa  these  T — 

So,  I  dare  say,  you  thought  with  me  on  the  dismal  Friday  I 
The  reflec^on  was  unhappily  too  true  with  regard  to  onr  own 
neighborhood.  A  poor  sweep,  who  had  that  day  stockings 
without  feet  on  hie  little  legs — a  child  of  eight  years  old — going 
towards  Penge  Common,  was  overtaken  in  the  drift,  at  four  in 
the  morning,  where  he  had  been  sent  along  with  another  boy 
of  ten,  to  sweep  a  chimney  at  Dulwich.  The  Coroner's  inquest 
sat  on  his  body.  The  survivor  sdd,  that  on  the  way  his  little 
companion  said,  *'  Jack,  I'm  ill ;  go  home,  and  tell  somebody  to 
come  and  carry  me."  The  lad  tried  to  lift  him,  but  he  struggled 
a  little  and  fell  down.  Instead  of  venturing  to  knock  at  a  neigh- 
boring door,  the  other  boy  went  literally  home— and  when  the 
master  arrived,  their  poor  little  sweep  was  dead  I  He  bad  lain 
tor  hours ;  but  it  was  discovered — by  the  confession  of  the  brute 
himself;  who  had  passed  him  on  the  road — that  a  carter  had 
come  up  to  him  and  said,  "  Why  don  'ou  get  up )"  end  pass- 
ed on.  The  ^r  child — as  this  wretcu  acknowledged — raised 
np  his  head  witliont  speaking,  and  lay  down  again  T  Included 
...  21* 


400  LIFB   AND   LSmnS  OV  THOMAS  CAMPBKLL.         [X806, 

in  the  slave-trade). tbo  sweep-trade*  should  have  been  aboliahedy 
or  at  least  examined.  A  child  of  eight  yem  old,  on  sueh  a  day 
without  feet  to  his  stockings ! 

%  *  m  *  *  m  m 

I  was  going  to  subjoin  an  apology  for  a  dull  letter,  as  yoa 
occasionsdlj,  with  little  similarity  of  reason,  do  to  me.  We 
must  not,  however,  restrain  the  communications  of  old  acquaint- 
ance from  any  thought  of  that  kind.  In  gay  mon^nts  we  can 
dare  to  meet  an  enemy ;  in  the  unstirred  moods  of  our  mind 
we  may  surely  dare  to  meet  a  friend.  In  conversation  I  have 
often  seen  you,  when  very  silent,  very  interesting.  I  should 
not  say  so  much  on  the  dreadful  word  dullness,  unless  I  felt  the 
zenith  and  nadir  that  gentle  dame  and  you  form  in  point  of 
character.  The  constant  retirement,  the  pressure  of  frequent 
eare,  and  the  exhaustion  of  much  writing,  may  leave  me  little 
able,  but  never  can  diminish  the  good  wil^  to  retain  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  your  hand ;  and  though  you  do  not  regard  me  as  fnend 
enough  to  dare  to  be  a  dull  oorrespondent,  I  will  boldly  ahow 
you  that  it  is  not  for  my  own  letters  I  write,  but  for  yours ; 
and  so  that  I  get  them,  I  don't  care  though  I  cheat  you  out  of 
them.  T.  C. 


'J.    9 


*  The  recent  Act  to  Ihii  effiMb 
lived  to  see  it  carried  into  effect 


moft  gratifpng  to  llie  Poet,  who 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

OBBTSDDE  OF  WYQIBSa. 

Ahono  other  domestic  records  of  this  period,  his  lettere  xaea- 
tJon  the  fteriouB  illness  of  Mre.  Campbell,  whose  "  apprehensiooH 
that  her  coDfititution  was  giviDg  way,  had  rendered  him  feverish 
and  aniiouB."  Uaviog  consulted  Mr.  Hall,  their  medical  adri- 
ser,  his  fean  were  happily  quieted  on  this  point,  and  she  reco- 
vered her  usual  health.  But,  in  the  meantime,  bis  peace  was 
sadlv  interrupted  by  fresh  annoyances  from  the  old  quarter — 
a  miBundetstanding  with  his  Edinburgh  publisher,  with  whom 
he  had  found  it  impossible  to  obtain  a  settlement  In  a  long 
letter  to  his  friend,  Mr.  (now  Lord)  Cockburn,  he  states  his 
grievances,  and  again  begs  his  friendly  interpceition.  The  let- 
ter, which  evinces  great  furmaesa  and  moderation,  concludes — 
"  You  must  take  up  my  cause,  and  represent  the  hardship  of 
not  being  paid  for  work  finished  in  January,  1607 ;  and  having 
money  instantly  to  pay,  it  will  be  more  than  unfairness — it  wiU 
be  cruelty — to  expose  me  to  the  consequences."  It  is  grati^ng 
to  add,  that  hia  friend  "took  up  the  cause"  with  so  much  zeal 
and  discretion,  that,  on  the  24th  of  April  following,  Campbell 
had  the  pleasure  of  aigning  a  receipt  br  two  hundjred  pounds. 
The  first  settlement,  however,  was  not  accomplished  until  the 
month  of  August.* 

Later  in  April  he  writes  to  Mr.  Cockbnm,  and,  alluding  to 
tLe  new  quarto  edition,  says — "1  have  put  to  ■pnea  my  farrago  ; 
and  if  Bensley  can  print  it  foat  enough,  I  shall  be  out  in  a  few 

*  To  Judge  of  the  time — to  aar  aothiug  of  temper — wuted  in  thii  ob- 
stinate dispute,  it  may  be  nfely  inferred,  that  the  mere  letters  written  on 
fin  nitnect  must  have  engroned  tittle  Iste  tbaii  wh  eiveu  to  the  oompo- 
■tko  d  "  Oertruda."  The  dispute  b^an  in  IBOZ,  and  coDtJnued  untQ  the 
autumn  of  1807— ^mhjtt^ing,  as  it  ccrtuulj  <^,  a  Urge  pAtloo  of  flie 
Foef  ■  active  lib— 

"Hdwit 


im  time  ii  broke,  tndoo  pnmortitpkaptl 
is  H  in  the  nnuk  of  oar  \xn^ 
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weeks ;  but  they  compose  almost  as  slowly  as  mjrselt"  With 
this  short  digression,  I  return  to  his  familiar  letters,  in  which, 
as  in  a  mirror,  every  passing  thought,  grave  or  gay,  is  clearlj 

reflected. 

May  14. 

....  Truly  I  have  by  far  too  much  pride  both  as  a  Highland 
gentleman  and  "  a  public  character,*'  to  humble  myself  by  de- 
claring that  1  weary  myself  to  death  to  see  you ;  but,  to  tell  you 
a  secret,  if  you  will  let  it  go  no  farther — I  am  mortally  tired 
of  your  absence.  Oh,  but  your  ready  answer  is,  "  Louisa  is  in 
town,"  and  therefore  you  stay  away  from  Sydenham,  and  prefer 
the  sweltering  town  to  the  pleasing  groves  and  the  songs  of  the 
nightingale — the  ties  of  domestic  affection — and  the  puns  of 
the  Poet !  As  to  you  and  Tjouisa,  you  are  a  Damon  and  Pythias 
in  the  female  world ;  and  I  have  a  great  mind,  like  the  tyrant, 
to  sentence  you  both  to  death,  that  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of 
reprieving  you  on  the  pleasant  conditions — extorted  with  your 
fair  necks  just  noosed  in  the  halter — that  I  shall  be  admitted 
as  a  third  partner  in  your  friendship !  But  I  despair  of  extort- 
ing such  terms  from  you  even  on  the  scaffold.  You  would  both 
say,  "  We'll  be  hanged  sooner  than  admit  you !" — and,  in  re- 
venge for  your  absence,  I  mean  to  debar  you  from  the  sight  of 
a  beautiful  poem,  which  I  have  written  in  blank-verse,  upon 
**  The  Glories  of  a  Summer  Day :" — 

♦*  Oh,  for  n  muse  of  fire,  to  celebrate 
The  sweltering  glories  of  a  summer's  day! 
Now  the  thermometer  of  Fahrenheit — 
Too  fiir-in-height^  alas !— is  seventy-fiva 
Red-faced,  and  dripping  transpirations  dews, 
The  morning  strapger  visits  your  abode, 
And  mutual  plainings  of  tlie  sultry  weather 
Follow  tlie  gratulations  of  the  day. 
Now  Beau  hangs  out  his  tongue,  and  drops  his  jaw — 
(Oh,  that  less  honest  brutes  would  drop  their  jaw  I) 
The  animal  creation  ^uit  their  sports. 
All  but  the  playful  kittea    She,  alone, 
Her  tiger-ongin  of  climes  adust 
Betraying,  wantons  in  the  solar  blaze,"  4b^  Ac. 

Now,  from  this  exordium,  you  can  no  more  guess  at  the 
exuberant  beauties  of  my  sudorific  poem,  than  you  can  imagine 
the  inside  of  a  beautiful  show  at  the  &ir,  from  the  paintings 
on  the  outside  of  the  wagon.  It  is  sublime — ^it  is  something 
between  Milton  and  Southey,  but  rather  inclining  to  Uie  latter. 
The  high  tone  which  my  genius  has  lately  assumed,  M.  says. 
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is  owing  to  a  late  revolution  in  my  place  of  study — ^for  I  now 
study,  it  seems,  in  your  dining-room. 

My  boys — prevented  by  symptoms  of  the  whooping-cough 
from  attending  the  Miss  Redman's  school — say,  they  are  ^'  call- 
ed Redman,  for  they  teach  men  to  read ;"  and  I  am  driven  for 
shelter  from  the  double-drumming  of  their  four  legs,  to  study 
in  that  quiet  asylum  which  your  dear  mother  has  poUtely  given 
me.  To  speak  seriously,  it  is  a  most  kind  asylum ;  and  I  can 
hardly  describe  the  progress  of  my  industry  in  that  seclusion. 
Thomas  Hughes  the  gardener's  wheelbarrow,  or  scythe,  is  the 
only  noise  I  hear ;  his  face  the  only  one  that  crosses  me.  He 
looks  in  at  me  hke  a  spectator  at  a  kangaroo,  or  ourang-outang, 
or  any  other  strange  animal,  wondering  what  I  can  be  about, 
scribble,  scribble,  scribbling,  and  whetting  my  pen  as  he  whets 
his  scythe ;  and  no  doubt  exclaiming,  in  the  language  of  Thom- 
son— 

**^  Why,  authors,  all  this  scribbling,  all  this  rage  T 

The  nightingales  have  been  excessively  musical 
around  us.  Did  Mary  tell  you  of  Matilda  and  herself  being 
hoaxed  one  night  while  listening  to  their  songs  ?  There  was 
one  nightingale  (your  humble  servant)  who  took  his  station 
about  a  hundred  yards  from  the  two  romantic  listeners,  and  who 
began  whur^  whurring^  and  whistUng  in  the  true  philomelic 
style,  to  the  admiration  of  the  ladies.  They  poidted  their  fin- 
gers and  cried,  "  How  beautiful  I — how  sweet !"  And  well  they 
might,  for  my  worthy  spouse  found  it  out,  and  exclaimed,  "  God 
bless  me,  it  is  our  Tom  1*^ 

There  has  been  a  thunder  storm  this  evening.  I  expected  a 
fine  performance  of  Jove's  artillery ;  but  it  was  a  very  poor  one. 
I  hope  it  went  off  better  with  you.  A  thunder  storm  is  surely 
delightful,  when  in  good  style.  There  was  to-night  only  one 
clap  worth  listening  to — ^you  are  expected  on  Tuesday — pray  do 
not  disappoint  us  like  the  thunder  storm.    .     .    . 

T.C. 

STDVNHAif,  May  26, 1808. 

Rain  and  sunshine  time  about  Thursday,  dinner  not 
quite  ready — ^hungry,  but  not  voracious,  and  pretty  well  pleased 
— ^the  world  upon  the  whole  approved  of.  Getting  out  of 
troubles  is  a  pleasant  thing,  my  dear  old  friend,  and  you  will 
rejoice  to  hear  that  I  have  got  pretty  nearly  out  of  mine — those 
I  alluded  to  when  you  left  Tx)ndon.     The  harpies  relented.    In- 
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deed,  they  have  8o  far  changed,  that  I  wish  to  forgive  them,  and 
hush  up  this  matter  for  ever.  .  .  •  Talking  of  getting  out 
of  troubles,  I  never  hear  the  word  without  recollecting  a  most 
interesting  scene  of  a  trial,  at  which  I  was  present,  before  the 
sitting  magistrate  of  Bow-street.  A  lady — an  Irish  lady  of 
St.  Giles — most  picturesquely  dressed  in  the  very  mode  of  the 
^^  Seven  Dials,^^  was  brought  up  to  trial  for  having  been  caught 
the  day  before,  dancing  through  the  streets  in  the  same  state  as 
Tam  o'  Shanter's  witches,  when  ^*  they  coost  their  dnddies  to 
the  wark."  The  poor  "  crathur  "  told  her  story  with  great  con- 
trition. She  had  been  ^^  three  years  in  thraubk^  plase  yer 
honor,  and  had  that  day  got  out  of  her  throuble ;  and  ^at  to 
cilibrate  the  occasion,  she  had  got  drunk  ;  and  though  for  the 
wide  world  she  would  not  violate  the  rules  of  dacency,  when 
she  was  sober,  she  could  not  help,  plase  yer  honor,  taking  a 
single  lightsome  jig  in  her  heart's  joy."  The  court  laughed, 
and  she  was  dismissed. 

I  wish  earnestly  you  were  returned.  You  are  all  great  thieves 
to  steal  so  much  of  your  society  from  those  who  have  the  best 
right  to  it.  .  .  .1  gave  a  pretty  specimen  of  my  sobriety  a  few 
nights  ago,  in  calling  at  your  house,  after  I  had  been  listening 
to  my  Irish  harper's*  music  for  several  hours,  and  melted  occa- 
sionally to  tears.  ...  At  parting  with  Uie  musician,  I  was 
a  little  flushed^  and  so  called  at  your  house,  where  I  rated  one 
for  the  coldness  of  her  friendship — praised  another  for  the 
warmth  of  hers ;  and  to  the  half  ridicule,  half  astonishment  of 
the  house,  rattled  upon  the  virtues  and  faults  of  eveiy  member 

of  the  family.     .     .     .    M has  discovered  the  author  of 

the  review  of  "  Hoyles'  Exodus ;"  while  a  very  distant  relation 
of  mine,  of  the  name  of  Jem  something,  has  been  drowned  in 
a  sea  voyage.  Was  it  an  inhuman  or  an  unlawful  application 
of  Gray  to  quote — 

**  Full  many  a  fftm  of  poreet  rav  serene 
The  dark  un&thomea  caves  of  ocean  bew  r 

Alas  !  I  wish  we  were  all  in  a  better  world,  among  angels  who 
use  their  wings  instead  of  stage  coaches,  where  one  could  give 
a  shake  or  two  of  one's  pinions,  and  be  over  at  Cornwall  or 
back  to  London  in  a  craek.  T.  C. 

*  Havinff  purposed  to  wed  eonie  Iriah  poetty  and  mqac  tdgetlier,  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  haviQg  this  aged  harper  at  nia  hoaae,  for  the  Mke  of 

Sleasure  and  inspiration,  and  was  frequentlv  overcome  by  the  pathos  of 
le  vocal  and  instrumental  symphony,  of  wnich  the  harper  was  a  master. 
See  pi^re  428. 
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The  month  of  Jnne  was  spent  in  feTising,  finishing  and  com- 
piling miscellaneous  pieces  intended  for  the  press  ;  but  the  pro- 
gress of  which  was  often  interrupted  by  his  old  complaint  of 
sleeplessness.    At  length  he  writes : — 

July  14^  16. 

"  For  once,  within  these  eight  da3rs,  I  had  a  sound  sleep 
last  night,  and  feel  so  mudi  refreshed  that  I  no  longer  compare 
myself,  in  point  of  spirits  and  ideas,  and  general  power  of  either 
conversation  or  correspondence,  to  an  egg  after  break&st,  when 
all  the  meat  is  out  of  it.  Ah,  well-a*day— or  rather,  well-a- 
night— that  a  body  could  be  oftener  so !  All  the  past  fortnight 
I  have  been  like  Brutus,  with  n^  evil  genius,  scolding  m3rself 
for  not  being  able  to  write.  Apologies  are  most  execrable 
things ;  and  reflections  on  what  cannot  be  cured,  but  must  be 
endured,  (as  the  song  sings)  are  still  worM.  .  .  .  It  is  a 
nice  tantalising  trick  which  your  delay  is  playing  off  upon  us. 
You  are  doing  it  intentionally.  Well,  you  see  hy.  entering  into 
this  idea,  I  can  relish  it  as  well  as  yourself — ^I  can  be  an  epicure 
in  friendship,  and  enjoy  the  dinner  by  waiting  for  it  to  a  later 
hour.  But  come  at  last  you  must  Put  your  foot  into  the 
mail  coach — and,  if  people  don't  respect  sufficiently  a  young 
lady  travelling  without  eonvoy  or  protector,  talk  big  to  them. 
Introduce  some  flourishes  in  your  conversation  about  me,  and 
the  Marchioness  of  Camberwell  1  Everybody  will  then  revere 
and  respect  you — ^for  the  sake  of  your  acquaintance  I^ 

Turning  to  the  news  of  the  day,  he  adds : — ^'  The  world  and 
I  are  this  day  rejoicing.  Oh,  sweet  and  romantic  Spain  1  These 
news  will  kill  me  whichsoever  way  the  event  turns  out ;  if  the 
Spanish  plume  and  beaver  succeed,  1  shall  die  of  joy — ^if  not, 
of  grief.  I  had  no  hope  this  rising  was  to  be  so  g^ieral.  Yet 
this  is  all  Whiggeryy  and  outrage  to  your  creed !  Ah,  if  you 
bad  been  only  privately  bred  up  a  Whig  by  your  mother,  what 
eongenial  souls  had  we  been  I  Had  you  loved  freedom  as  I  do ! 
O,  I  had  not  myself  been  free  I  It  is  a  good  safeguard  to  my 
poor  Matilda  I  I  should  have  hired  a  post^ihaise'  of  John  Sut- 
ton (maugre  the  expense !)  and  away  with  you — ^braving  the 
prejudices  of  mankmd,  to  live  in  Utopia  by  ourselves  I  that  is 
to  say — which,  as  a  matter  of  course,  would  have  risen  and 
fprong  oat  of  your  free  WMg  principles — if  you  had  had  no 
aversion  to  the  elopement  But,  as  you  are  a  rank  Twry^  I 
eannot  possiUy  think  of  so  decisive  a  measure ;  and,  in  the  dv- 
illest  manner,  most  mortify  you,  by  saying  that  your  aristocratic 
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prejudices  prevent  me,  and  eTer  must,  from  haying  anj  kindii' 
more  romantic  than  that  of  a  brother  ! 

*^  As  it  is,  however,  we  Btill  agree  as  to  Spain.  Let  ns  com- 
pare notes ;  I  sf:e  in  your  fancy  the  charming  pictures  arise  of 
a  Spani.sh  nobility,  and  a  venerable  prelacy,  erecting  their  high 
and  haughty  heads  amidst  the  ellandards  of  national  independ- 
ence. I  like  that  too.  I  love  to  think  of  their  majestic  faces 
and  picturesque  cloaks  and  plumes,  and  their  lofty  language; 
spreading  sentiments  of  glory  and  pride  among  their  meanest 
vasAals.  J  do  dote  on  the  fine  bold  Bishop  who  flourishes  the 
crucifix  about  his  head.  He  is  a  right  apostle.  I  hear  him 
chaunting  his  *  Deus  pradicrumy  and  the  people  repeating  it 
in  chorus.  God  will  assuredly  hear  them.  Oh,  what  is  Buona- 
parte in  conquest,  compared  with  the  dead  bodies  of  such  men, 
killed  in  such  a  cause  I  And  now,  here  are  my  hopes,  that  what 
the  French  Revolution  has  failed  in,  the  Spanish  will  achieve ; 
and  that  we  shall  hear,  in  the  language  of  Cervantes,  all  the 
great  principles  of  British  liberty  laid  down  in  the  future  writ- 
ings of  Spain ;  that  they  will  become  a  free  people,  and  have, 
like  us,  their  Sydneys  and  Chathams — have  a  king,  for  the  sake 
of  giving  a  pension  or  two  to  deserving  characters ! — While 
theno  dreams  can  be  indulged — and,  alas  1  they  may  prove 
dreams — let  us  each  be  happy  in  our  own  way  of  hoping.  I 
dream  of  the  j^ople,  and  you  of  the  chieftains !  .  .  .  But 
if  I  had  a  good  heart  under  my  ribs,  and  had  not  *  a  wife  and 
two  small  children,'  and  a  sweet  society — such  as  the  *  Mar- 
chionesses,' and  yours  in  the  village,  from  which  it  would  be  a 
very  hard  thing  to  part,  I  sometimes  think  I  could  almost  yen- 
ture  to  contrive  to  get  a  meeting  vnth  Napoleon,  and  brave  all 
the  racks  and  wheels  of  punishment ! 

'^  An  instance  of  the  groaning  state  of  poor  Switzerland  was 
made  known  to  me  yesterday.  A  friend  of  mine  pays  an  an- 
nuity of  fifty  pounds  to  a  poor  old  widow,  who  lives  in  that 
country.  She  prays  earnestly  for  an  increase,  for  she  cannot 
subsist  along  vnth  the  burthen  of  maintaining  9even  French  bcH- 
diers  I  In  the  north  of  Germany  it  is  said  the  people  are  liter- 
ally dying  of  hunger.  T.  C." 

JWy  1& 

.  .  .  I  have  been  in  town  on  a  visit  to  one  of  Mrs.  Camp- 
belFs  relatives.  .  .  .  Among  the  people  we  visited  waa  the 
patriotic  Lord  S.  His  wife  was  an  ola  sweetheart  of  mine,  ac- 
cording to  the  jokes  of  my  worthy  friends.    She  waa  really  net 
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SO ;  but,  when  I  knew  her,  she  was  about  sixteen,  remarkably 
sweet,  natural,  and  sensible ;  and  I  really  felt  the  cold,  superior 
kind  of  liking  which  a  grown  person  feels  to  an  interesting 
young  one.  She  has  grown  very  tall,  and  keeps  finely.  Matil- 
da and  she  have  fallen  in  love  at  sight  I  confess,  the  compar- 
ison of  the  finest  Scotch  women,  with  those  educated  in  Eng- 
land, mortifies  a  little  all  my  tartan  nationahty.  I  cannot  dis- 
guise it ;  our  belles  have  too  much  Scotchness  about  them. 
Another  would  suspect  this  to  be  sidelong  flattery ;  but  if  I  am 
known  to  you,  you  know  it  is  the  pure  impression  of  conviction. 
I  cannot  exactly  describe  all  the  difference  between  Scotch  and 
English  women ;  but  I  do,  involuntarily,  acknowledge  that  Ga- 
lilia  has  conquered  us.  The  language  and  voices  of  the  latter 
have  a  tone  of  refinement.  Their  education  is  generally  so 
much  better ;  and  yet,  after  all,  this  does  not  describe  the  differ- 
ence. I  am  clear  that  a  man  bom  in  the  north  has  not  a  per- 
fect idea  of  what,  properly  and  generally  speaking,  a  fine  woman 
is,  until  he  has  seen  the  best  of  Englishwomen.  The  female 
spirit,  brightened^  to  perfection,  is  as  unlike,  and  different  from, 
the  male  mind,  as  a  diamond  is  unlike  gold.  It  is  «  great  mis- 
take to  suppose  that  making  the  most  of  a  woman's  mind  ap- 
proximates her  to  the  masculine.  In  the  superior  and  refined 
pleasure  of  female  friendship,  a  man  finds  so  much  of  what  he 
calls  congeniality,  that  he  mistakes  the  congeniality  for  likeness ; 
but  this  is  not  exact  simihtude ;  it  is  relative  sjrmpathy,  not 
identity  of  feeling.  I  think  it  is  like  the  harmony  of  different 
colors,  or  of  the  same  notes  on  different  keys.  ...  I  once 
thought  a  Uttle  differently  ;  and  yet,  though  I  change  my  mind, 
I  deny  that  I  am  changeable,  expound  the  paradox  as  you  please. 
I  don't  care  for  all  your  criticisms  on  my  allusions  to  the  causes 
of  attraction  in  those  female  friendships.  Voice  is  one  of  them. 
A  person's  voice  sways  my  heart,  like  a  rudder  governing  a  ship. 
I  never  yet  could  describe  how  much  I  think  of  people  by  their 
voices ;  and  I  should  cover  my  face  in  confusion,  if  I  thought 
any  but  a  friend  knew  the  vain  little  weak  passion  I — even  I — 
once  cherished,  to  have  b  fine,  characteristic,  manly  voice  1 

Now  I  see  I  am  hauling  myself  into  a  scrape,  by  alluding  to 
the  Scotchness  of  my  Sa)tch  friends,  and  thus  hinting  at  my 
liking  the  English  so  well.      I  said  a  little  about  my  dear  Mrs. 

S ^t  once,  and  only  once,  and  I  assure  you,  in  spite  of  it,  I 

love  her  as  well  as  yourselves.  I  really  like  all  my  Scotch  friends 
endearedly.  It  is  foolish  to  make  comparisons.  One's  heart 
may  expand  a  little,  though  not  indefinitely.    ...    I  do  con- 
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fess,  after  three  years  in  Sydenliam,  it  has  seemed  to  me  tlie 
sweetest  spot  in  the  world,  in  spite  of  many  sorrows  !  It  raaj 
be  maturity  of  feeling,  or  it  may  be  dotage.  .  .  .  But  that 
sweet  gate  of  yours,  and  your  dog  Beau  .  .  .  and  your  fine 
mulberries,  and  the  lovely  upland,  rising  behind  the  garden,  and 
your  sister  Mary^s  enchanting  picture,  and  Caroline,  and  Mrs. 
Adams,  have  grown  like  romantic  things  to  me  now,  though  I 
am  seeing  them  every  day.  Which  is  the  best  hearty  that  which 
dotes  on  what  it  has  hold  of,  or  on  the  past  f  I  know  not  how 
it  is,  but  thinking  of  the  past  is  a  trial  to  me.  The  remembrance 
of  friends,  interwoven  with  bitter  recollections,  has  a  tinge  of 
melancholy.     I  like  the  present^  and  why  should  I  not  enjoj 

it? 

Of  "  Marmion  "  I  think  very  much — almost  as  you  do ;  but 
I  do  not  mean  to  think  of  poetry  any  more  !  I  mean  to  tey  to 
make  money,  and  keep  a  good  house  over  my  head  at  Syden- 
ham. I  was  on  Sunday  with  Cowper's  cousin,  who  is  worthy  of 
being  his  cousin,  and  told  me  many  interesting  anecdotes  about 
him.  T.  C. 

Writing  to  another  accomplished  friend,  he  says : — 

LoNDOir,  My  21. 

I  feel  exceedingly  feverish  and  in  need  of  rest.  I  have 
been  trying  to  read  a  book  of  philosophy  to  divert  the  dead 
watch  of  the  night  The  author  says,  ^  What  is  violent  does 
not  last  long."  Blockhead !  If  he  had  said  that  nothing  lasts 
long  that  is  not  violent,  he  would  have  hit  on  one  truth  in  hia 
life-time.  Fire,  as  Count  Rumford  thinks,  is  inmiaterial,  because 
it  does  not  exhaust  some  bodies  by  ignition.  You  may  heat 
iron  a  million  of  times  to  white  heat,  and  it  will  still  endure,  and 
be  susceptible  of  supporting  heat  I  think  so  of  my  feverish- 
ness  and  my  frame.  I  once  had  hopes  it  would  waste  itself  bj 
its  own  strength.  It  does  not  waste  itself;  it  refutes  all  the  hack> 
neyed  maxims  of  violent  things  having  short  endurance.  And 
yet,  amidst  these  sleepless  hours,  how  much  reason  I  have  to 
thank  God  for  moments  of  dear  and  delightful  happneas — 
thinking  of  my  friends  and  the  balm  of  friendship  I  I  am  not 
alone ;  I  fly  to  that  society  which  has  the  charm  of  creating  hap- 
piness, and  feel  in  imagination  a  portion  of  what  is  felt  in  thw 
presence.  When  thoughts  and  steps  are  timed  together,  how 
welcome  is  existence  with  all  its  evils !  Sweet  and  odnseonted 
are  some  of  those  moments,  when  the  round  of  a  gravel  wi^ 
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and  the  common  turn  of  oonTenatkm  can  inspire  ao  many  cheer- 
ful thoughts.  And  yet  it  is  selfish  to  talk  of  our  conversational 
amusement,  for  I  am  sure  it  is  all  my  own.  I  cannot  imagine 
that  you  are  amused  with  the  half  of  my  conversation,  or  un- 
tired,  often,  with  the  other  half.  Yet  as  you  are  always  cheerful, 
I  have  the  self-complacency  to  imagine  you  are  now  and  then 
diverted.  I  know,  my  dear  M.,  you  have  been  a  guardian  angel 
to  my  house  in  my  absence^  for  which  I  will  not  thank  you ;  for 
as  Rousseau  says,  Nobody  should  say  Je  vou^  ai9M^-^u>  I  think 
should  not  say  remercie — ^but  pray  aooept  of  a  gentle  hint  that 
I  am  grateful.  T.  O. 

With  re^>eot  to  the  new  poem,  ke  tells  Mr.  RichardB<Hi,  ia 
August,  **  I  have  given  some  toBches  of  my  best  kiftd  to  the 
Second  Part.  I  have  some  stanxaa  on  the  anvil  wkidi  enehant 
myself;  and,  though  they  may  not  enchant  others,  I  am,  by 
these  new  lines,  growing  a  great  deal  more  tangaine  about  the 
poem,  which  shall  be  out  at  Christmas,  d.  t.  ...  I  am  in  high 
love  with  the  work.  ....  I  feel  the  bnming  desire  to  add  some 
sweet  and  luscious  lines  at  certain  parts  of  ^  Gertrade.*  Be  not 
alarmed ;  I  know  and  see  distinctlj^-^most  distinctiy-^-what  I 
bave  to  do  with  the  poem.  I  feel,  at  the  prospect  of  these  new 
touches,  unbounded  delight  Let  me  but  have  them  «mt,  and  I 
eare  little  what  the  critics  may  tay."  He  then  beaeeehes  his 
friend  **  never  to  show  the  vain  and  conceited  expressions  in  this 
ei^stle;"  informs  him  that,  as  hitherto,  he  is  '^  rubbing  with 
the  Straits ; "  sii^gests  how  hs  course  may  be  rendered  sasooth 
and  safe,  with  the  wonted  aid  and  counsel  of  his  friend ;  and, 
returning  to  the  subject  of  the  poem,  thus  eondudes :  ^  I  have 
positively  no  fears  .  .  .  my  hope  of  it  is,  for  the  first  time, 
sanguine ;  and  my  additions  are  d^nitely  in  view.      T.  O.** 

The  next  is  in  a  dry,  playful  mood.  FeeMng  the  importance 
of  the  trust  that  has  devolved  upon  him  from  Mrs.  Campbell's 
taking  the  children  to  town  for  a  day,  he  assumes  an  air  of  cool, 
affected  ceremony  with  his  intimate  firiends,  and  writes : — ^  Sept. 
7th. — Mr.  T.  Campbell's  respectful  compliments  to  Miss  M. ; 
begs  her  acceptance  of  Thomson's  Poems.  Mr.  O.  begs  leave 
to  assure  Miss  M.  and  family,  that  the  infirequency  of  his  visits, 
of  late,  has  been  occasioned  by  unforeseen  and  extraordinary  cir- 
ciuDstances,  and  not  by  any  diminution  of  the  sincere  respect 
which  Mr.  C.  entertains  for  Miss  M.  and  fiumly.  Mr.  C.  begs 
leave  to  inform  Miss  M.  that  Mrs.  C.  has  to-day  gone  with  the 
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two  Master  C.'s  to  town,  in  company  with  Mr.  M.  and  several 
other  genteel  persons  of  Sydenham.     Mr.  C.  regrets  exceedingly, 
that  this  circumstance  of  Mrs.  C.  and  the  two  Master  C.*8  hay- 
ing gone  to  town,  may  probably  demand  more  of  his  attention 
to  domestic  and  domiciliary,  and  household  superintendence  than 
he  has  been  ever  hitherto  accustomed  to ;  and  Mr.  C.  fears  ex- 
ceedingly that  his  hours  may  be  too  much  occupied  for  some 
time  to  come,  to  permit  his  having  the  pleasure  of  calling  on 
Miss  M.  and  family.     But  Mr.  C.  hopes  that  Miss  M.  and  family 
will,  with  their  usual  kindness,  excuse  the  favor  of  his  com- 
pany.'** 

The  ensuing  month  of  October  brought  Campbell  into  friendly 
contact  with  Mr.  T.  Lawrence,  the  future  President  R.A.,  and 
led  to  an  intimacy  which  continued  through  life.  Mr.  Lawrence, 
the  Rev.  Sydney  Smith,  whom  he  first  knew  in  Edinburgh,  and 
other  distinguished  individuals,  were  frequent  guests  in  Mr. 
Mayow^s  family ;  and  in  that  inteUectual  circle,  the  Poet  always 
found  congenial  minds,  ready  and  able  to  improve  the  fertility 
of  his  own  by  the  mutual  sympathies  of  taste  and  talentf 
Later  in  the  autumn,  he  was  invited  to  meet  the  Duke  of  Sussex, 
who  was  supposed  to  take  an  interest  in  the  prot^g6  of  Fox ; 
but  the  presentation  to  His  Royal  Highness  was  unavoidably 
postponed. 

A  return  of  domestic  illness  retarded  for  some  time  the  pro- 
gress of  *^ Gertrude;"  but  as  soon  as  this  was  removed,  his 
activity  returned ;  and  he  concluded  the  autumn  in  improved 
health  and  prospects.  Something,  however,  was  still  wanting 
to  his  comforts — an  important  want ;  and  in  a  grave  catalogne 
of  his  privations,  sent  to  a  sympathizing  friend  in  town,  he  says : 
*\  .  .  I  am  in  mortal  want,  also,  of  a  plain  eight  or  nine- 
shilling  umbrella  I  If  you  would  really  buy. one  for  me  at  that 
price,  you  would  do  me  a  Christian  kindness,  and  be  cheerfully 
repaid  on  my  endorsing  the  draft  in  your  fair  hands.*'  Then, 
by  a  natural  transition  from  umbrellas  to  the  state  of  the  weather, 
he  adds — ^*  This  wind  frightens  me  with  the  idea  of  my  hoose 
tumbling  down !     The  table  absolutely  rocks ; "  and  passing  on 


*  This  note  was  intended  as  a  playful  satire  on  the  cold,  formal  ti^le  cf 
some  recent  letter,  which  was.probauy  well  known  to  the  iotiniate  Diends 
whom  he  addressed 

f  Of  a  talented  young  friend,  who  has  since  risen  to  great  and  woU-merited 
distinction  in  the  literaiy  world,  Oampbdl  says:  "Br.  G  it  a  fins  creator^ 
sensible  but  too  unafiBscted,  and  speaks  too  Itt^  I  think;  from  alwdnte 
modesty." 
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to  Greek  lyrica,  he  asks — "  What  think  you  of  this  idea  of  An- 
acreon  ?  It  is  almoet  perfectly  liteFsl.  I  Bhall  first  tnuulate  it 
with  the  Greek  words  in  English  char&cters." — Here  he  givea  a 
long  sporimen  of  "  translation,  word  for  word  with  the  Greek," 
and  throws  the  whole  into  an  impromptu,*  sdding:  "I  once 
thought  of  lecturing  on  Greek  poetry  at  the  InstitutioQ,  and  of 
reading  my  translation ;  but  I  believe  it  won't  do.  Adieu  1  but, 
oh,  pray  mind  the  umbrella/"  ,  .  ,  The  "thought"  of  lectur- 
ing at  the  Institution  was  destined,  nevertheless,  to  be  realised ; 
and  the  incidental  allusion  shows  how  early  his  att«ntion  had 
been  directed  to  that  object. 

In  the  course  of  the  previous  year,  Campbell  had  made  bo 
much  progress  with  the  biographical  notices,  intended  for  his 
"  Selections  from  the  British  Poets,''  that  he  became  more  and 
more  anxious  to  come  to  a  final  arrangement  with  Mr.  Constable 
for  the  pubhcation.  In  the  hurry  of  business,  however,  all  his 
letters  on  the  subject  had  been  left  unanswered ;  and,  unable  to 
elicit  any  explanation  from  the  publisher,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Jef- 
frey, and  lastly  to  Mr.  Cockburn,  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  a 
nience  so  unusual  and  alanning. 

TO  HENRY  COCKBUEN,  ESQ. 

Stdehbui,  JaKuarji  IE,  1S09. 

Mr  DXLS,  COCKBURK, 

An  afiair  of  very  gnat  importance  to  me  is  pressiiig  on 
my  mind ;  and  I  must  soldt  your  kindness  to  do  me  a  serrica. 
I  wrote  to  Jeffrey  some  time  ago,  troubling  him  with  a  commis- 
■iott  to  speak  to  Constable  on  the  subject  of  a  literary  engag«- 
ment  which  he  had  given  me;  but  respecting  which  he  would 
never  answer  my  letters,  nor  give  me  a  decided  answer.     Bow 

■1i  fiU.  Tt  Tli,  Eftira,— 
The  rose,  to  love  that  aaavd  grows, 

To  Baccbns  let  na  bring, 
And,  <To«ned  with  girlaDds  of  the  rose, 


RoMS,  the  gods  themselres  enjoy. 
And  Yemu's  deljg^tfbl  Bof , 

EU  loTcIj  rme^ta  to  stlire. 
With  Kisj  wreaths  hii  brow  anbncei. 
What  bs  ducm  with  the  Onoei. 

Hmd  aown  Dw,  and  1 11  strike  the  lyre,  ia 
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I  am  very  uneasy,  both  on  aocount  of  the  affiiir  with  Constable, 
and  Jeffrey's  silence.  Jeffrey's  friendship  and  acquaintanoe 
have  been  alw^  to  me  a  very  much  valued  possession.  I  ap- 
prehend that  I  have  risked  the  latter  by  having,  without  due 
consideration,  troubled  him  with  a  commission — ^perhaps  not  a 
pleasant  one.  I  trusted  very  much  to  his  good  nature  aa  a 
man,  and  as  an  old  friend — but  I  believe  that  I  have  trusted  too 
much,  and  that  he  is  offended.  I  shall  be  much  obliged  to  you 
to  speak  to  him,  and  to  say  in  the  first  place,  that  I  really  ahaU 
be  very  sorry  to  lose  such  a  friend  by  introducing  my  comniia- 
sion — if  it  be  troublesome — and  desire  to  withdraw  it,  as  the 
only  atonement  I  can  make  for  having  troubled  him.  If  hia 
silence  has  been  accidental,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  let 
him  know  the  cause  of  my  earnest  wish  to  hear  speedily! 
Constable  is  undecided  on  this  business.  The  work  has  oost 
me  much  reading  and  writing.  My  subsistenoe  £nr  next  year 
absolutely  depends  on  getting  from  him,  or  some  other  book- 
seller, a  proper  reward  for  tne  work.  Another  publisher  has 
said  that,  in  the  event  of  Constable's  declining  to  proceed,  he 
will  take  it  up.  If  I  do  not  get  an  answer  speedily,  so  little  k 
to  be  trusted  to  these  verbal  expressions,  that  I  shall  probably 
have  my  whole  trouble  thrown  useless  on  my  hand.  I  have 
been  kept  in  suspense  for  ^^9^  months  about  it ;  and  even  now, 
when  I  have  sent  a  letter  entreating  Constable  for  an  answer, 
through  Jeffrey,  I  have  only  the  additional  mortification  of  being 
left  to  suspect  that  Jeffrey  is  himself  offended.  Kow,  I  know 
your  temper  and  punctuality  too  well,  to  doubt  your,  at  least, 
relieving  my  mind  from  suspense.  If  Jeffrey  is  hurt,  I  shall  be 
very  sorry  for  it.  It  is  the  disagreeable  reeling  of  having  a 
coolness  with  a  friend  that  makes  me  uneasy  about  the  matter. 
I  had  always  entertained  so  hi^h  an  idea  of  Jeffrey,  that  I  must 
say  I  do  not  wish  to  lose  his  friendship  by  any  act  of  my  own. 
What  may  be  the  issue  of  his  connexion  with  me,  in  future,  as 
a  reviewer  of  my  works,  he  must  determine.  I  believe  I  am 
neither  so  weak,  nor  so  vidn,  as  to  dread  any  breach  in  our 
friendship — ^from  any  fair  remarks  he  may  make.  He  will  not, 
I  hope — and  I  hope  yon  will  not— attribute  my  anxiety  to  the 
view  of  being  soon  before  him  as  a  poet  But  no !  It  is  plain 
Frank  Jefirey,  and  not  the  Edinburgh  editor,  whose  regard  I 
propitiate. 

If  Jefirey  does  not  take  any  interest  in  this  affiiir  of  the  ^  Se- 
lections," will  you  do  me  the  kindness  to  call  on  Mr.  Constabk, 
and  request  an  answer  f    I  will  not  occupy  your  time  with  ex* 
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plaining  the  whole  transaction — ^but,  whatever  the  bookseller 
may  say,  I  beg,  as  my  friend,  you  will  suspend  your  judgment 
till  I  tell  you  the  case  myself.  I  received  from  Constable  the 
most  warm  assurances  of  the  strongest  personal  regard ;  and 
now  that  I  only  solicit  justice,  and  a  plain  single  answer  to  my 
repeated  letters,,  he  refuses  all  answer  and  all  explanation.  Mv 
single  question  is, — Does  he  choose  the  work  to  proceed  ^  It  is 
desperately  hard  that  I  cannot  get  this  question  answered.  ^Will 
you  drop  me  but  a  few  lines  as  soon  as  you  can  find  it  conve- 
nient to  take  an  interest  in  this  business  ?  and  believe  me,  with 
great  sincerity,  your  affectionate  friend,  T.  Campbell. 

In  explanation  of  the  silence,  so  keenly  felt  by  the  Poet,  I 
annex  the  following  document .: — "  I  remember  my  reading  this 
letter*  to  Jeffrey.  He  said  that  his  not  having  written  to  (^mip- 
bell,  was  owing  to  hs  having  directed  the  proper  answer  to  be 
sent  by  Mr.  Constable ;  that  he  had  never  doubted  this  having 
been  done,  and  that  he  would  renew  his  injunctions-^as  it  was 
a  matter  entirely  between  Constable  and  Campbell.  As  to 
everything  else,  he  expressed  himself  with  the  utmost  possible 
kindness  towards  the  Poet ;  in  relation  to  whom,  so  mr  from 
there  being  any  coldness,  there  was  nothing  on  his  part  except 
the  warmest  affdction.  I  wrote  this  to  Campbell,  who  was  sitr 
iafied."    H.  C. 

Thus  reassured  of  Mr.  Jeffirey'a  regard,  released  from  his  pre- 
vious engagement  with  Mr.  Constable,  and  all  his  apprehensions, 
as  to  the  cause  of  the  silence,  being  removed,  his  spirits  revive, 
and,  entering  on  a  new  theme,  he  writes  as  fbUows  i-^ 

Btdxnham,  Wedneiday,  January  ISth,  1809. 

How  are  you,  my  dear  friends  9  Bnd  how  does  the  keen 
crystal  frost  agree  with  your  ^^  robust*'  constitutions  ?  I  have 
grown  lazy,  addle-headed,  and  stupid,  since  you,  and  now  even 

M have  forsaken  me  I    I  was  yesterday  engaged  in  attemp- 

ing  to  comfort  Mrs.  Hodge,f  but  it  is  a  pnizling  subject  to  speak 
<^  Moore  and  our  gallant  countiymen,  witii  comfort  on  our  lips, 
and  despondency  at  heart  Yet,  after  all,  poor  Mrs.  Hodge 
bears  up  better  than  I  expected.  You  have  been  this  time  to 
see  Don  John  himsel£  I  should  have  liked  to  have  witnessed 
your  meeting : — ^his  Saturnine  graciousness — ^fbr  I  know  he 

*  Hie  letter,  as  H  stands  in  the  text»  is  slightly  abridged. 

t  Mrs.  H,  mother  of  Major  II.,  who  fell  at  Waterloo.    See  **  LinM." 


Bvlf ;  but  Khat  is  that  to  the  twdiu 
ani  trying  to  vereifj  my  Dream  abo 
with  the  Bhroud  flying  over  his  sh 
in  a  new  poem,  which  will  be  as  wil 
but  "  I  loves  to  make  people  afraid.' 
I  may  have  got  bo  taach  time  as  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  making  you  a 
afraid  to  go  to  bed  in  the  dark !    Mi 
blest.     I  now  think  of  notliiDg  bat 
the  dty  gravel  walk — I  mean  indep 
call — and  of  the  pleasure  of  bearing 
Mr.  Campbell,  you  should  not  frigbtt 
poems  I"     I  shall  answer — "  M^an 
simple,  sure  effect!"  .  .     And  now, 
the  same  dignity  that  appears  in  i 
PaDclosB  Collins — "  News,  pray  send 
We  have  none  of  importance  iu  the  v 
It  is  discovered  that  my  "brotberp* 
under  the  orders  of  government     "ni 
said  to  bare  been  considerably  to  tiu 
people  wbo  have  animals  among  then 
does  not  mention  the  cause  of  £is  bei 
suppose  it  may  have  been  like  the  caS' 
seat  on  the  same  expedition,  in  consec 
ish  tbe  scarcity  of  half-crowns. 

To  return  to  the  Poets :  The  folk 
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TO  JOHN  RICHARDSON,  ESa 

Stdknhaii,  Jan,  21, 1809. 
My  dear  Richardsok, 

I  have  had  a  satisfactory  conversatioD  with  Murray,  on 
the  subject  of  that  Poetical  Collection.  Oockbum  very  kmdly 
answered  my  letter,  and  enclosed  one  from  Constable,  who  leaves 
it  in  my  option  to  relinquish  the  engagement  ....  This  is  a 
Jesuitical  way  oi  posturing  the  a£ur;  but  I  don^t  mean  to 

quarrel  with  him  about  words We  have  done  with 

each  other,  and  I  leave  him  with  the  satisfaction,  at  least,  of 
thinking  that  I  have  saved  the  work,  on  which  I  mean  to  ground 
my  claims  to  future  notice  before  the  public,  from  being  starved 
or  strangled  under  his  patronage.  It  would  be  dreadful  uphill 
work,  indeed,  to  be  supplied  with  books  by  a  man  who  could 
leave  my  letters  unanswered  for  five  months 

Our  friend^s  view  of  the  speculation  is  as  much  in  the  right 
spirit  as  could  possibly  be  wished.  He  speaks  of  the  supply  of 
books  in  a  manner  that  sets  my  mind  entirely  at  rest  on  that 
important  score.  I  shall  have  access,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  every 
book  that  will  be  necessary.  This  is  to  me  as  rejoicing  as  the 
prospect  of  a  full  harvest  to  the  farmer.  I  trust  in  God  and 
good  books,  that  I  shall  make  the  work  at  once  entertaining, 
and  fully  fraught  with  information.  Having  full  confidence  in 
my  own  internal  resources  to  say  a  good  deid  of  English  Poetry, 
which  has  not  yet  been  said,  and  equal  confidence  in  those  ex- 
ternal resources,  I  hope  to  make  the  narrative  and  biographical 
part  as  accurate,  as  the  critical  and  illustrative  part  will,  I  trust, 
be  original  and  amusing. 

The  plan  of  the  work  is  a  selection  of  all  the  genuine  English 
Poetry  that  can  be  condensed  within  reasonable  bounds,  with 
literary  and  biographical  dissertations  prefixed  to  each  of  the 
poets.  I  shall  admit  no  specimen  that  is  not  of  either  already 
acknowledged  excellence,  or  of  such  excellence  as,  if  hitherto  un- 
noticed, I  may  not  be  able  to  vindicate  and  point  out  There 
is  much  excellent  poetry  in  our  language  which  no  collector  has 
to  this  day  had  the  good  sense  to  insert  in  any  compilation ; 
and  there  is  a  considerable  portion  which  is  either  unknown 
to  the  bulk  of  more  tasteful  readers,  or  known  and  admired 
among  individuals  only,  and  never  rescued  from  neglect  by  any 
popular  notice.  The  men  of  taste  seem  to  keep  those  admired 
passages,  like  mistresses,  for  their  own  insulated  attachment  J 
wish  to  see  them  brought  before  the  public  for  general  admira- 

Vol.  I. — 22. 
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tion.  Did  I  ever  speak  to  you  of  some  valuable  passages  in 
Crashaw  i  These  are  specimens  of  the  beauties  1  allude  to, 
which  it  is  obvious  that  Milton  had  warmed  his  genius  with, 
before  lie  wrote  his  Paradise  Lost.  Among  these  is  the  solilo- 
quy of  Lucifer : — 

"  Art  thou  not  Lucifer  ?  he  to  whom  the  drovea 

Of  aUrs  that  gild  the  mom  iu  charge  were  given  f — 

The  nimblest  of  the  lightning-winged  loves, 

The  fairest,  and  the  first-bom  nnile  of  Heaven  ? 

Look,  in  what  pomp  the  mistress-planet  moves. 
Reverently  circled  by  the  lesser  seven ; 

Sucli,  and  so"  rich  the  flames  that  from  thine  eyes 

Oppressed  the  conimon  people  of  the  skies     .    .    .    .  ■ 

And,  in  another  place  : — 

"  What.,  tho'  I  missed  my  blow!  yet  I  struck  high. 
And  to  dare  something,  is  some  victory." 

One  sees  here  the  line — 

"  Which,  if  not  victory,  ia  yet  revenge," 

and  Milton,  I  think  it  can  be  proved,  saw  this  in  EDglish,  al- 
though it  is  a  translation.  ♦  «  ♦  • 

Well — I  have  digressed  too  far.  In  the  biographical  part,  it 
is  quite  evident  that  to  be  accurate,  and  to  enter  with  simple 
interest  into  the  short  story  of  each  poet,  is  quite  sufiicient  for 
my  object.  Instead  of  branching  out  to  discover  creeks  and 
streamlets  in  the  tide  of  their  history,  I  shall  content  myself  with 
the  true  course  of  the  stream.  I  shall  leave  to  antiquaries,  for 
instance,  to  discover  the  exact  number  of  Milton's  house  in  Bun- 
hill-fields  ;  I  shall  reserve  my  full  strength  of  research  for  the 
true  appreciation  of  his  powers  as  a  poet ;  of  the  state  in  which 
he  found  our  poetical  language,  and  of  the  inlluenc;e  which  he 
bequeathed  to  it ;  I  speak  of  tnis  as  a  thing  to  be  done,  although 
I  have  much  done  already.  I  give  Milton  as  a  specimen  of  what 
I  mean  to  do  with  the  gpreat  poets  from  Chaucer  downwards ; 
because  you  know,  to  a  tittle,  how  far  I  am  acquainted  with 
Milton.  The  poets  preceding  Milton,  and  after  Spenser,  are 
numerous ;  I  mean  to  treat  them  differently.  A  ma]i,olr  rather 
a  god,  like  Milton,  is  to  be  described  in  all  his  attributes,  as  a 
great  unity.  Tliose  minor  beings  are  to  be  classed,  male  and 
female,  according  to  «their  tribes.  I  shall  endeavor,  with  as 
much  industry  a**  T  csn  employ,  to  analyse  them  individually, 
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like  ft  DatuT&l  historian;  and  then  attempt  as  ipuch  philosophi- 
cal geueralitj  as  possiUe.  I  mean  to  dass  them  in  gronps,  m 
one  should  cIbm  the  Wordsnorths  and  Darwins  of  the  present 
day.  This  classifying  labor  must  apply,  however,  more  partjcn- 
larly  to  the  older  poets.  We  know  sufficient  of  the  latter  poets, 
and  ve  live  too  near  them  to  need  such  anangementa,  or  indeed, 
without  prejudice,  to  be  able  to  arrange  them  in  any  but  a  con- 
sequent order. 

Last  of  all,  but  first  in  the  printing,  will  be  a  prefatory  essay 
on  the  history  and  characteristica  of  English  Poetry.  Ajd  essay 
of  this  kind  is  a  serious  stt«mpt — it  is  sufficient  to  say,  I  will  do 
my  best.  When  I  promise  to  leave  all  the  MSS.  of  this  work,  in 
which  I  have  read  and  searched  for  no  smsU  time,  in  Murray'a 
hand  within  a  year,  I  beg  leave  to  say,  that,  if  any  accident  of 
Qocommon  bad  beailth,  or  of  any  untoward  event,  unforeseen, 
shall  delay  me  longer,  I  shall  repose  entire  confidence  on  ib. 
Murray's  eicnse,  on  a  &ir  and  full  display  to  him  that  the  delay 
was  not  culpable  on  my  part.    ... 

Yours  affectionately,  Thob.  Cahpukli. 

Campbell  had  now  a  subject  in  hand,  which  was  to  concen- 
trate all  his  powers  as  a  clauical  scholar,  a  man  of  taste,  and  a 
critic;  and  be  entered  upon  it  with  characteristic  enthusiasm. 
"  I  long  most  earnestly,"  he  writes,  to  be  buried  in  the  heart  of 
the  undertaking.  I  uread  any  change  in  Mr.  Murray's  mind. 
In  case  of  any  untoward  accident  coming  in  the  way,  I  request 
you  to  see  him  as  soon  as  yon  can." 

In  another  interesting  letter  of  this  month,  is  a  heart-warm 
tribute  to  the  gallant  Sir  John  Moore,  whose  recent  fate  at  Co- 
ninna,  like  that  of  his  brave  companions  in  arms,  had  brought 
sorrow  and  mourning  to  many  a  private  hearth. 

FHdaf,  ttlk  JoMmarg,  1809. 
Mr   DEAR   Frikni), 

Everything  was  very  interesting  in  your  last  note,  only 

what  you  said  about  Mrs.  W and  Miss borrows  its 

interest  to  me  solely  from  younel£  What  makes  me  tike  you 
all  so  well  is  to  see  that  you  are  beings  determined  in  yonr 
friendship ;  and  that  you  either  cut  at  once  those  unworthy  of 
your  kindness,  or  cherish  those  who  deserve  it  with  perfect  con- 
sistency. I  see  the  rest  of  the  world  very  different  They  seem 
lik«  bells,  only  fit  for  jingling.     Now  I  deteat  domestic  "  wars 
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and  rumors  of  wars^'  so  completely,  that  I  almost  gradge  throw- 
ing away  the  pacific  powers  of  your  mind,  on  reconciUng  testy 
bodies — I  may  be  wrong.  I  underrate  the  most  of  women,  per^ 
haps,  a  little,  but  yet  not  very  much,  when  I  aay  that  the  little 
disagreements  of  a  Mrs.  This,  and  a  Mrs.  That,  are  as  much  be- 
low your  dignity  to  reconcile,  as  the  wars  of  kites  and  crows,  to 
use  a  phrase  of  Milton's,  are  below  the  notice  of  an  historian. .  .  . 

I  had  almost  written  you  an  account  of  our  gaieties  in  Syden- 
ham, and  praised  my  wife's  dancing — with  half  an  eye  at  my 
own.  But,  alas !  the  cares  of  these  times  impose  a  good  deal 
more  serious  thoughts.  I  suppose  some  of  you  will  write  me 
soon,  if  anything  is  known  of  Edward  Hodge.*  The  idea  of 
poor  Mrs.  Hodge's  terrors,  and  possible  despair,  haunt  me  in- 
cessantly. 

I  am  haunted  also,  I  cannot  express  how  strongly,  with  the 
supposition  of  our  dear  great  Moore's  agonies  before  death.  It 
is  selfish,  I  know,  to  love  his  memory  more  dearly ;  but  I  can- 
not help  feeling  it  an  additional  bond  of  interest  that  he  show- 
ed me  notice,  and  called  upon  me  at  my  lodgings,  when  I  came 
first  to  London.f     He  was  like  all  great,  truly  great  men,  sim- 

*  To  the  eallant  Major  Edward  Hodge>  who  survived  the  diaaiten  in 
Spain,  but  fell  at  the  head  of  his  aquadroo,  in  the  attack  of  the  Poliah 
LaDcers,  at  Waterloo,  Campbell  thus  adverts  in  his  **  Ode  to  the  Memofr 
of  Bums,"  1816— 

"  Such  was  the  soldier — Bums,  fbi^g;iTe 
That  8QITOWS  of  mine  own  intrude 
In  straiiis  to  thy  great  memory  due  1 
In  verse  like  tliinc,  oh,  could  he  live ! 
The  friend  I  mourned — the  brave — the  good  I 
Edward  that  died  at  Waterloo.  T.  O." 

f  See  page  298,  also  for  Dr.  Moore,  pages  156,  207.  On  this  tobfect 
it  IB  bupcrfluous  to  remind  the  reader  of  the  lines  on  "  Iht  bmial  of  Sir 
John  Moore,"  or  Campbell's  own  stanzas  >■« 

Pledge  to  the  much-loved  land  that  gave  Ui  birth  t 

InTincible  romantic  Scotia's  shore ! 
Pledge  to  the  memory  of  her  parted  worth — 

And  first,  amidst  the  brave,  remember  Mobax ! 
And  be  it  deemed  not  wrong  that  name  to  give 

In  festive  hours,  which  prompts  the  patriot's  sigh  1 
Who  would  not  envy  soch  as  Mooaa  to  livet 

And  died  he  not  as  heroes  wish  to  diet 
Tea — ^tho'  too  soon  attaining  glory's  goal, 

To  us  his  bright  career  too  short  was  given ; 
Yet,  in  a  miehtv  cani^  hb  phoenix  soul 

Rose  OD  the  flames  of  TMonr  to  Heaven  I 
March  21, 180».  T.  a 
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pie  and  benevoleot  in  \m  muiner.  I  Kmember  he  said  h«  was 
•orry  he  had  not  a  honse  in  London,  that  he  might  invite  me  to 
live  with  him.  You  know,  1  hope,  that  I  am  no  great  liver  at 
other  people's  hotueB ;  but  the  kmd  expiesaion  then  a&ct«d  me, 
and  I  recall  it  widi  strong  sensatjons,  when  I  think  that  hit 
gHllBDt  heart,  which  beat  and  bled  for  his  country,  was  also 
minute  enough  in  its  benevolence  to  think  of  patrouiiing  a  hum- 
ble son  of  literature. 

But  when  I  think  of  our  public  loea,  and  private  losses  in  de- 
tail, smouDting  to  a  public  one  in  the  aggregate,  how  melan- 
choly IB  the  aubject  1  Yet  our  country  will  surely  weather  these 
last  affiictione ;  and  though  Spain  is  lost,  let  us  look  in  time, 
though  distant,  for  the  independency  and  regeneration  of  mil- 
Uons  in  the  continent  of  Spanish  America,  where  Buonaparte 
cannot  go. — One  thing  I  must  not  forget  to  mention,  which  the 
recollection  of  Mrs.  Hodge's  diatreas  brings  to  my  mind  :— 
Whatever  be  the  offlictiona  out  of  your  own  family,  which  it 
may  please  God  to  send,  I  trust  you  will  take  care  youiael^  and 
also  warm-hearted  Mary, — not  to  leave  your  own  house,  and 
aacrifice  health  and  nerves  to  the  over-benevolent  task  of  com- 
forting and  attending  the  sick.  I  assure  you  Mary  has  been  a 
martyr  to  others,  during  h»  stay  at  Sydenham.  It  seems  im- 
pertinent in  me  to  offer  advice,  but  I  cannot  help  obtruding  it. 
Mary  will  absolutely  kill  herself  if  ahe  lives  always  in  the  ezated 
state  of  makingefibrts  about  others.  Ton  have  no  oonoeptiou 
of  her  state  on  Thursday,  and  the  preceding  evening. 

For  you  both,  if  it  please  God  to  avert  all  the  dreadful  calami- 
ties, I  have  a  task  to  impose,  and  a  favor  to  solicit.  I  have  still 
in  view  the  finishing  my  selection  of  English  Poets.  You  most 
read  for  me  Spenser,  and  give  me  your  opinion  of  passages  yon 
like. — The  necessity  of  calling  upon  our  late  entertainers  at  the 
ball,  makes  me  send  you  a  dull  short,  instead  of  a  dull  long 
letter.  Your  affectionate  friend,  T.  C. 

S8tA  /wnMry,  180». 
Mr  DKAK  Fan  NO, 

If  I  could  have  ever  wiahed,  at  one  time  more  than  an- 
other, to  draw  your  picture,  it  would  have  been  bidding  me 
"  good  by,  and  God  bless  you  1"  to-day,  and  pu'doning  me  for 
having  so  freely  advised  you  about  Mary's  health.  I  was  em- 
barrassed by  the  thought  that  I  was  listening  to  you  less  than 
thinking  of  your  manner.  ....  What  a  relief  this  hope  about 
Edward  Hodge  ia  I    I  have  a  toeaage,  I  know  not  bow,  that  alt 
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will  yet  be  well.  Mary  looked  better  than  I  expected,  but  you 
somewhat  paler.  Pray,  write  me  as  truly  and  frankly  about 
yourself  as  about  others,  and  tell  me  how  you  bear  the  sad  news. 
I  feel  the  dreadful  dejection  of  spirits,  I  labored  under  some  ten 
months  ago,  returning  from  some  material  cause  in  my  corpo- 
real frame,  which,  I  fear,  is  interwoven  with  it  The  letters  of 
my  friends  are  wholesome  cordials — at  least,  I  believe  them  to 
be  wholesome ;  though,  when  I  receive  a  long  letter  from  you,  I 
often  suspect  I  am  half-intoxicated  with  self-love  and  satisfac- 
tion.    I  called  at  the  S 's,  and  was  well  pleased,  and  shall 

love  them  all  my  life  for  the  manner  in  whicn  they  rejoiced  at 
the  hopeful  news  respecting  your  friend.  ... 

1  came  home  with  Dr.  A.,  who  gave  me  a  copy  of  his  friend's 
Sermons.  I  have  laid  them  under  my  pillow — you  know  my 
inveterate  complaint !  .  .  .  .  The  cathedral  is  to  nave  a  barrel- 
organ  consecrated  to  divine  Harmony.  Our  friend  has  pre- 
scribed the  tunes — neither  Hurdigurdies  nor  Paris  pipes  are  to 
be  admitted  as  accompaniments.     Conceive  the  effect  of  Mr. 

*8  sermons,  his  OEur-haired  clerk,  and  a  barrel-organ — all 

conspiring  to  wing  the  thoughts  from  earth,  and  lap  them  in 
Elysium.  May  1  expect  a  few  lines  from  you  to-morrow  9  The 
thought  of  this,  will,  if  less  lulling,  be  at  least  more  pleasing  ih«a 
the  homilies  which  I  have  put  instead  of  bride-cake  at  the  head 
of  my  bed 

Poor  L ,  his  daughter  has  come  home,  and  he  says  that 

he  must  bring  her  to  me — ^that  **  I  may  take  down  from  her  own 
lips''  an  account  of  what  she  has  seen  in  Spain.  See  then  what 
awaits  me.  Behold  your  poor  friend  and  notary  hanging  on  her 
lips  (the  worst  species  of  a  hanging  death,)  and  scribble-scrib- 
ble, scribbling  an  "  account  of  the  Spanish  expedition.'^ — This 
is  worse  than  the  barrel-organ.  A<£eu,  my  now  four^yeaxs' 
friend.  T.  C. 

Next  morning  he  pronounces  the  book  of  homilies  to  be  as 
good  as  a  hop-pillow  in  his  wakefril  malady ;  and,  finding  him- 
self much  refreshed,  indulges  his  playfril  humor  in  the  new 
character  of  "  Thomas  of  Sydenham. 

Stdxnham,  FdmMf^  18, 1800. 
My  dear  Friend, 

I  verily  beheve  that  this  secluded  place  will  separate  mj 

brain  and  ideas  so  completely,  that  the  divorced  idc«s  will  J\ 

fly  to  the  source  from  wnence  they  came,  and  the  brain  remain 
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like  some  dry  specimen  of  mineralogy,  some  honey-comb  look- 
ing petrification  in  a  chemist's  collection — worm-eaten  by  the 
"  maggots''  that  have  infested  it !  I  sit  down  to  write  this  with 
my  heart  full  of  friendship,  and  my  head  full  of  nothing.  When 
I  am  with  you,  I  am  hke  a  flint  trom  which  fire  can  be  struck ; 
your  presence  supplies  me  with  conversation ;  but,  away  from 
you  in  this  sepulchral  Sydenham,  I  feel  my  head  a  non-conduc- 
tor. For  God's  sake  come  back,  and  electrify  the  caput  mor- 
tuum  I 

If  I  should  write  you  about  that  which  I  am  reading,  it  would 
seem  to  you  worse  than  a  letter  written  from  the  dead  to  the 
living.  Asserius,  in  his  life  of  Alfired,  is  contradicted  by  the 
testimony  of  William  of  Malmesbury,  as  to  the  time  when 
hewn  stones  were  first  used  in  constructing  edifices  in  England ; 
but  the  doubts  of  John  of  Huntingdon  have  rather  leant  to  the 
side  of  Asserius,  in  the  antiquity  of  the  art  of  polishing  stones ; 
80  that  the  matter  rests  with  Thomas  of  Sydenham,*  who,  in 
writing  on  the  same  subject,  leaves  it  just  in  the  same  state  as 
he  found  it,  as  we  learn  by  an  ancient  MS.  of  his  letters  to  the 
celebrated  Fannia  Maia  of  the  same  place — supposed  to  be  the 
Maia  of  the  ancients — although  of  that  there  are  also  some 
doubts,  as  Mercurius  the  son  of  Maia  is  a  personage  of  classical 
antiquity,  and  could  not  possibly  be  the  Maia  of  Sydenham,  al- 
luded to  so  often  in  the  writings  of  the  divine  bard. — Such  are 
the  disputes  into  which  a  poor  student  of  antiquities  is  obliged 
to  dip. 

Of  real  life  let  me  see  what  I  have  heard  for  the  last  fortnight 
— ^first : — A  snake — my  friend  Telford  received  a  drawing  of  it — 
has  been  found  thrown  on  the  Orkney  Isles,  a  sea-snake  with  a 
mane  like  a  horse,  four  feet  thick,  and  fifty-five  feet  long — this 
is  seriously  true.  Malcolm  Laing  the  historian  saw  it,  and  sent 
a  drawing  of  it  to  my  friend  .  .  .  Again ;  One  day  in  Novem- 
ber last,  before  the  melancholy  event  of  his  son's  decease,  the 
class  of  Dugald  Stewart  was  opened  for  the  first  time  in  the 
session,  and  attended  as  usual  by  an  immense  concourse  of  stu- 
dents.    Lord  B ^n,  (the  Mendez-Pinto  of  Scotland,)  said, 

"  I  must  really  take  notice  of  Stewart,  and  go  to  the  opening  of 
his  class."  He  went,  the  congregation  was  great.  Before  Du- 
gald entered,  the  Earl  mounted  a  high  place  in  the  hall,  and 
looking  round,  put  his  hand  to  his  lips,  smiled  graciously,  and 


*  The  name  by  which  he  hopes  to  be  known  to  poeteritj :  in  Jfato,  he 
liTects  to  have  discovered  the  true  eftpnon  of  Majiwr. 


just  Co  SCO  llio  last  ideas  take  tLeir  <li 
Drain.  Ferhape  bv  writing  me  jou 
proc«u  of  its  petrification. 


i-ii'*^  '^^"—  '*_ ' 


.«r,  81.]  PUBUOAnoR  or  obbtbudi. 


CHAPTER  IXIV. 

PUBLICATION   OF  flSBTBUDE. 

The  last  itausas  of  Oertrude  of  Wjoming  w«re  now  in  type. 
The  proof  sheets  havinf^  be«n  forwarded  to  Mr.  Alison,  were 
shown  to  one  or  two  judicious  friends  in  Edinburgh,  and  then 
returned  to  the  author.  It  does  not  appesr,  however,  from  any- 
thing in  mj  possession,  that  the  poem  underwent  any  material 
change  during  this  process.  The  manuscript  had  been  revised 
with  great  care  at  Sydenham ;  asd,  when  sent  to  press,  was  pro- 
nounced by  very  competent  judges  to  be  in  all  reepecte  worthy 
of  the  author.  This  opinion  was  re-echoed  by  its  admirers  in 
Edinburgh ;  and,  among  the  commentaries  thna  elicited,  while 
priating,  was  the  following  extract  from  a  letter,  addressed  lo 
CamplMll  himself^  which  is  well  entitled  lo  precedence. 

EnanameB,  Jfank  It,  1809. 

...  I  have  seen  your  Gertrude.  The  sheets  were  sent 
to  Alison,  and  he  allowed  me,  though  very  hastily,  to  peruse 
them.  There  is  great  beauty,  and  great  tenderaeas,  and  bncy 
in  the  work — and  I  am  sure  it  will  be  very  popnLv,  The  latter 
part  is  exquisitely  pathetic,  and  the  whole  touched  with  those 
soft  and  skjiah  tints  of  purity  and  truth,  which  fall  like  enchant- 
ment on  all  minds  that  can  make  anything  of  such  matter*. 
Many  of  your  descriptjons  come  nearer  the  lone  of  "  The  Castle 
of  Indolence,"  than  any  succeeding  poetry,  and  the  pathos  is 
much  more  graceful  and  delicate.  .  .  .  But  there  are  faults  too, 
for  which  you  must  be  scolded.  In  the  first  place,  it  is  too 
short — not  merely  for  the  delight  of  the  reader — but,  in  some 
degree,  for  the  development  of  the  story,  and  for  giving  full 
effect  to  the  fine  scenes  that  are  delineabsd.  It  looks  almost  as 
if  jou  had  cut  out  large  portions  of  it,  and  tilled  np  the  g^ 
very-  imperfectly.     .     .     . 

There  is  little  on  nothing  said,  I  think,  of  the  early  love,  and 
of  the  childish  plays  of  your  pair,  and  nothing  certainly  of  thor 
pardDg,  and  the  ^ects  of  sepaiHtton  on  eaish'— though  yon  had 
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a  fine  subject  in  his  European  tour,  seeing  everything  with  the 
eyes  of  a  lover — a  free  man,  and  a  man  of  the  woods.     .     . 
It  ends  rather  abruptly — not  but  that  there  is  great  spirit  in  the 
description — but  a  spirit  not  quite  suitable  to  the  soft  and  sooth- 
ing tenor  of  the  poem.    The  most  dangerous  faults,  however, 
are  your  faults  of  diction.     There  is  still  a  good  deal  of  obscu- 
rity in  many  passages — and  in  others  a  strained  and  unnatural 
expression — an  appearance  of  labor  and  hardness;  you  have 
hammered  the  metal  in  some   places  till  it    has    lost  all   its 
ductility. 

lliese  are  not  great  faults,  but  they  are  blemishes ;  and  as 
dunces  will  find  them  out — ^noodles  will  see  them  when  they  are 
pointed  to.  I  wish  you  had  had  courage  to  correct,  or  rather 
to  avoid  them — for  with  you  they  are  faults  of  over-finishingy 
and  not  of  negligence.  I  have  another  fault  to  char^  you 
with  in  private — ^for  which  I  am  more  angry  with  you  &aii  for 
all  the  rest.  Your  timidity,  or  fastidiousness,  or  some  other 
knavish  quality,  will  not  let  you  give  your  conceptions  glowing, 
and  bold,  and  powerful,  as  they  present  themselves ;  but  you 
must  chasten,  and  refine,  and  soften  them,  forsooth,  till  half  their 
nature  and  grandeur  is  chiselled  away  from  them.  Believe  me, 
my  dear  C,  the  world  will  never  know  bow  truly  you  are  a 
great  and  original  poet,  till  you  venture  to  cast  before  it  some  of 
the  rough  pearls  of  your  fancy.  Write  one  or  two  things  with- 
out thinking  of  publication,  or  of  what  will  be  thought  of  them — 
and  let  me  see  them,  at  least,  if  you  will  not  venture  them  any 
further.  I  am  more  mistaken  in  my  prognostics  than  I  ever 
was  in  my  life,  if  they  are  not  twice  as  tall  as  any  of  your  full- 
dressed  children.  ...  I  write  all  this  to  you  in  a  terrible 
hurry — but  tell  me  instantly  when  your  volume  is  to  be  out. 

F.   JjBFFBlT. 

Expressions  of  admiration  from  other  classic  sources,  though 
less  discriminating,  were  not  less  candid  and  emphatic  In  re- 
ply to  one  of  these  private  friends,  Mr.  Teltbrd,  who  enjoyed  and 
cherished  the  Poet's  reputation  as  his  own,  thus  writes : — 

London,  March  *ltk,  1809. 
Yesterday's  poet  brought  me  your  welcome  letter.  I 
would  not  for  a  moment  resist  dispatching  it  to  Sydenham. 
Unusually  frequent  visits  plainly  bespoke  Sie  parental  anxiety 
respecting  the  reception  of  **  Gertrude"  in  his  native  city — and 
fix>m  "  the  friends  of  his  heart  1"  I  almost  blame  myself  for  this 
rashness.    Such  unqualified  applause  will  either  drive  fitmtie,  or 
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make  hjm  cuiDplete  the  epic  poem  on  "  Bruce,"  which  ha  hM 
threatened,  belure  he  closes  his  eyes.  If  I  <mce  hear  &om,  or 
see  him  more,  1  tthall  have  a  fine  story  to  tell  you. 

T.  Telford. 
The  "  welcome  letter,"  to  which  Mr.  Telford  aliudia,   and 
which,  like  the  former,  Campbell  regarded  as  an  affectionate  tro- 
phy, runs  thus : — 

EnaitCRau,  ifarcA  2d,  IBOV. 

You  never  conferred  su  great  a  kindness  upon  us  aa  in 
■ending  Gertrude.  I  was  frightened  to  meet  her.  But  I  have 
seen  her  ;  and  she  is  more  angelic  than  I  dared  to  hope,  and  as 
immortal  aa  her  author.  We  have  fought  for  her  :  we  have 
wept  with  her ;  quarrelled  with  regard  to  Jicr  beauties,  but  have 
always  ended  in  triumphing  in  her  esiBtence,  and  prophesying 
her  immortality.  All  this  I  might  have  told  you  iu  twenty- 
four  hours  after  I  received  your  invaluable  packets.  But  I  wished 
to  try  the  eKperimcot  with  better  heads  than  those  that  happen 
to  grow  at  urunt&Seld  Links  ;  so  she  was  dispatehed  immedi- 
ately to  Callander  Ilouae  :  you  all  know  what  must  be  the  tone 
of  feeUng  there,  at  this  moment.  The  effect,  however,  was 
greater  than  even  our  own  Poet  could  have  wished.  Mr.  S.  in- 
sisted upon  reading  it  firat  by  himself  and  he  returned  to  them 
as  pale  as  a  ghost,  and  literally  sick  with  weeping.  Mre.  S.'a 
rapture  rose  with  every  hne  ;  and  when  I  hinted  nome  appre- 
hension that  a  little  mora  detail  would  have  been  aceeptaUe  to 
the  unlearned  reader,  and  that  there  were  symptoms  of  an  iron 
hand  having  shorn  some  of  the  tresses  of  her  luxuriant  beau^, 
Mrs,  Stewart  declared,  most  positively,  that  "  she  was  perfe^ 
and  that  she  could  not  have  read  one  page  more  for  the  world." 
8o  much  for  Callander  House.     At  present  she  is  in  the  hands 

of to  whom  I  have  labored  to  introduce  her  with  all  the 

advantages,  and  with  all  the  address  in  my  power.  .  .  As 
for  Campbell,  tell  him,  that  all  those  he  cares  for,  are  more  than 
proud — that  they  neither  think  or  speak  of  rivals ;  and  that 
amid  all  their  wishes,  they  durst  not  have  imagined  (Gertrude. 
Tell  him  that  we  never  meet  without  speaking  of  Mrs.  Campbell 
and  his  boys ;  and  that  a  late  letter  of  his  to  Callander  House, 
hadall  the'effectathathe  could  wish  from  it*  .  .  .  A  thousand 
thanks  to  you — not  from  this  house  alone,  but  from  many  whom 
onr  Gertrude  has  delighted  and  conquered.  A.  Alison. 

*  A  letter  of  ccodolence  to  PmteMor  Dugald  Bhurt  and  bia  fiunily,  tlien 


I  know  you  will  lliiiik  mc  v 
fear  mow  the  reprehension  of  your  w 
little  ft  passion  tu  vanity,  than  any  ruj 
joo  the  reading  of  t)ies«  for  tno  rea» 
th«t  jou  are  inhireated  in  the  same  waj 
ed  UBters  would  be,  in  my  literary  rejK 
cut  as  to  tilt:  public  fute  of  the  poem, 
alive  to  the  first  opinions  of  it  as  mysi 
Jeffrey's  letter  1  inclc«c  for  your  p 
the  critticiHms  that  will  be  poftt  on  mi 
Alison's  letter,  is  a  tiling  belonging  t 
art's  tears  are  at  present  no  certain  b 
susceptible,  mind  is  reduced,  1  dare  sa 
nesH,  if  I  may  say  it  witli  due  reverent 
dear  friends,  let  me  »ak,~Is  it  very  gi 
the  first  Hymptoms  of  doubtful  auccCM 
so  dear  to  my  heart,  that  you  will  ex 
must  not  exdudu  your  family  from  he 
trude.  .  .  .  Ayt',  aye,  I  am  like  the 
•troem.  I  feel  myself  gcttiiig  into  tl 
oommunic&ting  the  puff  from  Alison, 
but  into  the  gulf  I  muti  go !  But  I  1 
that  is  the  reason  that  1  do  not  feat 
bating,  that  I  am  a  silly,  vain  creai 
brag  much  ulxiut  Munt^uc-ittreet,  i 
envy  Sydney  Siuith  I  Except  these  f 
black  is  the  white  of  niy  eye ! 
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an  urgent  request  to  Messrs.  Longman  and  Rees,  he  writes  to 
an  accomplished  friend,  and  hegs  her  to  take  up  the  cause  : — 

March,  2l8t,  1809. 

If  giving  trouble  be  a  true  testimony  of  friendship — an^ 
in  good  truth  I  feel  it  is — this  case  is  one  of  the  privileges  o„ 
that  noble  sentiment,  in  which  I  may  have  (many  times  before 
I  go  to  sleep  in  Westminster  Abbey)  occasion  to  demonstrate 
my  affection  for  you,  by  that  test  Alas  !  alas,  poor  Gertrude ! 
the  Poet  killed  her,  and  the  booksellers  are  determined  she  shall 
never  have  a  resurrection. 

The  agitation  I  feel  on  this  subject  is  quite  intolerable.  The 
delay  is  hurting  me  every  way.  At  this  season,  so  short  and 
precious,  every  day  lost  is  losing  the  prime  of  its  morning  sale. 
Messrs.  Longman  and  Rees  (though  1  hope  you  will  be  very 
civil  to  them)  are  certainly  not  pressing  the  bookbinders.  The 
book  has  been  printed  three  weeks.     .     .     . 

Be  so  good  as  to  tell  M.  that  the  only  verses  I  ever  wrote  re- 
specting Sir  John  Moore,  are  some  which  I  rather  think  will 
appear  in  the  papers  in  a  few  days.  This  copy  of  verses  was 
produced  in  consequence  of  an  application  from  the  Highland 
Society  to  give  them  some  poetical  celebration  of  the  martial 
glory  of  the  Scots  for  their  next  meeting.  Hie  request  was  com- 
municated in  a  very  polite  letter  from  the  secretai^.  I  answered 
by  declining  the  task ;  alleging,  as  I  truly  could,  a  press  of 
business,  indifferent  health,  and  want  of  promptitude  for  occa- 
sional verses  on  a  prescribed  subject.  The  secretary  sent,  in 
return,  an  invitation  from  the  Celtic  worthies  to  partake  of  their 
festival  (to-morrow)*  in  the  Freemasons*  Tavern,  with  a  pathetio 
lamentation  for  the  refusal  I  had  given — yet  still  accepting  the 
will  for  the  deed.  Touched  to  the  quick  with  their  pathos  and 
hospitality,  I  sent,  along  with  my  apology  for  being  unable  to 
honor  their  invitation,  a  sort  of  copy  of  verses  on  the  glory  of 
"  the  kilted  clans,*'  and  on  the  military  fame  of  poor  old  Scotland 
— written  with  an  aching  head,  yet  with  a  willing  heart  Heaven 
knows  what  Celtic  tongue  will  recite  them,  or  what  inaccurate 
paper  will  make  them  still  more  lame  than  they  are  1  But  I 
imagine  the  Highlanders  will  print  them.  In  those  verses  I 
have  alluded  to  Moore  in  three  stanzas  as  a  Scotsman.  These 
stanzas,  however,  are,  like  the  Greek  mentioned  by  Pallet,  not 

*  For  an  aocoont  of  this  festival,  see  the  papers  of  the  time.  The  iwrjet 
were  immediately  incorporated  with  his  oUier  poems.  V.  ed  1842,  page 
176. 
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worth  repeating,  llie  toasts  of  the  Highland  Society  will  there- 
fore probably  be  as  follows* — purely  national. 

.  .  .  Now,  Fanny  and  Mary,  my  fair  messengers !  take 
Gertrude  along  with  you  and  demand  "  why  your  sister  is  not 
yet  out  ?"  Ye  are  my  messengers — which,  in  Greek,  signifies 
angels ;  and  angels  indeed  ye  all  are — excepting  the  wings. 
What  a  pity  ye  had  not  these  to  save  the  yoking  of  horses — but 
we  shall  all  be  one  day  flying  like  pigeons  among  the  clouds  or 
above  the  clouds  in  a  happier  world  !  Pray  let  that  Montague- 
house  come  down  here,  where  the  spring  is  budding  so  beautifully. 

Yours  very  truly,  T.  C. 

Again,  in  the  same  cheerful  mood — happy  himself  and  striv- 
ing to  make  others  so — he  writes  : 

March  28. 

Thank  you,  my  dear  F ,  for  the  title,  (which  I  as- 
sure you  is  not  lost  on  a  heart  most  susceptible  at  least  of  your 
praise)  "  Best  poet  of  our  grove  !"  I  thought  of  the  justice  of 
your  remark  this  morning  at  seven,  when  I  accompanied  worthy 
Frank  Clasou  as  far  as  Dulwich.  The  wood  cutters  had 
finished  demolishing  Dulwich,  or  rather  Sydenham  Wood  down 
from  Heron^s  Gate.  There  will  now  be  no  nightingales  to 
sing  to  us ;  and  you  will  be  obhged,  instead  of  listening  to 
the  truly  best  poet  of  the  grove,  to  be  contented  with  the  best 
that  can  be  had.  And  so  we  shall  see  you,  and  all  the  people 
of  true  taste,  coming  to  listen,  and  linger,  and  point  their  finger 
and  cry,  "  Ha !  how  sweet  !** — not  to  "  the  jug-jug"  of  the  true 
nightingale — but  to  take  their  accepted  invitation  when  he  is 
jug-jugging  at  his  evening  ale,  and  warbling  melodious  strains 
to  the  tune  of  Erin  go  Bragh !  .  .  .  .  This  morning,  I 
assure  you,  I  associated  the  remembrance  of  you,  as  it  is  always 
linked  with  the  finest  and  most  pleasurable  meditations.  From 
the  Common,  which  was  all  in  mist,  Frank  and  I  got  to  the  top 

*  ToAsm— 1.  The  King  of  Scotland,  England,  and  Ir«]aiid  1 1 

2.  Phe  Poems  of  Oftian— eternal  iofiuny  to  Malodm  Jjuog\  and  may 
he  be  swallowed  up  in  the  great  snake  that  was  lately  thrpwn  oo  the  Oric- 
neys  1 1 — [See  previous  letter,  Feb  IS,  page  189«] 

8.  Eternal  brimstone  to  the  memoiy  ofBr.  JohnaoD,  and  all  oalmmiiators 
of  Sootland  I ! 

4.  May  the  taste  for  Ha^  Sheep's-head,  and  Jfr.  OM^MTt  Poenu, 
be  as  eternal  as  the  mountains  of  Scotland  1 1 1  (with  a  tkrm  Hmet  tkrtie,) 

6.  Success  to  the  cultivation  of  liie  true  prinaplM  of  marie  and  tiie  Scot- 
tish bag-pipe  1 

6.  The  Scotch  Fiddle ! ! ! 
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of  the  hill,  and,  though  he  is  a  lawyer,  the  scene  was  unaffect- 
edly impressive  to  him.  The  country  was  all  perplexed  and 
bewildered  with  mist;  trees,  and  water,  and  mountains,  and 
castles,  or  castle-Hke  houses,  were  scattered  all  about  us,  like 
islands  in  iiEiiry-land,  here  and  there  through  the  atmosphere. 
They  say  there  are  only  three  simple  elements  in  a  landscape — 
earth,  trees,  and  water — ^here  was  a  fourth.  The  mist  was  like 
a  becoming  drapery  on  a  beautiful  person.  Olason  immediately 
began  to  talk  of  £urope — law  pleas — assizes — ^and  sentences  of 
death !  Now,  I  thought  it  would  be  worth  our  sacrifice  if  we, 
poor  mortals,  could  give  up  all  the  effect  that  is  produced  by  the 
agency  of  the  passions,  in  epic  poetry,  in  tragedy,  for  the  sole 
pleasure  of  being  able  to  live  in  this  beauti^al  world  in  peace 
and  love  with  fine  landscapes  and  one  another  I  Was  not  this 
a  great  sacrifice  for  a  poet  9  Away  at  one  sweep  go  battles,  and 
blood,  and  midnight  conflagration,  and  all  those  enchanting  things ! 
Aye,  but  for  what  peace  and  friendship  and  such  scenes  as  these 
of  ours,  which  make  millions  happy  without  impoverishing  one  ! 
I  called  at  Dr.  Glennie's.  A  man  and  his  wife  who  robbed 
their  house — and  who,  to  say  the  truth,  richly  deserve  trans- 
portation— are  to  suffer  death This  is  horrible,  to  be 

sure,  and  by  no  means  like  the  view  from  Sydenham ;  but  I 
mention  it  because  Glennie,  who  was  quite  right,  after  all  my 
sentimentalizing,  to  prosecute  the  midnight  robbers  of  his  house 
— ^is  afflicted  by  the  circumstance,  and  wishes  to  do  something 
for  a  poor  infant  of  the  condemned  pair,  who  is  only  three  years 
old,  and  cannot,  from  being  too  young,  be  received  by  the  Phil- 
anthrophic  Society.  Do  you  know  any  humane,  noble,  or  rich 
person  who  will  take  this  child  under  their  protection  ?  God 
help  it !  I  pray  you,  for  Gk>d's  sake,  apply  to  any  noble  or 
great  person  you  know.  Glennie  says  he  will  support  the  child. 
He  is  not  rich  enough  to  be  justly  allowed  to  do  this,  and  is  too 
much  a  gentleman  to  be  partially  assisted.  Although  I  am  de- 
termined, if  I  should  beg  for  the  infant,  to  get  some  one  or  other 
of  the  powerful  of  this  country  to  snatch  an  innocent  from  per- 
dition   T.  C. 

P.  S.  Since  writing  about  the  poor  child,  I  am  glad  to  hear 
that  there  is  less  difficulty  than  we  at  first  apprehended  in  pro- 
viding for  it.  Matilda  has — ^with  a  feeling  which  I  cannot  sup- 
press the  mention  of — ^promised  that  wherever  the  little  girl  is 
placed,  she  will  look  after  her  as  a  mother,  and  see  to  her  com- 
fortable and  moral  education T.  C. 
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At  leDgth,  finely  printed  in  quarto,  and  inscribed  to  his  steady 
friend  and  patron,  Lord  Holland,  Gertrude  of  Wyoming  was  in- 
troduced to  the  public  The  first  perusal  of  the  Poem  justified 
the  character  that  had  preceded  it ;  and  the  cordial  reception  of 
his  heroine  formed  a  bright  epoch  in  the  Foetus  life.  On  the 
same  day  a{)peared  a  Number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  open- 
ing with  a  brilliant  article  on  Gertrude,  and  the  genius  of  its 
author  : — "  We  rejoice  once  more,'*  said  the  writer,  "  to  see  a 
polished  and  pathetic  poem  in  the  old  style  of  EngHsh  pathoa 
and  poetry.  This  is  of  the  pitch  of  the  Castle  of  Indolence,  and 
the  finer  parts  of  Spenser ;  with  more  feeling  in  many  places 
than  the  first,  and  more  condensation  and  diligent  finishing  than 
the  latter.*'  Then  adverting  to  the  popular  poems  of  the  day, 
it  is  added,  *^  We  have  endeavored,  on  former  occasions,  to  do 
justice  to  the  force  and  originality  of  these  brilliant  production's, 
as  well  as  to  the  genius,  fitted  for  higher  things,  of  their  authors; 
and  have  little  doubt  of  being  soon  called  upon  for  a  renewed 
tribute  of  applause.  But  we  cannot  help  saying,  in  the  mean- 
time, that  the  work  before  us  belongs  to  a  class  which  comes 
nearer  to  our  conception  of  pure  and  perfect  poetry.  Such  pro- 
ductions do  not,  indeed,  strike  so  strong  a  blow  as  the  vehement 
effusions  of  our  modem  Trouveurs ;  but  they  are  calcalated, 
we  think,  to  please  more  deeply,  and  to  call  out  more  penna- 
nently  those  trains  of  emotion,  in  which  the  delight  of  poetry 
will  be  found  to  consist  They  may  not  be  so  loudly  nor  so 
universally  applauded;  but  their  fiEune  will  probably  endure 
longer,  and  they  will  be  oftener  recalled  to  mingle  with  the  rev- 
eries of  solitary  leisure,  or  the  consolations  of  real  sorrow. 
There  is  a  sort  of  poetry,  no  doubt,  as  there  is  a  sort  of  flowers, 
which  can  bear  the  broad  sun  and  the  ruffling  winds  of  the 
world  ;  which  thrive  under  the  hands  and  eyes  of  indiacriminat* 
ing  multitudes,  and  please  as  much  in  hot  and  crowded  saloona 
as  in  their  own  sheltered  repositories ;  but  the  finer  and  the  purer 
sorts  blossom  only  in  the  shade,  and  never  give  out  their  sweets 
but  to  those  who  seek  them  amid  the  quiet  and  seclusion  of  the 
scenes  which  gave  them  birth.  There  are  torrents  and  cascades 
which  attract  the  admiration  of  tittering  parties,  and  of  which 
even  the  busy  must  turn  aside  to  catch  a  transient  glance ;  but 
the  ^  haunted  stream'  steals  through  a  still  and  s3itary  land- 
scape ;  and  its  beauties  are  never  revealed  but  to  him  who  strays 
in  calm  contemplation,  by  its  oouise,  and  follows  its  waDderings 
with  undiminished  and  unimpatient  admiration.** 

These  extracts  may  show  that  the  Poet  was  singularly  Ibrta- 
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Date  in  bis  critic;  but  as  the  article  iUelf  ia  acceaaible  to  all 
readers  of  "  The  Edinburgh  Review," — the  great  intellectual  r«- 
pertonum  of  that  day — the  fiicts  noder  Dotice  may  be  restricted 
to  a  few  Imef  sentences. 

The  character  of  genuine  poetry,  as  defined  in  this  critical 
analysis,  is  illnstrsted  by  many  of  those  Htrihing  pasat^^ea  in 
which  the  poem  so  much  abounds  ;  and,  in  confirmation  of  the 
opinion  then  expressed,  may  now  be  added  the  testimony  and 
experience  of  nearly  forty  years,  during  which  Gertrude  has  been 
adding  to  the  number  of  her  admirers,  and  still  appears  as  fresb, 
and  lovely,  and  intensely  interesting,  as  on  the  day  of  her  first 
coming  out.  The  beauties  of  the  poem,  as  described  with  equal 
truth  and  brevity,  "consist  chiefly  in  the  feeling  and  tendernen 
of  the  whole  di^lineation ;  and  the  taste  and  deHcacy  with  which 
all  tbe  subordinate  parts  are  made  to  contribute  to  the  general 
effect."  And  the  passage  which  might  justify  all  that  is  said  in 
praise  of  tbe  poem,  is  the  death-scene,  beginning — 

.    ,         .    "  Where  fires  beneath  the  snn 

And  blended  uins  and  whits  parilions  glow — " 

And  ending — 

"  Hnsbed  were  his  Gertrude's  lim  I  but  Mill  the»  Uaod 
And  beautiful  expreaaioo  seem  d  to  melt 
With  lore  that  could  not  die  I  and  still  hia  baud 
8be  presses  to  tbe  heart  no  mnre  that  felt 
Ah,  he«rt  I  where  om*  each  ftmd  aflfeelitm  dwelt. 
And  fe»tiires  yet  that  spoke  a  soul  moTB  Ur  1" — S^km  ma. 

Of  the  smaller  pieces  it  is  said,  "The  Mariners  of  England" 
is  n  splendid  instance  of  the  most  magnificent  dictioji.  The 
"  Battle  of  the  Baltic,"  in  which  "  nothing  can  bo  more  im- 
pressive than  the  very  ebort  and  simple  description  of  the  British 
fleet*  bearing  up  to  close  action.  .  .  ,  The  description  of 
tbe  battle  itself  is  in  the  same  spirit  of  homely  sablimity,  and 
worth  a  thousand  stanzas  of  thunder — shrieks — shouts — tri- 
dents— and  heroes."  He  two  ballad-piecea,  composed  at  Sy- 
denham, are  considered  favorable  spednienB  of  his  powers  in  a 
new  line  of  exertion:  "GIenara"f  is  quoted  entire;  bat  the 
other,  "Lord  Ullin's  Daughter,"  is  allowed  to  be  the  more 
beautiful. 

*  By  luming  to  page  il9  af  tha  preaeot  volume,  the  reader  wiU  find 
the  stoiitas  here  quoted  in  illiistratiun,  marltiHl  0. — 14. 

\  Olenois  bos  beeu  noticed,  p^e  163  ;  but  it  is  only  in  The  Family  L*- 
ifrnd  of  Jouma  Balllie,  that  the  wild  and  rotnantic  ttaditka  has  been 
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The  judgment  thus  pronounced  on  the  genius  and  influence 
of  Campbcirs  poetry,  has  never  been  reversed.  The  discrimi- 
nating taste  of  the  critic,  however,  though  captivated  with  the 
beauties  of  the  poem,  did  not  overlook  those  incidental  blem- 
ishes from  which  no  human  composition  is  exempt.  The 
narrative  was  considered  ohscure  and  imperfect;  various  pas- 
sages were  thought  incorrect,  or  almost  unintelligible ;  but  the 
**  constraint  and  obscurity  of  the  diction "  were  explained  as  the 
result  ^'  of  too  laborious  an  effort  at  emphasis  and  condensation.** 
Such,  indeed,  was  the  fact ;  laboring  to  be  at  once  concise  and 
brilliant,  he  became  obscure ;  yet  no  author,  perhaps,  ever  bene- 
fited less  by  public  criticism.  He  had  an  almost  superstitious 
dread  of  retouching  anything  after  it  was  printed ;  and  thus, 
though  perfectly  sensible  of  his  error,  the  blemishes  and  beauties 
of  the  poem  hold  nearly  the  same  relative  position  in  the  last, 
as  they  did  in  the  first  edition.  The  former,  however,  are  only 
slight  inadvertences,  and,  in  company  with  the  latter,  may  pass 
unobserved  ;  but  others  are  more  obvious — that,  for  example, 
where  he  introduces  into  Pennsylvanian  landscape  various  ani- 
mal and  vegetable  productions  peculiar  to  the  Old  World.  This, 
though  a  mere  oversight,  was  still  '*  a  sin  against  natural  his- 
tory ;*'  but  numerous  editions  of  the  poem  having  been  called 
for,  and  no  objections  stated  against  the  panthers*  flaminpoe$, 
and  aloes,  which  he  had  made  to  figure  in  the  woods  and  lawns 
of  Wyoming,  his  poetic  colony  was  allowed  to  retain  quiet  pos- 
session of  the  new  settlement ;  at  least,  until 


''the  evil  Manitou  that  dries 


Th'  Ohio  woods  ooosumes  them  in  his  ire  .  .  .  " — Sian.  zm. 

The  reviewer  **  closes  the  volume  with  feelings  of  regret  for 
its  shortness,  and  of  admiration  for  the  genius  of  its  author," 
adding,  "  There  are  but  two  noble  sorts  of  poetiy — the  pathetic 
and  the  sublime ;  and  we  think  he  has  given  very  extraordinary 
proofe  of  his  talents  for  both.'^  .  .  .  "We  wish  any  praises 
or  exhortations  of  ours  had  the  power  to  give  him  confidence  in 
his  own  ^eat  talents ;  and  hope  earnestly  that  he  will  now  meet 
with  such  encouragement  as  may  set  him  above  aU  restraints 
that  proceed  from  apprehension,  and  induce  him  to  give  free 
scope  to  that  genius,  of  which  we  are  persuaded  that  the  world 
has  hitherto  seen  rather  the  grace  than  the  riches." 

*  I  am  just  infonned  by  an  American  friend,  Kr.  &,  tint  Ifae  Pbet  is 
right  as  to  the  PaniKer.^Avguit,  1847. 
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These  sentiments  were  cordially  shared  hj  other,  though  less^ 
weighty  authorities ;  and  so  tiberallj  was  the  poem  quoted,  that 
nearly  every  stanza  was  pointed  out  as  an  example  of  *^  melting 
pathos,^'  **  polished  diction,"  or  some  other  characteristic  of  poetical 
excellence.  Whatever  had  been  said  of  ^^The  Pleasures  of  Hope,'' 
was  repeated  with  increased  emphasis  in  praise  of  ^*  Gertrude ;" 
and  it  was  admitted  on  all  hands,  that,  in  the  path,  of  genuine 
poetry,  the  author  had  made  another  important  step,  and  es- 
tablished new  claims  to  admiration. 

The  reception  given  to  the  poem  in  America  was  cordial  and 
flattering.  *^  It  contains,"  says  an  elegant  writer  of  the  New 
Country,  ^'  passages  of  exquisite  grace  and  tenderness ;  others 
of  spirit  and  grandeur;  and  the  character  of  Outalissi  is  a 
classic  deUneation  of  one  of  our  native  savages — ^  a  stoic  of  the 
woods,  a  man  without  a  tear.'  What  gave  this  poem  especial 
interest  in  our  eyes,  and  awakened  a  strong  feeling  of  good-will 
towards  the  author,  was  that  it  related  to  our  own  country,  and 
was  calculated  to  give  a  classic  cliarm  to  some  of  our  own  home 
scenery." 

It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  praise  in  such  a  strain,  and 
from  such  high  sources,  was  not  lost  upon  the  sensitive  author. 
The  grateful  confidence  it  inspired,  became  a  new  stimulus  to 
ambition  :  and  he  resolved,  by  a  more  lofty  and  sustained  effort, 
to  verify  the  predictions  of  his  critic,  the  theme  which  had 
long  dwelt  in  his  mind,*  and  on  which  he  was  now  desirous  to 
concentrate  all  his  force,  was  the  struggle  for  Scottish  independ- 
ence in  the  thirteenth  century.  The  hero  was  to  have  been 
Wallace,  the  '^Knight  of  EUerslie" — whose  glorious  deeds  and 
ignominious  death,  were  intended  to  have  been  the  groundwork 
of  an  epic  poem.  By  what  obstacles  he  was  diverted  from  his 
purpose  will  be  seen  hereafter ;  but,  delayed  from  month  to 
month,  and  from  year  to  year,  the  subject  was  at  length  aban- 
doned. 

Before  quitting  this  portion  of  the  work,  I  am  bound  to  no- 
tice an  unfortunate  mistake  in  the  text  of  Gertrude,  which 
caused  much  pain  to  a  respectable  citizen  of  Wyoming,  and  no 
little  regret  to  the  Poet  himself.  The  mistake,  so  justly  com- 
plained of,  was  the  epithet  applied  to  one  of  the  characters  in 
the  poem — **  the  monster  Brandt" — thereby  inflicting  a  severe 
stigma  upon  a  man  who,  in  reality,  had  served  the  cause  of 
honor  and  humanity.     Nothing  could  exceed  Campbell's  sur- 


♦  See  page  177,  projected  ** Queen  of  the  North"  806. 


524  LIFE    AND    LETTERS   OF  THOMAS  CAMPBBLU  [1800. 

•prise  and  re^et,  on  being  made  fully  sensible  that  the  name  he 
had  consigned  to  infamy  in  his  poem,  was,  in  fact,  that  of  a  man 
whose  life  and  conduct  had  entitled  him  to  respect  and  grati- 
tude. Convinced  that  he  had  been  totally  misled  in  his  delinea- 
tion of  the  Indian  chief— one  of  Nature's  noblemen — ^he  took 
instant  measures  to  repair  the  injury — so  far  as  it  could  be  re- 
paired. After  a  personal  interview  with  the  son  of  Brandt,  then 
in  London,  he  publicly  retracted  his  mistake,  and  caused  the 
following  note*  to  be  inserted  in  every  subsequent  edition  of 
his  poems,  where,  in  justice  to  his  memory,  every  aspersion  was 
withdrawn,  and  "the  name  of  Brandt'*  pronounced  to  be  "a 
pure  and  declared  character  of  fiction."f 


*  **  I  took  the  character  of  Brandt,  in  the  poem  of  Qertrude,  firom  the 
common  historicB  of  Enghmd,  all  of  which  represeoted  him  as  a  bloody 
and  bad  man— -even  among  savages — and  chief  agent  in  the  horrible  deso- 
lation of  Wyoming.  Some  years  after  this  poem  appeared,  the  son  of 
Brandt^  a  most  interesting  and  intelligent  youth,  came  over  to  England, 
and  I  formed  an  acquaintance  with  hum,  on  whidi  I  still  lode  back  with 
pleasura  He  appealed  to  my  sense  of  honor  and  justice  on  his  own  part, 
and  on  that  of  his  sister,  to  retract  the  unfiiir  aspersions,  which,  unoonadoas 
of  their  unfairness,  I  had  cast  on  his  &ther*s  memory.  He  theo  referred 
me  to  documents  which  completely  satisfied  me  that  the  common  acoounts 
of  Brandt's  cruelties  at  Wyoming  were  gross  eirors ;  and  that^  in  point  of 
(jB^  Brandt  was  not  even  present  at  that  scene  of  desolatioo.  .  .  Had 
I  known  this  when  I  was  writing  my  poem,  Brandt  should  not  have  fiignred 
in  it  as  the  hero  of  mischieC  It  is  but  bare  Justioe  to  say  thtia  mudi  of  a 
Mohawk  Indian,  who  spoke  Erglish  eloquently,  and  was  thou^t  capable 
of  writing  a  history  of  tne  Six  Nations.  I  ascertained,  alsb,  that  he  often 
strove  to  mitigate  the  erudty  of  Indian  warfare.  The  name  of  Bkakot, 
therefore^  remains  in  my  poem  as  a  pure  and  declared  ekaraeter  ofJieiioHr — 
T.  0. 

f  But  "  why,  after  so  frank  an  apdpgy,"  it  was  asked,  **  did  he  sufler 
the  name  to  remain  in  the  text  T  Because  **  its  suppression  would  have 
involved  him  in  the  necessibr  of  reconstmcdztt  several  stanas ;  and  if  th« 
reason  was  but  indifferent,  iberkyms  was  good." 


btS.]  o'oonrox's  ohilo. 


CHAPTER    IIV. 

OVomoRV  CSILD. 

Havino  adverted  to  tliis  new  epoch  in  the  Poet's  life  with  as 
much  brevity  as  the  Butject  would  kdmit,  1  Feturn  to  the  nar- 
rative of  bis  private  literary  career,  upon  which  the  receptjon  of 
his  new  poem  appears  to  have  exercised  an  important  influence. 
Though  withdrawn  from  the  busj  world  in  his  retirement  at 
Sydenham,  "  the  genius  of  Campbell,  like  a  true  brilliant,  flashed 
occasionally  on  the  public  eye  in  a  number  of  exquisite  little 
poems."  The  theme  of  his  next  piece  "  was  suggested  by  se«- 
mg  a  flower  in  hia  own  garden,  called  love-lUi-bleeding ;  and 
to  this  trivial  circumstance  ne  are  indebted  for  the  exquisite 
story  of  "  O'Connor's  Child."  It  was  written  daring  the  autumn, 
finished  in  December,  sent  to  press  in  January,  and  carae  out 
with  another  edition  of  Gertrude,  early  in  the  spring.  It  is  su- 
perfluous to  say  that  this  deeply  pathetic  poem  fully  sustained, 
if  it  did  not  advance,  the  reputation  acqnired  by  Gertrude ;  and 
was  considered,  by  good  juoges,  as  the  most  highly  finished  of 
all  his  minor  pieces.  It  is  the  only  poem,  perhaps,  in  which  the 
author  has  repented  himself.  I  allude  to  the  lines — 
m  bermitasa 


Among  other  playful  efforts  of  his  muse,  in  which  there  is 

*  He  tbonght  sod  even  the  wcrdi  are  tliui  repeated  in  the  "  IJnei  oq 
leanng  a  Kene  b  Bavaria." 

"  T««,  I  h»v«  loved  thj  wild  abode, 

TTokDOWn,  viipliMglud,  vtUraddeti  ihon; 
Wbere  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road, 
And  scarce  the  fiaber  plies  an  oar, 
At  ■mii'i  ntglmt  I  lore  t/iat  man.'  .  ,  .  Slmutrn. 
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much  epigrammatic  point  and  elegance,  were  the  ^^  Lines  on  tell- 
ing her  faults  to  F.  W.  M." — a  lady  who  had  accused  him  of 
not  being  able  to  read  any  writing  but  hift  own ;  and  it  really 
was  a  great  difficulty  to  him.  He  said  he  would  be  ^  reven^ed^ 
and  recorded  his  revenge  thus : — 

**  lu  Fannv's  praise  let  others  talk ; 

ril  tell  the  blemish  of  her  nature- 
It  is  Dot  iD  her  speech  or  walk, 

Her  convereatioD  or  her  stature. 
I  like  her  heart ;  'tis  warm  to  fri^ids ; 

Her  face  I  could  not  wish  to  raiy ; 
And,  polished  to  her  finger  ends, 

Her  form  has  something  statuary. 
Her  taste — Fm  vain  enough  to  deem — 

Is  good,  because  with  mine  it  tallies; 
Her  wity  I  very  mudi  esteem — 

Save  when  my  own  dear  self  it  rallies  I 
And  yet — I  will  not  while  I  live 

For  all  your  worth  and  virtues  many — 
I  will  not  one  tadfaxM  fSc>rgive ; 

You  vyrite  illegibly ^  mj  Fanny !"  .  .  . 

T.  CSepL,  ItK 

As  a  relaxation  from  severer  studies,  the  Poet  took  up  at  in- 
tervals his  old  metier  of  Maitre-de-langue.  With  three  joung 
ladies  for  his  pupils — in  whose  service  the  pencil  of  Lawrence 
had  been  employed — he  delighted  to  revise  his  Latin  or  Greek 
favorites,  and  point  out  their  beauties  in  the  way  already  men- 
tioned* in  these  pages.  In  a  letter  of  this  date,  written  in  his 
new  quality  of  master,  he  asks,  **  Whether  his  pupils  are  pre- 
pared to  receive  him  in  the  evening,  that  he  may  ascertain  what 
progress  they  have  made  with  the  mceptive  verbs  in  <eo/"  Be- 
ing answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  satisfied  with  the  progress 
tluy  had  made,  he  resumes  the  higher  office  of  poet,  and  next 
morning  sends  the  following  epigram  :— 

'^  To  be  instructed  by  the  Graoet» 
Let  other  bards  their  fiivor  sue ; 
But  when  I  view  your  leaminy  hjotB, 
Dear  Mary,  Fanny,  Carohne, 
A  more  delightful  boast  is  mine ; 
I  teach  the  Graces  while  Fm  teacliii^  jfoiL*— T.  CL 

Writing  in  a  serio-comio  humor  to  one  of  then  ladies,  he 
gives  the  following  account  of  his  visirto  Mis.  Siddons. 

*  See  eiample  of  this  strong  psrtialitj  for  dsaiie  anliqiiity,  psge  68. 
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Jtm.  ISfA,  1810. 

I  have  just  returiMd  from  an  important  vuit  .  .  .  Ha 
great  Que«n  of  Tragedy  wrote  to  me,  Baying,  that  a  co|iy  of 
Gertrude  had  arrived,  after  many  months  delay,  which  she  be- 
lieved to  be  her  onn.  She  thanked  me  for  the  present.  I  had 
long  meditated  a  visit,  and  attempted  to  make  out  one,  but  was 
taken  so  ill  at  the  Hummums,  that,  after  being  nearly  disposed 
of,  I  returned,  re  in/ecla,  to  Sydenham  .  .  .  After  a  sleepless 
night,  I  set  out  again  this  moruing ;  and,  mounting  the  topmost 
height  of  the  Sydenham  coach,  was  conveyed  for  the  moderate 
charge  of  one-and-sixpence  to  the  Elephant  and  Castle  .  .  . 
After  meandering  along  the  many-toming  paths  that  lead  to 
Paddington,  and  crossmg  the  Park,  I  met  Lady  Perth,  with 
whom  I  conversed  in  state  for  a  whole  hour,  talking  broad 
Scotch  ...  At  length  I  arrived  at  the  picturesque  banka  of  the 
Paddington  canal  ...  By  this  time  the  exercise  had  thrown 
me  into  what  physicians  call  a  moderate  transpiration.  I  had 
thrown  off  my  great  coat  which  I  was  carrying  in  a  simple- 
minded  manner,  over  my  left  arm,  holding  in  my  right  hand  a 
pair  of  yellow  gloves,  for  which  I  had  paid  half-a-crown,  in  order 
to  appear  in  a  more  genteelish  style  before  the  object  of  my  ex- 
pedition! .  .  And  now  I  lifted  up  my  eyes  and  beheld  two 
female  figures  on  the  road  two  hundred  yards  off.  It  was  not 
Diana  and  her  nymphs  on  the  banks  of  the  Eurotas.  It  was 
Mrs.  Siddons  and  Miss  Patty  Wilkinson  on  the  shores  of  th« 
Paddington  canal  !*  ,  .  .  I  was  taken  rather  aback — for  I  had 
suddenly  to  whip  on  my  great  coat,  and  adjust  myself  for  the 
interview.  I  knew  them  at  the  first  glimpse ;  but  affecting  an 
enamored  contemplation  of  the  scene,  I  loosed  on  the  fields  and 
dusl-bargea,  as  if  I  were  ruminating  a  description  of  their  beau- 
ties. I  was  not  inattentive,  in  the  mean  time,  to  minutiie.  Un< 
der  the  specioug  pretext  of  coughing,  I  wiped  the  dew  from  mj 
fitce,  pushed  my  cravat  close  up  to  my  tbroat  to  prevent  mj 

■  Mn,  Siddods'  cotti^  was  at  Wegthoumc^  E^uldiiigtoci. 
"...  The  msnnao,  cottage.  baU,  or  bat — 
Cairt  what  vou  will— has  room  within 
To  lodge  the  King  of  Lillipui— 

Bat  not  hii  coiut,  nor  jet  his  Qneen  .  .  . 
Perhaps  youll  cir  on  hearing  Uua, 

What  r  ev«i7  thing  so  yaj  mnaU  t 
Ko :  nhe  that  made  it  what  it  is, 

Haa  fTtalnuM  that  makss  np  tot  all* 
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neck,  or,  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  thrapple,  from  being  seen.  I  also 
recollected  that  my  old  wig,  in  its  days  of  dotage,  had  taken  a 
fancy,  instead  of  adhering  to  my  bald  pate,  to  which  it  is  legally 
united,  to  contract  an  alM  attachment  to  my  hat,*  and  thereby, 
in  the  grave  act  of  salutation,  to  expose,  by  its  partiality  for  the 
hat,  the  whole  of  my  shaven  poll  to  the  view  of  my  admirers. 
Giving,  therefore,  a  pull  to  its  forelock,  I  got  my  hat  ready  for 
the  salutation,  and  went  through  the  ceremony  with  peculiar 
elegance. 

The  Queen  was  very  glad  to  see  me — and  here  I  can  laugh 
at  hat  or  wig  no  more.  I  was  overcome,  even  to  tears,  by  the 
whole  meeting.  .  .  .  The  aflfection  in  her  behavior,  and  the  per- 
fect dignity  and  propriety  of  all  her  words  and  looks,  in  allusion 
to  the  occasion,  were  to  me  irresistible.  .  .  .  She  showed  me 
her  youngest  daughter,!  who  is  so  very  like  "  The  Siddons,"  that 
when  I  looked  at  her,  she  guessed  my  thoughts,  and  asked  me 
if  she  did  not  remind  me  of  her  ?  .  .  .  She  appeared  at  this 
time  to  be  deeply  affected,  and  even  wept  I  thought  it  a  mark 
of  her  good  sense  and  dignity,  that,  even  in  alluding  to  other 
melancholy  subjects,  she  spoke  with  perfect  tranquillity,  and 
even  passed  from  them  to  gayer  topics  without  violence  or  effort 
At  parting,  she  took  both  my  hands,  and  prayed  that  we  should 
not  lose  sight  of  each  other.  ...  I  told  her  candidly  the  diffi- 
culty of  my  paying  her  visits,  at  such  a  distance.  **  Well,  tiien,** 
she  said,  **  let  me  come  and  see  you."  I  held  her  to  her  prom- 
be  ;  and  she  is  to  come  and  dine  with  me  when  the  d^  are 
longer.  ...  T.  C. 

Another  "  formidable  visit,"  paid  to  a  ^Eunily  for  whom  he 
ever  afterwards  cherished  feelings  of  respect,|  and  in  which  his 
sister  resided  as  governess,  is  thus  humorously  reported: — 
^ .  ,  ,  I  was  a  little  afraid  of  the  Dover-street  interview  with  the 
M.*s.  Although  my  sister  spoke  of  them  highly,  I  had  contracted 
an  idea  that  they  were  proud  people.     On  my  way  I  had  pre- 

*  An  instance  in  pomt  is  mentioDed  in  Hie  New  MonOiIy  Raninweeiien 
of  Campbell,  now  puMwhing.  Having  aooompsiiied  tome  fiiendB  od  their 
way  homewards,  alter  dining  at  his  hmue,  it  WM  nnniossd  at  ptftiqg  tiiat 
thov  8hould  say  good  night  with  three  dieeni,  andjiats  off  I  la  the  act  of 
pulling  off  his  hat>  however,  Campbell  ficHUid  that  it  wm  aeoompeiued  by 
the  wig.  which  stuck  to  it  like  ite  own  Uoiog.  I  onfy  qoflte  from  memory ; 
but  the  anecdote  is  cfaarscterieUc^  and  w^  told  in  the  RtmSmewpces  re- 
ferred ia. 

t  See  CampbeUs  «* Life  of  Mn.  Siddooa" 

t  See  the  l\)eta  Letten  from  St  Leooud*!,  1881-4L 
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pared  to  put  my  looks  and  manaera  into  the  moat  dignified  atti- 
tude !  But  though  I  b«haved  Bublitnely  to  the  footman,  and 
almost  knocked  him  down  with  overawe,  I  had  no  iu}oner  got  to 
the  inside  of  the  drawing-room,  than  I  found  it  better  to  put  off 
my  godlike  air,  and  resume  iiiy  human  appearance.  They  were 
plain,  Benaible,  and  civil  people,  with  good  charactoristica,  and  a 
little  eordialiiy  of  manner — just  what  I  wanted — nothing  that 
was  over-much,  or  that  might  have  led  me  to  suppose  they  were 
Baying  in  their  hearts, '  Let  us  be  kind  and  civil  to  this  man,  and 
not  avail  ooreelves  of  his  sister  being  our  governess."  Mm. 
M 19  particularly  lady-Uke  in  her  manners  and  appear- 
ance. ...  I  am  quit«  glad  that  my  sister  is  there.  ...  I  stayed 
to  dine  with  them,  and  took  the  latest  Dulwich  coach." 

Passing  to  another  subject — that  of  literary  task-work,  and 
its  depressing  effects,  he  adds  : — "  I  was  much  out  of  spirits  the 
evening  I  c^ed.  ...  I  have  taken  to  heart  more  than  usual 
the  necessity  1  see  before  me  of  this  perpetual  gal  ley -slavery, 
which  will  for  ever  debar  me  from  the  only  consolation  of  my 
eibtance — that  of  writing,  or  atl«mptin^  to  write,  poetry.  I 
see  no  hope  of  rescue  from  unprofitable  drudgery.  It  is  quite 
clear  that  1  must  make  down  my  mind  to  this.  .  .  .  But  I  was 
in  the  very  act  of  bringing  it  down  when  I  called  ;  lind  the  put- 
tini^  on  of  tight  boots  is  often  more  painfiil  than  wearing  them.  .  . 
Excepting  the  article  sleep,  I  have,  in  all  the  comforts  of  life, 
more  advantages  than  a  cart-horse,  though  an  equal  prospect 
of  dragging  and  drudgery  !  But  don't  be  ofl'ended  that  I  called 
even  under  the  influence  of  evil  thoughts  ;  you  know  it  is  only 
real  friends  that  one  can  see  in  those  humors,  and  the  sight  of 
a  friend  is  a  great  relief  to  them."  The  letter  concludes  with  ft 
handsome  compliment  to  his  sister,  and  a  desire  to  introduce  her 
to  his  best  friends — "  almost  the  only  brotherly  attention  he  has 
it  in  his  power  to  show  the  good,  worthy  old  maid  !"* 

The  drudgery  to  which  he  alludes  as  so  irksome  and  discou- 
raging, was  nearly  the  same  as  hitherto — occasional  papers  for 
magazines  and  reviews,  with  biographical  sketches  intended  for 
the  Selections,  and  the  first  outline  of  his  Lectures  on  Poetry. 

In  a  "shrewd  report"  from  "the  nursery,"  this  month,  ha 
utter*  the  following  prognostics  : — 

AprU,  18la 
Let  me  inform  you  of  other  affiurs,  only  second  in  impor- 
tance to  the  Pig,  the  Kitten,  and  the  Ode  to  Fancy,     Thomaa, 


preferred  liim  to  all  other  top.     Th 

of  liH  sltacliment I  ha^e  d 

make  an  excelleot  lawyer ;  for,  judg 
ptnnts  of  the  law,"  he  took  forma 
"  mine  hone,"  nud  beatrode  it  lum 
will  either  turn  out  a  great  poet — or 
deKteroua  at  GctJon.     He  pcnuadei 
"  the  hotoe  waa  quite  tired  with  conui 
that  he  would  bite  him  if  he  came 
him  if  he  came  behind  his  heeb  !     Tl 
chicane,  as  well  as  poetry,  in  all  this  I 
....  I  hftve  not  been  idle,  atoiinj 
with  images  as  well  as  facta  of  moralit} 
deity.     I  have  compared  liim  to  the 
brought  dismay  and  din  into  the  wal 
compared  him  to  the  horse  of  Nero, 
I  have  seen  also  in  him  an  emblem  of 
best,  but  toys ;  for  hia  owner  to-day  at 
ing  him ! *        * 

The  noit  letter  preaento  a  sad  reye 
first  stroke  of  domestic  affliction  hat 
heart,  and  for  a  time  rendered  hitn  et 
in  daily  task.  His  youngest  child,  . 
firadest  parental  Lopes,  and  the  theme 
was  seized  with  scarlet  fever.  Dr.  Mat 
him ;  but  the  case  was  malitmant.  ■»' 
few  d»«     r'.      •  ■■ 
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Jvly  21,  1810. 

Having  undergone  various  modifications  of  distress,  ex- 
treme depression,  violent  dotation,  and  sometimes  a  mixture  of 
both,  I  am  so  far  from  being  yet  composed,  that  I  cannot  suffi- 
ciently thank  you  for  your  letter  of  consolation,  for  the  interest 
you  have  felt,  and  the  advice  you  have  given,  on  the  present 
crisis.  Yet,  believe  me,  I  am  not  insensible  to  your  kindness, 
although  I  am  so  far  from  being  able  to  express  myself  in  proper 

terms In  fact,  the  distress  has  affected  my  memory — I 

should  rather  say,  my  common  sense  and  energy — for  the  mem- 
ory of  my  friends  can  never  be  weakened.  .  .  .  But  the  presence 
of  mind,  the  power  of  looking  to  minute  things  and  properties, 
all  the  tranquil  and  easy  movements  of  my  mind,  have  gone 
since  the  agonizing  event.  ...  I  mourn  still  for  my  child !  I 
cry  out — "  Absalom,  my  son  Absalom  !  would  to  God  I  had  died 
for  thee !"  I  think  that  once  I  had  the  soft,  lovely  hands  of 
two  children  to  go  into  each  of  mine,  and  now  I  have  but  one. 
...  I  think  of  my  cherub,  and  see  him  playing  on  the  Com- 
mon before  me.  .  .  .  But  now — - 

I  bid  you  adieu,  my  dearest  F.,  with  the  most  perfect  esteem 
that  a  friend  can  have  for  another.  Never  have  I  met  with  a 
kinder  or  more  intelligent  adviser — with  a  tact  and  feeling  the 
most  minute,  and  a  power  of  consideration  the  most  unvaried 
and  uniform.  T.  C. 

August  Zd, 

I  have  not  been  able  to  see  you  to-day.  I  had  thought 
the  wound  was  better  skinned  over  than  I  find  it.  ...  I  am 
weaker  than  I  thought.  ...  I  shall  soon  be  stronger.  .  .  .  Yet 
oh,  my  son,  my  son !  I  see  him  everywhere !  I  believe  we  feel 
solace  in  proportion  to  misfortunes.  I  feel  the  value  of  your 
affection  the  higher,  the  deeper  that  I  feel  my  spirits  fall. 

T.  C. 

In  this  state  of  mind,  literary  occupations  were  much  neglect- 
ed. Even  letter-writing  was  discontinued — and  what  was  ac- 
tually accomplished,  showed  very  clearly  that  his  thoughts  were 
not  with  his  subject.  Weeks,  months  elapsed — but  with  only 
faint  relief  to  the  keen  sense  of  his  bereavement.  At  length 
he  writes  to  Mr.  Alison  : — 

the  event,  sank  deep  into  his  heart,  and  was  rarely  alluded  to  without  vin« 
Ue  emotioo,  even  m  the  last  stages  of  life. 
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I^ovember  9d, 
It  is  with  a  good  deal  of  exertion,  I  assure  you,  my 
dearest — and  now,  alas !  only — Alison,  that  I  can  assume  cou- 
rage to  write  to  you ;  for  your  name,  though  attached  to  my 
heart  by  indissoluble  ties,  awakens  a  train  of  overwhelming 
associations.  ...  I  wish  I  could  tell  you  that  I  began  to  feel 
the  wound  closing  up.  .  .  .  But  time  has  not  yet  done  what 
time,  I  trust,  in  its  natural  course,  will  do.  It  is  better  for  my- 
self, perhaps,  that  I  am  compelled  to  address  you  on  a  different 
subject.*  I  shall  be  rewarded  by  the  tears  tnat  rise  in  reading 
your  letters,  as  well  as  in  writing  to  you,  and  often,  even  in 
thinking  of  you,  by  a  satisfactory  account  of  yourself  and  of  all 
your  charming  family.  I  shall  hear  also  of  the  Stewarts.  I 
would  write  to  Mrs.  Stewart,  but  I  dare  not  yet  do  it.  It  is  not 
that  I  cannot  write  such  letters — no ;  but  they  make  me  hys- 
terical for  days  after.  But  pray  tell  the  Stewarts  that  I  hope 
and  trust  they  still  remember  me,  with  some  return  for  my  un- 
bounded love  for  them.  T.  C. 

His  correspondence  with  Mr.  Alison  had  the  usual  effect  of 
tranquillizing  his  mind;  and,  in  a  cheerful  retrospect  of  old 
times  in  Edinburgh,  he  writes : — 

November  2%tK 

Oh,  Scotland,  Scotland  1  how  I  long  to  be  at  thee  agun,  and 
to  have  a  long  chat  with  Alison !  Often  do  I  think,  my  dear 
old  friend,  of  the  walks  round  the  beautiful  little  enclosure  be- 
fore your  door!  Do  you  remember  how  impudently  I  was 
wont  to  apologize  for  going  away  from  your  house  so  mxm^ 
when  I  had  staid  till  one  in  the  morning  ?  Do  you  ever  remem- 
ber the  Artillery  Serjeant's  marriage  in  your  drawing-room! 
I  am  sure  Montagu  does  not  forget  it  Why  do  you  never  think 
of  coming  for  a  short  trip  to  London  9  Do  set  out  some  day. 
I  should  walk  through  Sydenham  a  foot  taller  to  show  you  to 
the  good  people  here,  and  my  house  and  them  to  you.  The 
natives  know  you  well,  and  would  recognise  you  by  your  like- 
ness f  over  my  chimney.  I  should  still  have  pride  to  show  you 
what  a  snug  box  I  have,  and  to  make  yon  vm  the  smriving 
darling.  .  .  .  Wo's  me— we  have  your  namesake  no  more! 

*  The  letter  ooDtainfl  certain  commiBsioDS  rektiqg  to  Ui  private  aftun 
in  Edinburgh. 

t  ThialikeQeMofhiarevawodfidaidwaiabeantiMiiiedalltQQmop^^ 
glass,  by  Heming, 
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.  .  .  But  I  am  as  busy  as  I  can  be,  my  dear  Alison,  and,  I  thank 
God,  I  am  sometimes  cheerful.  You  may  have  the  satisfaction, 
however,  of  believing  I  am  never  so  cheerful  as  when  I  think 
that  I  am  still  beloved  by  such  old  and  steady  friends  as  your- 
self. T.  C. 

For  the  benefit  of  his  health  and  spirits,  he  was  advised  to 
take  daily  exercise  in  the  open  air ;  and  in  one  of  his  rural  walks 
in  the  neighborhood,  an  amusing  incident  occurred,  which  is 
thus  noticed : — 

\**Deeembfr  6th. 

"  A  little  adventure  which  befel  M.  and  me  on  the  road 
to  Clay-hill,  gave  us  an  amusing  laugh  and  display  of  human 
nature.  In  a  walk  to  see  Mrs.  Courtenay,  the  rain  drove  us  for 
shelter  into  an  outhouse  of  farmer-something,  where  a  man  about 
sixty  was  brewing.  He  shovelled  out  some  grains  to  a  duck 
that  was  quacking  about.  Presently  an  aged  dame,  of  at  least 
eighty,  mumbled  out,  *  What  d'ye  mean,  ye  old  blind  scoun- 
drel, by  dirtying  the  yard  V  *  Ah,'  said  the  poor  man,  *  no 
matter  where  I  had  thrown  the  grains ;  it's  the  nature  of  the 
thing,  and  she  will  scold.'  *  Friend,'  I  said,  *  I  think  this  is 
your  wife,  from  her  mode  of  talking  to  you?*  *Nay,'  said 
the  old  boy,  *  an  she  wur  my  wife,  I  shud  take  her  back  to  the 
devil,  to  get  a  better  un  !'  Now  what  an  odious  thing  must 
old  age  be,  when  even  this  crone,  who  was  old  and  half  blind 
herself,  could  find  no  worse  term  of  reproach  !  What  a  clever 
idea  it  was  in  the  old  man  to  think  of  exchanging  bad  wives 
at  the  fountain-head  of  Evil  1" 

Turning  to  his  literary  progress  and  the  success  of  his  new 
poem,  he  continues : — 

"  I  have  this  moment  received  a  sweet,  interesting  epistle 
from  Messrs.  Longman  and  Rees,  indited  thus : — *  Dear  Sir, — 
We  are  happy  to  inform  you,  that  we  have  not  quite  three  hun- 
dred of  the  small  edition  of  Gertrude.'  This  edition  has  not 
been  more  than  thirteen  months  out,  aind  will  be  all  sold  in  fif- 
teen. *  Glorious  Apollo !  from  on  high  behold  us  !  I  mean  to 
contract  the  form,  nnH  lower  the  price  of  the  next  small  edition 
to  6«.  6d.  or  Y«.  vice  9*.,  which  in  conscience  is  too  much,  and 
thus,  I  hope,  sell  a  whole  edition  within  a  twelvemonth.  I  have 
finished  a  volume  of  my  LiveSy  in  MS.  at  least.  Would  to  Peace, 
that  Murray  would  put  them  to  press !    M.  is  very  obligingly 
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'"^'.  -./.  ■;  -.;::-■»  rx^-it."     TtrS,  ^aniTng  to  cae  BanefT.  Le  Adds : 

•^  ;..:.-.  k..  r.-,  - *»  'A  iLr:  day  oo  :ii*  pi^j-grDGM  cnf  tae  Commoiu 
>-:-•-  r.'rr  i.'-  *  v/:.-»L  Hr  hKKSza  hod  o(  h»  plaTiiuLes.  and 
•:.-;.  /  :..:;-.  I  .:£^  'ijc  ftcbic^A:  5-*  I  h*re  »«£  KTcnl  iz»4anees 
o*  *;,*•-  I  ''/^..-z-iK,  E»  otL*T  sdKXn  exhibiu  an  icfUDce  of — 
r.^r.'.r.v.  •.:.-  ri-i-r  r»T*  prereDting  liie  rocnger  od«s  from  ^^it- 
ii./.  .^.'.  j/i^i>^  -^:L  ^>ja.  it  i§  ifa«  iATiriablr  practioe  for  the  elder 
; ;;,:>•  V/  •:.:;. -1-i^i  trirr  vounz'iT  frv  to  bickerinz-  TIkmiub  runs 
f'yf  f.^y  iT-.  '^yjiziit^r — Aii^.n^M^ly  as  A^/r*f  and  driwtr.  and  in  both 
fciv-.A\>:,n  'Aii\>^.:%r-t  equallv  Lappv!  >^ing  mj  own  boy  so  far 
^\:'.xi.*>'(\.  may  w<;Il  make  me  sing — *It  grief eth  me,  ala&,  and 
\  '.j^i:  I  fjj'M  once  play  better  than  they  T  Bat,  no  matter : 
a  u,f/*\  luiyfTl^kX.  event  in  my  domestic  afiairs  is,  that  next 
wevk  it  i*.  \>rfj\hcvA  to  make  a  whole  cask  of  ginger  wine ! 

1}je  firvt  fK»rtrait  of  "  the  author  of  Gertrude,"  by  Lawrence, 
ori^^inaVrd  in  the  kindness  of  a  mutual  friend,  to  whom  the  fol- 
lowing letUrr  w  addressed  : — 

January  2(Ui^l  81 L 

Such  a  letter  as  your  last,  dear  F.,  is  too  satis&ctory  to 
require  a  lou^  answer.  I  acquiesce  entirely  in  Mr.  Lawrenoe^s 
pU'Hhure  and  ideas.  I  think  him  a  man  fit  for  the  Golden  Age. 
jVi'ver  w;iH  I  more  sensible  of  my  obligation  to  the  delicacy,  zeal 
an^l  \rinA  sense  of  a  friend,  than  when  I  read  your  account  of 
i\\<'  wiioKi  nei^otiation.  It  seems  to  have  been  conducted  with 
that  mixture  of  candor  and  delicacy,  which  are  so  rarely  united 
on  l>ot  li  Mi(i<*8  of  a  conversation.  On  your  side,  I  had  every 
n'/ison  U)  i'xpoct  that  mixture.  I  know  Lawrence  much  less 
than  I  couM  wish,  and  perhaps  I  am  affected  by  the  partiality 
du<*  to  a  kind  office ;  but  I  am  inclined  from  this  instance,  in 
addition  to  what  I  have  seen  of  him,  to  think  him  a  man  of 
gn»at  candor. 

I  have  lM>cn  working  like  a  dray-horse  for  ^yq  or  nz  days, 
and  shall  bo  exceedingly  hard  wrought  for  some  time;  but  I 
have  the  Hublime  satisfaction  to  think  I  am  making  a  little 
ni(>n«*y  !     .     .     1  trust,  after  all  that  you  know  of  me,  you  will 

*  TluH  worthy  man  wm  much  given  to  Astronomy,  and  every  time  the 
PcH't  niid  ho  met,  a  lecture  on  the  stsn  was  got  npi  wtidi  "genaalhr 
oudod."  taid  the  former,  **  in  total  daikneM." 
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not  think  me  insensible  to  the  last  zealous  instance  of  jour  kind- 
ness. .  .  The  happiness  of  sharing  your  frank  and  unqualified 
friendship,  is  so  far  above  personal  benefits,  that  I  have  no  fear 
of  seeming  ungrateful  to  myself,  or  to  you,  when  I  say  that  the 
former  cannot  be  increased  or  diminished  by  the  absence  or 
presence,  lightness  or  weight,  of  the  latter.  T.  C. 

In  a  letter  to  the  Rev.  Archibald  Alison,  he  adverts,  among 
other  topics,  to  the  state  of  literature  and  party  politics  at  the 
new  year : — 

Sydenham,  January  29,  1811. 

....  I  have  been  reading  your  book  with  renewed 
pleasure.  It  takes  me  back  to  the  time  when  I  read  it  first  in 
Edinburgh,  and  made  your  acquaintance  at  Dugald  Stewart's. 
It  will  not  happen  again  to  me  to  have  the  same  pleasure  in 
forming  any  new  friendship.  Long  and  piously  have  I  wished 
for  the  arrival  of  dear  Telford  to  hear  news  from  you  all  in  the 
north — from  "  our  Northern  brethren,*'  as  the  Scotch  critics  in 
the  Quarterly  Review  are  wont  to  say.  Talking  of  critics,  was 
not  your  blood  a  Uttle  warmed  at  the  irreverent  positiveness  of 
the  K  R.,  in  still  believing  that  moral  philosophers  are  of  less 
use  to  the  world  than  chemists  ? — a  corporation  which  has  no 
higher  prerequisite  for  membership  than  some  of  the  free  bo- 
roughs for  choosing  a  Member  of  Parliament,  viz.,  boiling  a 
pot  .  .  .  Stewart's  book  is  as  beautiful  as  I  expected. 

The  Whigs  are  still  in  high  spirits,  I  find,  whenever  I  meet 
them  in  London ;  but  as  I  am  in  the  neighborhood  of  Tories,  I 
witness  also  the  bright  side  of  their  hopes,  which  are  founded 
on  the  King's  having  spoken  to  the  Chancellor.     .     .     .    The 

Whigs  are  all  talking  of 's  conversion  to  courtly  principles, 

and  are  very  wroth  with  him.  .  .  .  But  though  I  write  thus 
politically,  beUeve  me,  I  am  as  zealous  and  disinterested,  and 
free  from  personal  hopes  on  the  subject,  as  a  pensioned  man  can 
well  be.  I  feel  myself  of  no  importance  to  the  party  who  have 
my  best  wishes ;  and  with  the  heads  of  the  party,  I  lose  the 
little  interest  I  might  have,  by  an  unconquerable  aversion  to  at- 
tend great  men's  houses.  A  mere  poet's  pen  is  to  them  of  no 
use.  .  .  . 

Adieu,  my  dearest  Alison  ;  why  don't  they  give  you  a  dio- 
cese ?     My  best  wishes  to  all  yours — with  entire  affection, 

T.  C. 

Acting  upon  the  advice  of  his  friends,  Campbell  had  now 
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Holved  to  prepare  a  course  of  Lectures  for  tlie  Royal  InstitntioQ ; 
and,  while  hu-Wy  employed  m  these,  and  much  less  congenial 
labors,  he  iiuparts  the  following  particulars  to  a  friend : — 

Stdl-xham,  February  2,  1811. 

.  .  .  IL'ivinc;  happily  finished  my  brick- without-straw- 
making,  Vxfor.;  tli-;  liour  appointed,  I  snatch  the  opportunity,  as 
the  halx?rda.shcrs  say,  to  speak  a  few  words  with  you  on  paper. 
I  wjis  highly  soothed  with  your  last ;  nay,  though  I  say  soothed, 
don't  think  your  explanation  was  an  unmeaning  lullaby  repeated 
to  a  child.  I  know  you  are  a  rational — not  easily  changeable — 
k'ing;  but  at  the  same  time,  I  know  a  little  more  of  letter- 
writing  than  either  Mr.  Robinson  the  farmer,  or  the  lady  whose 
noto  mad^?  Mr.  Canning  laugh  so  heartily ;  and  I  know  that 
there  is  a  ritv.al  in  the  communion  of  friendship,  which  ought 
to  be  held  sacred.  I  have  laid  aside  the  fourteen  hours  a  day — 
for  *'  tlesh  and  blood  won't  bear  it ;"  but  whether  I  can  bear  it 
or  no,  I  must  be  at  it  ten  hours — four  reading  and  six  writing — 
Heaven  bless  the  mark  !  Is  there  no  spermaceti  for  an  inward 
bruise  ?  But  I  believe  I  am  almost  resigned — at  least,  so  ^  as 
not  to  comjdain  aloud  of  these  disappointments  that  set  me  off  the 
hoj)e — all  that  was  ever  hope  to  me — of  writing  verses,  and 
oblige  me,  like  T3aron  Trenck,  to  thrust  my  hands  again  into  the 
iron  bolts. 

I  was  sorry  I  could  not  write  to  you,  nor  resume  our  Latian 
labors  !  I  hope  and  trust  the  idea  of  reading  Virgil  is  not  yet 
abandoned.  .  ,  .  Alas,  the  clock  strikes — less  than  twelve — ^that 
fatal  hour,  in  the  mimicry  of  whose  sound  on  the  bell,  Mr. 
Fitzgerald  cracked  a  glass  tumbler,  as  he  sung  about  the  "  bell 
in  tlh?  castle  !'*  I  am  called  away,  like  Hamlet's  father's  ghost, 
at  the  scent  of  the  morning  air :  and  although  I  have  myself  a 
very  dull  scent,  yet  I  hear  by  the  silence  that  I  have  renuuned 
out  my  time.  .  .  Pray  write  to  me.  You  will  walk  a  vast  deal 
forther  than  you  can  walk  in  one  day,  before  you  meet  a  person 
who  loves  to  see  your  writing,  and  longs  to  exchange  thoughts 
with  you,  lM}ttor  thau  I  do.  T.  C. 

To  the  same  kind  and  zealous  friend,  he  writes  again,  respect- 
ing his  portrait : — 

I  request  you  to  tell  Lawrence — for  I  hate  to  put  Mr, 
John  to  Milton,  like  Johnson's  Index -maker — that  I  am  truly 
obliged  to  him ;  and  say,  if  you  please,  that  the  oUigstion  sits 
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warmly  and  lightly  upon  me — I  most  say  lightly^  and  hope  you 
understand  me — for  the  favors  of  such  a  man  are  to  me  like  the 
drapery  that  does  not  constrain  the  wearer.  I  am  troublesome, 
I  fear,  with  my  commissions ;  but  be — as  you  have  all  along 
been — my  kind  and  friendly  agent ;  and  I  pray  you  let  Law- 
rence know  that  I  have  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  being  indebted  to 
him.  He  has  done  to  me  exactly  as  I  should  have  done  to  him, 
in  the  same  situation.  One  thing  makes  me  a  little  uneasy, 
namely,  that  he  should  be  put  to  the  expense  of  the  paper  and 
impressions.  It  was  really  not  a  part  of  our  accredited  agree- 
ment I  don't  like  to  be  importunate  on  this  subject ;  yet  I 
should  wish  my  request  to  have  as  much  weight  as,  I  think,  in 
fair  justice  and  delicacy,  it  deserves.  You  have  acted  rightly 
on  all  points.  What  the  author  himself  decides  on  as  the  price, 
should  be  decisive.  If  any  of  my  Lectures  can  amuse  Mr. 
Lawrence,  they  are  all  at  his  service  and  yours.  His  kindness 
in  signing*  me  two  hundred,  is  really  great.  T.  C. 

FAruary  \fSth, 

.  .  .  .  T'  other  day  I  devoted  myself  to  serious  idleness 
— ^I  mean  to  abstraction  from  carpentering  at  literature — for  the 
pleasure  of  writing  to  you.  I  was  exceedingly  stupid — that  is 
an  ordinary  occurrence ;  but  stupid  as  I  was,  surely  I  might 
have  written.  I  now  feel  determined,  however,  to  write — be- 
cause this  day  has  been  an  overflowing  cup  of  happiness.  Don't 
anticipate  too  much  !  I  happened  only  to  sleep  well,  and  have 
wrought  well  to-day ;  and  have  been,  so  to  speak,  in  heaven 
with  absence  from  pain,  and  the  possession  of  a  clear,  day-light 
understanding.  I  shall  not,  possibly,  be  so  to-morrow,  or  for 
some  time ;  but  I  am  never  happy  without  writing  to  let  you 
know  it.  Those  alone  who  are  whole  nights  awake,  know  what 
this  pleasure  is  after  such  pain.  I  sometimes  think  (not  irrev- 
erently) that  such  a  state  almost  resembles  the  resurrection  of 
the  blessed.  I  was  all  day  reading  Cicero,  quoting  from  him  ; 
quite  as  wise  as  he ;  playing  at  intervals  with  the  cat,  and  neither 
envjring  her  good  humor,  nor  her  sleep  upon  the  rug.  .  .  But, 
as  Virgil  says,f  the  humid  night  now  descends  from  heaven, 
and  setting  stars  persuade  to  sleep.  I  go  thither  also.  .  .  . 
I  will  pray  for  you  before  I  slumber — but  not  in  the  manner 

*  These  two  hundred  proofe  were  retouched  alter  the  engraver,  and 
ngned,  T,  LoMtrence^  JL  ^.— nSee  a  subsequent  Note  regarding  this  poctrait 

f nox  humida  ooelo 

Pr»ctpitat  raadeDtqne  cadentia  sidera  somiiot. 

23* 
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a  clergyman  threatened  to  pray  for  a  graceless  squire,  whom  he 
durst  not  rebuke  :  "  I  am  forbid,"  said  he,  "  to  rebuke  you ;  but 
if  you  do  not  mend  your  manners,  I  will  pray  for  you  before 
the  whole  congregation  !"     Adieu.  T.  C. 

The  interval  between  the  preceding  letter  and  that  which  fol- 
lows, was  filled  up  by  a  regular  course  of  industry.  He  read 
and  made  selections  from  the  Poets — wrote  their  **  biographies," 
with  occasional  articles  for  the  Magazines,  and  prepared  a  series 
of  Lectures  on  Poetry.  His  seclusion,  however,  was  often  en- 
livened by  friendly  visits  among  his  neighbors,  among  whom 
was  the  family  of  Mr.  Marryat,  whose  second  son — ^the  distin- 
guished naval  officer,  and  accomplished  writer  of  the  day — ^be- 
came the  Poet's  literary  coadjutor  in  the  "  Metropolitan."  One 
of  his  favorite  companions  was  the  late  Mr.  T.  !mll,  well  known 
for  his  quaint  humor,  social  qualities,  and  warm  attachment  to 
his  friends.  The  Poet  and  he  were  near  neighbors  at  Syden- 
ham, and  lived  in  frequent  and  cordial  intercourse.  From  town 
also,  as  he  has  told  us,  he  had  the  happiness  of  weekly  visits 
from  some  of  his  older  friends — "  northern  brethren,"  congenial 
spirits,  to  whom  his  frugal  dinner  had  all  the  attraction  of  an 
attic  feast.  These  reunions  were  generally  improved  by  morn- 
ing rambles  over  the  Common. 

In  the  following  letter  to  Mr.  Alison,  as  in  most  of  its  prede- 
cessors, there  is  pleasing  evidence  of  that  uniform  filial  solicitude, 
which  so  marked  his  character  as  a  son.  The  often-told  anec- 
dote of  Buonaparte  and  the  Oerman  bookseller  is  here  mention- 
ed for  the  first  time ;  and  his  burst  of  honest  indignation  at  the 
continued  horrors  of  the  slave-trade  is  characteristic,  and  worthy 
of  the  poet  of  freedom. 

Stdkmhax,  Jtd}f  li,  1811. 

Have  the  goodness,  my  dearest  Alison,  to  raise  my  pen- 
sion, and  give  my  good  old  mother  her  share  of  it  I  have  not 
heard  from  her  for  some  time ;  but  her  answer  to  the  enclosed 
letter  will,  I  hope,  set  my  mind  at  rest  I  rejoiced  exceedingly 
to  see  your  favorite  name  in  the  pages  of  Jeffrey,  the  oritio-king. 
I  have  a  liking  for  him,  as  I  have  for  Buonaparte,  on  account  of 

his  great  abilities By  the  way,  the  abuse,  which  it  is  the 

fiishion  to  lavish  upon  this  extraordinary  enemy  of  our  country, 
seems  to  me  in  the  very  worst  spirit  of  English  taste  and  intel- 
lect that  ever  our  history  betrayed.    We  scorned  Philip,  we 
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laughed  not  ill-naturedly  at  Louis  XIV, ;  but  at  this  Buonaparfa 
wa  gnaah  our  teeth  and  laugh — with  the  laugh  of  wretches  on 
the  wheel.  Ether  he  is  more  respectable  than  we  allow,  or  we 
are  grown  a  parcel  of  cowards,  not  to  treat  him  with  dignity. 
Perhaps  in  my  feelings  towards  the  Gallic  Usurper — "  wretch," 
"  tyrant,"  as  we  charitably  call  him — there  may  be  some  per- 
sonal bias ;  for  I  must  confess  that,  ever  since  he  shot  the  book- 
seller in  Germany,  I  have  had  a  warm  side  to  hiw.  It  waa 
sacrificing  an  offering  by  the  hand  of  Genius  to  the  Manet  of  the 
victims  immolated  by  the  trade  :  and  I  only  wish  we  had  Nap 
here  for  a  short  time,  to  cut  out  a  few  of  our  own  cormorants. 

Scott's  Vision  I  have  seen  a  part  of.  It  is  bold,  and  digni- 
fied, and  quite  worthy  of  him As  to  the  cause  of  th« 

Spaniards  and  Portuguese,  I  do  not  blush  to  own  that  I  can 
hardly  pronounce  a  blessing  on  it.  At  this  moment  there  ar« 
thousands — in  the  course  of  the  year  there  are  scores  of  thou- 
sands— of  miserable  Africans,  groaning  under  the  positive  aano- 
tion  of  the  Slave-trade  by  those  two  nations.  Yes,  my  dear 
Friend,  the  Slave-trade — and  I  have  particular  access  to  know 
the  extent  of  it — is  resumed  by  Spaniards  and  Portuguese,  with 
tenfold  circumstances  of  cruelty,*  to  what  we  ever  practised  in 
it  The  numbers  of  slaves  are  increased,  I  believe,  to  an  impor- 
tation of  80,000  yearly,  from  the  increased  demand  in  the 
Spanish  Islands.  There  are  no  regulations  such  as  we  have  ob- 
served in  our  ships.  The  deaths  on  the  passage  are  multiplied 
to  twenty  per  cent,  the  horrors  inconceivable.  Urged  by  the 
fear  of  trade  stopping,  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguese  rcdoubla 
their  piracies  on  the  African  coast,  and  the  Spanish  planters 
take  more  slaves  than  they  can  feed.  My  neighbor,  Mr.  Marryat, 
H.  P.,  a  man  who  now  eiecratea  the  Slave-trade,  has  given  ma 
convincing  documenU  in  the  papers  forwarded.  While  thu 
horror  continues,  I  care  not  if  the  Peninsula  were  swamped. 
•  •  •  •  •  T.  C. 

His  plan  of  delivenng,  by  invitation,  a  course  of  Lectures  at 
the  Royal  Institution,  waa  now  matured ;  and,  after  consulting 
with  his  private  friends  on  the  subject,  the  proposal  was  duly 
made,  and  accepted  on  the  following  terms : — 
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TO  THOMAS  CAMPBELL,  ESQ. 

rotal  ixstitdtion,  nov.  28,  1811. 

Sir, 

Your  letter  to  me,  dated  the  17th  inst,  has  been  laid 
before  the  Managers ;  and  I  have  the  honor  of  informing  you 
that  they  have  resolved  that  your  offer  of  giving  five  lectures 
here  on  Poetry,  during  the  ensuing  season — viz. :  two  before, 
and  three  after  Easter — be  accepted,  upon  the  terms  proposed 
by  you,  of  one  hundred  guineas  as  a  remuneration.  May  I  re- 
quest you  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  and  believe 
me  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient  servant, 

Thomas  Harrisok,  Sec.  R.  I. 

About  the  same  time,  also,  some  final  arrangements  regard- 
ing his  "  Selections  from  the  British  Poets,"  then  in  active  pro- 
gress, were  concluded  by  Mr.  Richardson,  on  the  part  of  Camp- 
bell, who  thus  expresses  his  satisfaction  : — 

December  *JtK 

1  thank  you  for  speaking  with  Mr.  Murray.  In  conse- 
quence of  seeing  no  definite  term  to  my  expectation,  respecting 
the  partnership  of  Messrs.  Baldwin,  Cadell,  and  Davies ;  and,  be- 
ing obliged,  for  the  sake  of  a  temporary  supply,  to  take  some 
articles  from  a  periodical  work,  I  have  a  month's  employment 
on  my  hands.  At  the  expiration  of  that  month,  I  shall  be  per- 
fectly pleased  to  close  with  the  terms  which  Mr.  Murray  has  sent. 
In  six  months  from  the  8th  of  January  next,  the  book  will  be 
ready  for  the  press,  provided  I  receive  the  bill,  and  only  such 
books  as  I  can  show  to  be  indispensably  necessary  for  me  to  con- 
sult. These  will  certainly  not  be  numerous ;  and  to  lessen  this 
trouble  to  the  proprietor,  I  will  send  back  the  Review,  and  Maga- 
zines. T.  0. 

Thus,  with  improved  health  and  prospects,  a  new  line  of  exer- 
tion at  the  Royal  Institution,  congenial  labors  on  the  wide  field 
of  English  Poetry,  critical  reviews,  and  biogri^hical  sketches  for 
a  periodical,  Campbell  entered  upon  the  new  year  with  mach  to 
encourage  and  reward  his  industry. 

In  a  letter  to  his  brother  Alexander,  he  writes: — 

"I  have  been  appointed  to  give  lecturer  on  Poetry  at  the 
Royal  Institution.  It  is  a  very  honorable  appointment'* — ^  I 
hope,"  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  "that  Oampbelrs  plan  of  lectnwa 
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wiU  Bucce6  .  I  ihiok  the  brogue  ma;  be  got  over,  if  he  will  not 
trouble  biniself  by  attempting  to  correct  it,  but  read  with  6re  and 
feeling.  He  ia  an  animtited  reciter — but  I  never  heard  him  read." 
At  the  commencement  of  this  year,  the  health  of  the  Foel'a 
mother,  Mrs.  Cumpbell,  then  residing  near  Edinburgh,  had  be- 
come seriously  worse.  She  had  lingered  several  months  under 
the  effects  of  paralyeis,  which  had  greatly  impaired  her  meotal 
faculties;  but,  as  far  as  liuman  ministry  could  go,  her  wants 
were  supplied,  her  pains  soothed  by  the  same  friends  who,  twelve 
years  before,  had  attended  the  death-bed  of  her  husband — "  the 
placid,  pious  old  man" — as  he  was  emphatically  called ;  and  on 
the  24tJi  of  February,  she  concluded  her  earthly  pilgrimage,  at 
the  age  of  seventy-six.  To  the  sad  event,  her  son — her  "  beat 
of  SODS," — thus  briefly  adverts  i — 

Stdcihak,  March  4,  1813, 

I  thought  and  felt  it  very  kind  of  you  to  write  me  a 
voluntary  note.  Alas !  the  subject  of  it  is  serious,  my  dear  com- 
forting friend.  Perhaps  another  would  think  mo  unfeeling,  if  I 
expressed  my  sincere  aci^uiescence  in  the  dispensation  of  Heaven 
respecting  my  poor  old  mother.  But  I  know  you  would  not 
attribute  my  quiet  to  any  but  the  rational  cause.  She  had  suf- 
fered muck  Pineo  her  first  attack  of  palsy She  was  at 

times  in  possession  of  her  memory,  and  expressed  great  desire  to 
be  at  rest.  Her  exit  was  without  pain,  and  rather  the  close  of 
her  sufferings  than  a  struggle  to  get  away  from  them.  I  felt 
more  at  the  news  of  her  first  shock  than  on  the  present  occasion ; 
and  it  is  only  when  I  ima^ne  her  alive,  in  my  dreams,  that  I 
feel  strongly  on  the  subject. 

MacArthur  Stewart,  of  Milton,  my  Highland  cousin,  was  so 
kind  as  to  order  a  superb  funeral  for  my  poor  mother  at  his  own 
expense.  It  was  attended  by  more  than  two  hundred  people. 
The  kindneaa  of  thb  attention  to  my  mother's  memory  pleasw 
me  more  than  the  value  of  it. 

With  regard  to  your  advice,*  for  which  I  thank  you — it  might 

*  The  advice  alluded  b>,  was — That  be  should  not  bring  diatrew  npoa 
bis  own  bmilf,  bj  caoUnuing  (o  other  braodieB  the  BODuily  hitherto  paid 
to  his  mother  (about  eevcDtj  poundj  per  Euuium,  unce  March,  1901 ;)  but  , 
lay  by  a  part  to  pay  off  old  debts,  and  part  to  otmalo  the  nmewity  of  lite- 
nuy  drudgery,  and  the  louet  caused  by  freqaent  iUnesB.  His  offeclioa  and 
geoeroeity, however,  were  loo vana laiA ancalculaling,to  turn  this  to  much 
profit :  for  tliough  the  prindpal  umuity  had  now  dropped,  he  Btall  chained 
hiiuoLfwith  nwny  uiaUer  lunu^iD  the  viri{ni>fanMoit"dMiatioiiiaBd 
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I  begin  my  First  lecture  with  tli 
ceed  in  my  Second,  to  Scripturu,  to 
In  the  Fourth,  I  discuss  the  Po«tr 
mancera,  the  rise  of  Italian  Poetry 
with  Ariosto   and  Tnsso.     In  the 
theatre,  and  enter  on  English  Poeti 
pcare.     In  the  Sixth — Milton,  Dr 
per,  And  Burns,  are  the  yet  uafinish 
of  chronological — though  neceuaii 
whole  history  of  Poetrj".    My  endea 
BUccession  of  the  truly  great  Poets 
tries  of  Europe.     I  forgot  to  say  t 
oriental  Poetry. 

Introducing  his  sister  Mary  to  hi 
MayowB,  he  writes ; — 


...  I  have  ventured  to 
diey  are  to  call  on  you  in  Dover«tre 
they  wish  to  consider  you  as  already 
name.  .  .  .  They  are  the  daugl 
died  at  Sydenham,  where  they  now 

Sar,  on  their  own  estate,  with  their 
ayow,  was  a  law-ofBcer  of  the  Exc 
tantstaUon,  which  he  filled  with  great 
and  merd&l  dealings  with  those  whi 
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the  Excise.  ...  He  was  one  of  the  worthiest  of  human 
beings — the  most  mild,  venerable  character  I  ever  saw.  I  had 
reason  to  believe  I  was  a  great  favorite  with  him ;  and,  had  he 
lived,  I  should  have  found  him  an  important  friend.  That  cir- 
cumstance has  made  Mrs.  Mayow  and  her  family  show  me  marks 
of  regard.  Mr.  M.  was,  in  &ct,  more  like  our  dear  father  than 
any  person  I  remember.  ...  I  say  all  this  that  you  may 
be  frank  and  unreserved  with  the  &mily.  .  .  .  lliey  will 
know  how  much  I  wish  for  a  proof  of  their  friendship  by  their 
interest  in  you.  Their  sisters  are  married;  one  to  Mr.  Courtenay,* 
a  brother  of  (the  present)  Lord  Devon ;  another  to  Mr.  Adams, 
secretary  to  the  late  Duke  of  Portland,  and  formerly  to  Mr.  Pitt 
— son  of  the  member  for  Totness,  Devonshire.  He  is  a  truly 
excellent  man.f  ...  I  have  told  you  all  this  to  avoid  the 
awkwardness  of  people  calling  upon  you  whom  you  do  not 
know.     ...  T.  C. 

The  critical  season  had  now  arrived  when  Campbell  was  to 
make  his  appearance  before  a  London  auditory;  and  on  the 
morning  of  Ws  first  lecture  he  writes  : — 

Apnl  24,  1812. 

I  am  just  setting  off  to  preach  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Whatever  be  the  result,  whether  adverse  or  fortunate,  M.  will 
probably  tell  you  by  the  next  post.  I  know  you  will  be  happy 
to  learn  that,  on  the  eve  of  my  trial,  I  am  in  tolerable  heafth 
and  composure.  Sydney  Smith  cautioned  me  against  joking  in 
my  lectures !     Was  it  not  Satan  reproving  sin  I  T.  C. 

The  result  of  this  *'  trial  at  the  bar  of  the  Institution  "  is  told 
with  great  naivete,  and  in  a  vein  of  humor  that  evinces  his  own 
satisfaction  with  tiie  event — but  in  which,  it  will  be  allowed, 
there  is  less  of  vanity  than  humility 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCHIBALD  ALISON. 

Sydenham,  April  26, 1S18. 
Mt  dearest  Alison, 

The  day  before  yesterday  I  gave  my  first  lecture  at  the 
Royal  Institution,  with  as  much  success  as  ever  your  heart  could 

*  The  late  Right  Honorable  T.  P.  Courtenay,  P.O^  V ioe-president  of  the 
Board  of  Trade,  a  CommiaBioDer  of  the  Board  of  Cootrol,  one  of  the  Mem- 
bers for  Totness,  <frc 

f  William  Dacres  Adams,  Esq^  of  Bowdon,  Devonshire,  late  one  of  Her 
ICajeety's  Commissioners  of  Woods  and  Forests,  and  elder  brother  of  Oen- 
enu  Sir  George  Pownall  Adams,  K.  0.  H,  of  Ockiqgton,  Someiwtibire. 
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^;,:.,  il,   l.ilillu'  V"  ^'illlli--      -I'™ 
(;;ist:  iL  nliuuld   risi.'  up   in   iiid^ritii'i 
Kully  and  truly,  my  ilf.ir  uM  t'riciid 
that  all  my  labor  lias  not  b«iMi  thi 
told,  of  course,  all  the  good  tbinga 
the  ante-chamber,     l^rd  Ityroii, 
splendidly,  told  me  he  hi?artl  Bland  I, 
has  lordship  nor  mo),  "  I  have  had  i, 
in  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour,  than 
portion  of  time."     Archdi'acon  Nari 
"  That's  new ;  at  li'ast  quite  new  to  t. 
friend's  face ;  and  1  threatened  to  di 
All  friends  struck  me  blind,  except  n 
ter,  and  now  next  door  neii;liboron  t 
lott«  Campbell.     I  thoufrht  she  had  : 
lecturer's  looks  to  berseltL  But  chiefly 
eyes  on  the  fuco  of  a  little  yelluw  unki 
a  smile  of  approbation  indescribably 
to  your  name  about  "  apsociation,"  I 
trine,  and  my  heart,  having  ])a3sed 
swelled  so  much  that,  for  fear  of  cry! 
ought,  but  I  said  you  were  an  cloqui 
man.     I  could  not  add  tny  friend,  for 
terribly  through  my  heart 

I  had  taken  no  small  jiains  with  m; 
strengthening  the  one  not  under  a  p 
some  individuals  who  are  good  judg< 
rid  of  Caledoitianisms  in  tli"  ■■" 

Mv  -1—  • 
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Now  this  news,  with  the  taking  of  Badajos,  is  quite  sufficient 
for  one  week.  I  had  forgot  to  remind  you  of  my  pension — no 
wonder.  I  shall  be  popular  in  London,  for  probably  three  weeks  I 
and  nothing  less  thian  a  riot  at  the  theatre,  or  a  more  than  ordi- 
nary case  of  gallantry  in  high  life,  can  put  me  before  that  time 
out  of  date !     .     .     . 

But  seriously,  my  dearest  Alison,  a  greater  cause  of  my  good 
spirits  is  the  recovery  of  Thomas  from  an  illness  and  fever  of  six 
weeks,  which  has  reduced  him  to  a  shadow.  He  is  now  &irly 
better.  How  are  all  your  dear  circle  ?  Remember  me  to  them. 
Your  ever  affectionate  T.  Campbell. 

During  his  third  public  reading,  a  new  and  unexpected  inci- 
dent occurred,  which  is  thus  told : — "  My  lecture,  however,  went 
off  better  than  in  one  moment  of  despair  I  deemed  it  to  be  pos- 
sible. At  the  most  interesting  part,  a  storm  of  thunder,  light- 
ning and  rain,  came  on.  The  window  above  me  was  open,  and 
the  ridn  poured  down  on  my  paper  as  it  did  on  Leander  in  the 
Hellespont.  The  lightning  had  given  me  an  electrical  headache ; 
and  the  thunder,  aided  by  the  pattering  rain,  being  my  competi- 
tor in  my  endeavors  to  gain  the  public  attention,  it  required  all 
my  lungs  to  obtain  a  hearing.  The  audience,  were,  for  a  while, 
evidently  more  interested  in  the  elemental  war,  than  in  my  story 
about  the  Gondoliers  of  Italy,  chanting  the  ^  Jerusalem.'  But 
at  last  the  storm  subsided ;  and  at  the  end  I  got  back  their  ears 
to  myself.  I  thought  I  should  have  sunk  with  fatigue — out- 
thundering  the  thimder.  Sydney  Smith  patronizes  me  a  Httle 
too  much  about  the  lectures — but  I  forgive  him." 

Turning  to  other  subjects,  he  says,  "  The  Princess  of  W.* 
has  threatened  to  make  an  irruption  into  my  house.  Lady 
Charlotte  Campbell  has  prevented  her,  but  I  am  to  be  sum- 
moned to  Blackheath  to  see  her.  My  head,  I  do  assure  you, 
is  not  turned  with  all  this  vertiginous  notice.  .  .  . 

"  I  have  this  moment  been  the  object  of  riotous  abuse  in 

bell,  yesterday,  April  24th,  commenced  a  course  of  lectures  on  Poetiy,  and 
he  proved,  in  an  address  abounding  with  warm  and  beautiful  images,  that 
he  was  most  happily  qualified  to  pourtray  in  prose  the  art,  of  which  he  is 
himself  so  accompliBhed  a  master  m  verse.  He  described  the  primary  and 
distinguishing  objects  of  poetry,  the  nature  of  poetical  genius  and  taste, 
with  me  objects  of  the  latter — the  beautiful,  subbme,  and  picturesque.  The 
hall  was  crowded,  and  the  eloquent  illustrations  of  the  Professor  received 
the  warmest  testimonies  of  applause." 

*  He  was  presented  to  the  Princess  of  Wales,  by  the  Lady  Charlotte — 
"  the  &ir  daughter  of  his  Chieftain.'* 
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jour  hoaaa.  for  MjiDg  that  I  ihoiild  like  to  lecture  only  to  Iji- 
di^ !  I  meant  that  men  are  so  pkkgmadc ;  while  nothing 
that  u  brilliant  or  intereating  is  lost  on  a  female  aodienoe. 
But    I  have  scarcely  been  aUe  to  appease  the  indignation — 

loud  and  ontApoken— of  C ,  in  partumlar !  .  .  .  she  is  lika 

an  angel  without  wings — looking  bright  and  speaking  brmrelj. 
My  W,  thank  God  I  is  now  very  welL     Adieo.        T.  C." 

C2tmp}fft\V^  &ucce«  in  the  lecture-room  of  the  Boyal  Insti- 
tution waA  quickly  followed  by  the  display  of  a  very  difierent 
taU^nt  in  the  ball-room  at  Blackheath !  His  account,  in  a 
private  letter,  covered  with  hieroglyphical  portraits  of  the  per- 
sonage^ with  whom  he  had  just  figured  in  the  dance,  is  a 
^(MA  Kample  of  his  natural  playfulness,  when  his  heart  was 
really  "  light  of  sorrow.*' 

Jfcy  1^  1812. 

I  must  be  getting  down  now,  for  I  have  attained  the 
summit  of  human  elevation— »dancing  a  reel  with  royalty  ! .  .  . 
Imagine  four  personages  standing  up  at  right  angles  to  each 
other,  thus. — *  As  I  know  you  tremble  for  the  event  of  such 
an  awful  scene  as  the  royal  reel,  I  must  inform  you  that  it 
went  off  well.  I  overheard  Miss  *  *,  one  of  the  andent  azure- 
hose,  remark  that  Mr.  C.  had  the  neat  national  trip  I  This  was 
conciliatory ;  but  she  looked  and  spoke  at  me,  as  if  she  had 
more  respect  for  my  heels  than  my  head.  This,  my  vener- 
able friend !  will  prevent  your  grey  hairs  from  going  down 
with  sorrow  to  the  grave  on  my  account.  .  .  .  Seriously,  I 
am  pleased  with  all  this ;  but  I  begin  to  dread  that  I  have  got 
into  too  much  good  luck,  by  this  princely  acquaintance.  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  attend  the  Opera,  in  consequence  of  having  told 
the  great  personage  that  I  loved  operas  to  distraction !  ^  Then, 
why  don't  you  go  often  to  them  ?"  she  demanded.  "They 
are  so  expensive,"  quoth  I.  .  .  .  Next  day  a  ticket  for  the 
season  arrived !  God  help  me  !  This  is  loving  operas  to  dis- 
traction !  I  shall  be  obliged  to  live  in  London  a  month  to  attend 
the  Opera-house — all  for  telling  one  little  fib !  I  am  terribly 
jaded  with  lecturing  and  reeling — all  in  one  day;  else  I  had  a 
great  many  tilings  to  talk  about  ....  T.  C. 

*  Here  follow  grotesque  figures  of  H.  R.  H.  the  PriDoeas  of  Wsles,  Lady 
Charlotte  Campbell,  Sir  James  Msftkint^  and  the  Poet  (m  a  flyiiMratti* 
tude)  with  this  ScroU— .«  AUwmmnng  to  set  offTwiik  iks  Mii^kimdfHmj^, 
to  the  Jieei  of  Tulloehgommr 
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Writing  to  the  same  friend  in  Deyonahire,  at  the  aiupicious 
termination  of  hiB  lectures,  he  says : — 

May  18,  1812. 

.  .  .  From  the  expected  zeal  and  kindness  of  your 
letter,  I  believe  that  the  success  of  my  lectures  has  given  you  as 
much  happiness  as  myself.  .  .  .  Your  congratulation  is  the 
most  noble  and  flattering  that  I  have  received.  I  rejoice  that  I 
have  not  disgraced  you ;  for  wo's  me,  if  I  had  &iled,  you  would 
have  been  the  first  to  comfort  me,  but  one  of  the  last  to  forget 
the  mortification  of  my  downfall !  .  ,  .  But  I  am  driven 
from  this  agreeable  subject — all  about  myself- — by  the  late  pub- 
lic event — the  lamented  death  of  Mr.  Perceval — which,  I  fear, 
has  very  seriously  unhinged  you  all When  I  first  shud- 
dered at  the  news,  I  thought  of  the  horrible  sympathy  that 
would  harrow  up  your  feelings.  A  more  atrocious  speech  was 
never  tolerated  by  a  British  audience ;  and  it  is  a  terrible  symp- 
tom of  the  pubhc  mind,  that  the  wretch  is  pitied  on  the  tops  of 
stage-ceaches.     ...  T.  C. 

To  his  ^  first  appearance  in  the  Professor^s  chair,  and  next  as 
a  courtier  and  man  of  fashion  in  the  ball-room,"  Campbell,  in 
his  letters,  often  reverts  with  much  playful  irony.  He  speaks 
with  grave  self-complacency  of  his  own  performance  in  the  **reel  of 
TuUochgorum,''  and  indulges  a  few  pleasantries  regarding  the 
agility  of  his  partners.  "  It  is  sport-royal,  I  warrant" — "  admi- 
rable pleasures,  and  fery  honest  knaveries."  He  is  quite  ready 
^  to  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  so ;  or  he  will  play  on  the  tabor  to 
the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay."* 

For  his  royal  Patroness  he  expresses  much  respect  and  sym- 
pathy ;  and  of  "  his  Chieftain's  lovely  daughter,"  he  writes — 
'*  Lady  Charlotte  Campbell  is  a  great  accession  to  me.  I  spend 
evenings  very  often  with  her  and  her  sensible  Swiss  Governess, 
and  very  often  dwell  on  your  favorite  name.f  ....  You  may 
have  heard,  perhaps,  of  two  remarkable  epochs,  namely,  that  I 
have  finished   my  lectures,  and  that  I  have  become  a  favorite 

with  the  Princess  of  W ,  with  whom  I  have  danced  Scotch 

reels  more  than  once.  To  say  what  I  think  of  her,  without  be- 
ing bribed  by  the  smiles  of  royalty — she  is  certainly  what  you 
would  call,  in  Scotch,  *  a  fine  body ;' — not  Jlne^  in  the  English 
sense  of  the  word ;  but  she  is  good-humored,  appears  to  be  very 

♦  "Meny  Wives  of  Windsor,*'  and  "Love's  Labor  Lost" 
f  Extract  from  a  letter  to  Mr.  Alisoa 
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kind-hearted,  is  very  acute,  naiVe,  and  entertaining.  Her  accent 
makes  her,  perhaps,  comic*  ...  I  heard  that  she  was  coarse 
and  indelicate.  I  have  spent  many  hours  with  her  and  Lady 
Charlotte  alone ;  and  I  can  safely  say  that  she  showed  us  no 

symptoms  of  that  vulgarity  which  is  attributed  to  her 

"  T.  C." 

Having  formed  acquaintance  with  two  persons  in  a  very  dif- 
ferent class  of  society — one  the  victim  of  misfortune,  the  other 
a  favorite  of  genius,  they  are  thus  introduced : — 

....  '^  In  the  hurricane  of  bad  news,  one  loses  the  recollec- 
tion of  minor  misfortunes ;  but,  like  a  crow  in  bad  weather,  I 
wish  always  to  croak  in  company.  ...  I  have  a  person  whom  I 
wish  to  have  down  to  Sydenham  when  you  are  here.  It  is  not 
a  lion — not  the  Scott — not  the  Jeffrey — nor  the  Sydney,  who, 
they  say,  '  would  rather  bleed  on  the  scaffold  than  go  to  rusti- 
cate in  Yorkshire.'  My  stranger  is  not  a  great  man,  but  a  very 
old  one — a  hundred  and  nine  years  old  I — a  poor  gentleman, 
who  has  so  little  of  the  squalidity  of  depressed  old  age  in  soul 
or  body,  that  he  is  not  to  be  offered  charity,  though  obliged  to 
sell  threads  and  tapes,  and  has  nothing  even  pitiable  in  his  ap- 
pearance, lie  talks  cheerfully  of  passing  events,  relates  anec- 
dotes of  the  procession  of  Queen  Anne,  was  a  rich  man  once, 
but  was  ruined  by  the  Fordyces.  Once,  in  a  walk  with  his  tapes 
and  threads,  he  passed  the  house  where  he  had  kept  his  coach, 
and  fainted  at  the  recollection.  The  people  of  the  house  were 
kind  to  him,  and  sent  him  home  in  their  carriage.  ...  I  mean 
to  have  him  at  Sydenham,  and  we  shall  see  whether  this  ro- 
mance-like thing  be  true.  Alas,  the  romance  of  misfortunes  is 
not  confined  to  the  Circulating  Library !  .  .  .  Yesterday  an  im- 
provisatorc — a  wonderful  creature  of  the  name  of  Hook-'^-sang 
some  extempore  songs,  not  to  my  admiration,  but  to  my  aston- 
ishment 1  prescribed  a  subject — *  pepper  and  salt' — and  he 
seasoned  the  impromptu  with  both — very  truly  Attic  salt.  Ha 
is  certainly  the  first  iinprovisatare  this  country  ever  possessed — 
he  is  but  twenty.  T.  G." 

*  It  was  probabl  V  to  the  followmg  that  Campbell  alludes : — One  day 
that  Her  Royal  Hignness  was  showing  a  distiiiguubed  pea*  some  new  pio- 
tares  in  the  gallery,  she  directed  his  attention  to  a  portrait,  which  had  jutt 
been  hung  up.  It  was  a  striking  likeness  of  himsell  yiHh  a  profound 
bow  he  acknowledged  the  honor  conferred  upon  him ;  when,  itill  dearous 
to  enhance  the  compliment,  *"  Tou  see,  my  lord,"  said  the  Princess,  M  do 
consider  you  one  or  my  great  household  dogs  P  Here  the  COTapUment 
was  apparently  neutrahzed ;  but  her  Boyal  Hjg^eiB  meant  to  have  nid 
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In  a  loag,  desultor;  letter  to  one  of  his  tntiinst«  friends,  he 
Bzpressea  a  melancholy  coovicUon  that  old  age  and  laeineM  are 
creepiDg  upon  him  at  once :  says  that,  to  tave  five  ahilliiigs  and 
•izpence  a  day,  Uke  a  true  miser,  he  has  resolved  to  stay  at 
home,  and  not  patronize  the  Sydenham  coach  any  longer  : — 
congratulates  himself  on  the  pleasure  of  having  met  Mr.  T. 
Moore ;  Bays  the  pleasure  of  the  meeting  was  increased  by  hear- 
ing him  speak  kindly  of  his  brother,  Archibald  Campbell,  with 
whom  he  had  travelled  in  America ;  and  adds,  that  when  he 
sung  and  played,  he  reminded  him  strongly  of  Mrs.  Allsop, 
whom  he  so  greatly  admired. 

To  the  author  of  "  The  Sabbath,"  so  often  mentioned  in 
these  pages,  and  whose  recent  death  left  a  sad  blank  in  the  cir- 
cle of  Carapbeil's  early  friends,  he  thus  alludes — and  the  remi- 
niscence is  at  once  faithful  and  affecting  : — 

"  I  propose  to  send  to  one  of  the  periodical  works  a  Ino- 
graphical  notice  of  the  life  and  writings  of  my  poor  friend 
Grijiame.  But  so  small  a  part  of  James's  value  lay  in  his  poe- 
try, that  I  feel  it  diDicult  to  express  my  real  sentiments  about  it. 
There  are  anecdotes,  too,  which  would  interest  such  a  reader  as 
you ;  but  the  great  rookery  of  the  reading  and  talking  world 
nave  only  things  in  their  left  sides  called  hearts — mere  pul»a- 
tiotis,  as  they  are  happily  called  in  '  Self  Control.'  One  of  the 
most  endearing  circumstances  which  I  remember  of  Qrahame 
was  his  singing.  I  shall  never  forget  one  summer  evening  that 
we  agreed  to  sit  up  all  night,  and  go  together  to  Arthur's  Seat, 
to  see  the  nun  rise.  We  sat,  accordingly,  all  night  in  his  de- 
hghtful  parlor — the  seat  of  so  many  happy  remembrances  !  We 
then  went  and  saw  a  beautiful  sunrise.  1  returned  home  with 
him,  for  I  was  living  in  his  Louse  at  the  time.  Ue  was  unre- 
served in  ail  his  devoutest  feelings  before  me;  and  from  the 
beauty  of  the  morning  scenery,  and  the  recent  death  of  his  sis- 
ter, our  conversation  took  a  serious  turn,  on  the  proo&  of  infinite 
benevolence  in  the  creation,  and  the  goodness  of  God.  As  I 
retired  to  my  own  bed,  I  overheard  his  devotions — not  his  prayer, 
but  a  hymn  which  bo  sung,  and  with  a  power  and  inspiration 
beyond  himself  and  anything  else.  At  that  time  he  was  a  strong- 
voiced  and  commanding-looking  man.  The  remembrance  of  his 
large,  expressive  feature*  when  ne  climbed  the  hill,  and  of  his  or^ 
gan-like  voice  in  praising  God,  is  yet  fresh,  and  ever  pleasing,  in 
my  mind.  But  it  is  rendered  a  rad  recollection  from  contrasting 
his  then  energy  with  the  Altering  and  fallen  man  which  ha 
aficrwarda  heoaoM.  T.  C." 
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He  then  turns  from  the  siniple  annals  of  his  own  domestic  life 
at  Sydenham,  and,  among  the  incidents  of  a  visit  in  town,  men- 
tions an  alarming  fire  in  the  neighborhood  of  his  friends  in 
MoDtague-street,  at  which  he  set  an  example  of  great  personal 
exertion  and  presence  of  mind : — ^^  I  had  been  left  alone  in  the 
drawing-room/'  he  says,  *^  and  was  reading  to  get  an  appetite 
for  sleep,  when  lo,  there  comes  a  rap  to  the  door,  with  the  pleasant 
monosyllable  which  sounds  so  finely  in  a  street  at  night! 
The  ^  fire'  was  four  doors  from  you ;  I  went  in  to  console  Mrs. 

M ,  whose  servant  reiterated  her  assurance  that  the  fames 

were  belching  into  the  upper  rooms.  Another  gentleman  and  I 
were  of  opinion  that  Mrs.  S.  M should  remove  with  what- 
ever was  most  valuable,  into  your  house ;  when  Mr.  M.  himself 
stepping  into  the  parlor,  said,  in  the  most  lawyer-Uke  manner, 
'  There  is  not  the  least  chance  of  the  fire  communicating.  It 
cannot,  ever  since  the  fourteenth  of  his  present  Majesty's  reign. 
The  party  walls  have  been  ordained  by  law,  and  under  a  penalty, 
to  be  so  built  in  all  new  houses,  that  the  fire  cannot  spread.* 
The  fire  or  the  party  wall  were  probably  overawed  by  the  au- 
thoritative tone  in  which  the  law  was  laid  down ;  and  neither 
did  the  one  break,  nor  the  other  burst  in ;  so  we  all  slept  at  last^ 
and  the  crowd  dispersed.  T.  C." 

The  ensuing  autumn  was  spent  in  literary  seclusion  at  Syd- 
enham. Always  on  the  alert  for  poUtical  events,  and,  adverting 
to  the  retreat  of  the  French  Army  in  Russia,  with  the  probabk 
consequences  of  their  recent  engagement  with  the  Cossacks,  he 

writes : — 

What  are  all  other  subiects — ^what  even  your  praises — 
what  are  "  Childe  Harold"  and  **  Gertrude*'  to  these  tremendous 
moments  of  suspense  that  have,  no  doubt,  kept  you  from  sleep- 
ing as  well  as  myself!  .  .  .  May  God  avert  such  events,  and 
the  renewal  of  the  blows  that  have  made  Europe  stamer  under 
them  1  But  let  us  hope  !  *^  To  doubt  is  to  rebel  r  Let  m 
exult  in  hope,  that  all  will  yet  be  well !  What  pleasing  ideas 
have  not  filled  our  nunds  at  the  bare  prospeot  which  this  cam- 
paign may  bring  round.  Fancy  our  shaking  haads  with  each 
other,  the  day  Uiat  news  of  peace  arrives.  I  even  build  castles 
about  France,  Italy,  Germany,  and  Switzerland,  being  aooessible 
to  us  all ;  that  some  chance  will  bring  us  all  together  on  some 
delightful  tour ;  and  that  we  shall  see  the  Tjroleae  Alps,  and 
Mont  Blanc !  .  .  .    I  should  think  even  the  graatett  of  all  Inz- 


^■B^ 
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nriea — •  tour  oa  the  CoDtinent — imperfect,  without  your  shuiiig 
in  the  entertainment  of  it. 

If  you  aee  Mr.  Lawrence  again,  implore  him  to  say  what  he 
decides  about  my  "  lovely  portrait."  I  have  got  bo  smoky  and 
old-looking,  that  I  wish  to  get  back  my  imaginary  beauty,  just 
to  see  how  I  shall  look  when  I  grow  young  again  in  heaven. 
That  is  the  merit  of  Lawrence's  painting  ;  he  makes  one  aeem  to 
have  got  into  a  drawing-room  in  the  mansions  of  the  blessed, 
and  to  be  looking  at  oneself  in  a  mirror. 

Uadame  de  Stael  ia  coming  to  England ;  the  will  see  us  at 
Sydenham,  and  we  shall  patronize  her  for  the  sake  of  Corinne. 
I  have  offered  to  superintend  the  translation  of  her  new  work. 
She  speaks  Elngiish,  I  hear,  quite  well.  T.  C. 

To  his  letter,  conveying  this  agreeable  offer,  the  Poet  received 
an  immediate  and  flattering  reply  : — 

TO  MB.  THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

SrooKHOut,  ee  6  Janvier,  1818. 
Peudant  les  dix  ann^es  que  m'ayent  e6par6  de  I'Angle- 
tetre.  Monsieur,  le  Poeme  Anglais  (jui  m'a  Cftus6  le  plus  d'6mo- 
tioD — le  poeme  qui  oe  me  quittaiit  jamais — et  que  je  relisai  sans 
cease  pour  adoucir  mes  caagrins  par  Tel^vation  de  I'&me — 
c'est  Lea  Flaisirs  de  I'Esperance.  L'^pisode  d'EUinore,  surtout, 
allait  tellement  a  mon  coeur,  que  je  pourrais  la  reUre  vingt  fois, 
sans  en  affaiblir  I'impresGion. 

Je  regarde  corarae  un  hazard  singdier,  I'offre  que  voua  voulez 
bien  me  faire,  et^e  n'ai  pas  beaoin  de  vous  dire  que  je  I'accepte 
— ou  pliit6t  que  je  la  re9ois  comme  une  veritable  faveur. 

Je  me  tlatte  d6tre  k  Londres  vera  la  fin  du  mois  de  Mai,  et  je 
vous  apporterai  I'exemplaire  que  j'ai  sauv6  de  cet  ouvrage  brnl6, 
qui  ne  m^ritait  pas  assez  de  I'fetre — car  devant  le  fwre  imprimer 
k  Paris,  le  silence  que  je  gardais  sur  le  plus  4go'iste  dea  tyrans, 
6tait  ma  plus  grande  hardieaae — enfin  je  derrai  beaucoup  a  cet 
ouvrage  s'il  me  donnera  des  rapports  habituels  avec  un  des 
hommea  du  monde  que  je  desire  le  plus  de  counaitre-'-et  avec 
lequel  je  me  cms,  dans  raes  jours  d'orgueil,  le  plus  grande  ana- 
logie.     J'ai  rhonneur  d'etre.  Monsieur,  &<:.,  &c., 

Barosnb  dm  Stabl  Holstbik. 

The  frankness  and  cordiality  of  this  letter  were  fully  appre- 
daled  by  Campbell ;  and  the  prospect  of  its  being  soon  followed 
by  a  visit  from  the  lady  herself^  made  him  look  with  more  than 
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usual  impatience  for  the  spring.  Praise  from  Madapie  de  Sta§l 
was  a  thing  of  sterling  value ;  and  to  be  told  that  she  could  read 
his  episode  of  Ellinore  for  the  twentieth  time  with  undiminished 
interest,  was  a  compliment  never  to  be  forgotten. 

In  the  mean  time,  study  was  again  suspended  by  illness.  An 
"  attack  of  pleurisy,"  from  which  he  was  now  recovering — but 
which,  he  had  good  cause  to  apprehend,  might  seriously  inter- 
rupt his  lecture — was  occasioned  as  follows : — 

January  15,  1813. 

....  My  boy  was  seized  in  November,  suddenly.  See- 
ing him  in  pain,  and  trembling  for  fatal  consequences,  1  rushed 
out  in  a  dreadfully  severe  night,  amidst  the  snow ;  ran  two 
miles  across  the  Common,  and  back,  to  fetch  a  surgeon.  In  the 
agony  of  my  fear  I  thought  that  no  other  messenger  would  be 
sure  to  fetch  assistance.  In  consequence  of  this,  I  was  seized 
with  a  renewed  pleurisy,  and,  within  these  ten  days,  was  still 
more  alarmed  by  bringing  up  blood.  ...  I  am  now  preparing 
a  course  of  Lectures ;  and  if  I  am  warranted  by  better  health  to 
read  them  at  the  Institution,  I  will  do  so ;  but  if  not  the  Lec- 
tures shall  be  sent  to  the  Managers,  to  show  that  I  failed  not 
for  want  of  good  will.  T.  C. 

Still  suffering  from  the  same  cause,  and  nervously  apprehen- 
sive of  its  consequences,  he  writes  to  another  friend : — 

"Stdenhax,  JanMory  25,  181S. 

" ....  I  think  my  state  of  blood  completely  refutes  the 
doctrine  of  Harvey.  I  am  positive  it  has  no  circulation  at  all, 
and  that  my  pulse  is  a  mere  sham  to  excuse  the  budness  of  the 
sanguineous  particles,  by  an  appearance  of  pulsation.  It  is  the 
ticking  of  a  watch  that  does  not  go !  Having  therefore  lost  all 
confidence  in  my  internal  resources  of  heat,  by  means  of  veins 
and  arteries,  I  have  resorted  to  cast-iron  and  coals  for  external 
heat,  and  have  got  my  study  at  length  so  &mously  comfortable, 
that  I  think,  sometimes,  that  I  could  almost  write  poetry! 
Have  you  read  *  Rokeby  V  I  have  read  a  piece  of  it  to  the 
Princess  and  Lady  Charlotte,  who  both  thought  it  fine ;  but  I 
must  confess  I  was  so  indisposed  the  day  I  was  at  BliKkheath, 
that  I  could  hardly  judge  of  what  I  read. 

^*  I  am  still  preparing  for  my  lectures^  but  cannot  get  a  good 
plan  sketched  out.  From  feehng  some  inoonvenience,  after  at- 
tempting  to  read  aloud  by  way  of  preparative  ezeroiae  of  vcuoe, 
I  thmk  it  is  not  quite  impoanUA— though  I  tmst  in  Heaven 
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not  probable — that  I  may  be  obliged  to  give  up  the  Institution. 
But  be  not  alarmed — the  lectures  shall  be  written  ;  and  if  I  am 
unable,  that  is,  if  pleurisy  come  back,  some  one  will  read  them 
for  me — perhaps  you ;  will  you  ?  and  save  my  poor  lungs  I  I 
am  sure  my  friend  Miss  Benger  would  do  it  with  enthusiasm. 

^  These  are  days  of  glorious  news.  Now,  surely,  peace  is 
possible.  Europe  will  fight  better  without  our  propping.  It 
will  then  fight  in  earnest,  and  surely  our  scrags  of  mutton,  at  a 
shilling  a  pound,  give  a  woful  picture  of  the  times.  I  speak 
feelingly,  having  yesterday  paid  half-a-crown  in  the  pound  for 
poor-rates.  T.  C. 


"  [31«^]  Yesterday,  at  the  Princess  of  Wales,  I  met  Dr. 
Burney  and  his  daughter,  Madame  d*Arblay.  Uer  features 
must  have  been  once  excellent ;  her  manners  are  highly  polished, 
and  delicately  courteous — just  like  Evelina  grown  old — not 
bashful,  but  sensitively  anxious  to  please  those  about  her.  I 
sat  next  to  her,  alternately  pleased  and  tormented  with  the 
Princess's  naivete^  and  Madame  d'Arblay's  refinement.  Her 
humility  made  me  vow  that  I  would  abandon  the  paths  of  im- 
pudence for  ever  1  Yet  I  know  not  that  any  body  but  herself 
could  manage  so  much  gentleness.  I  believe  any  other  person 
would  appear  desi^fning  with  it.  But,  really,  you  would  love 
her  for  her  commimicativeness,  and  fine  tact  in  conversation.  .  . 
I  was  able,  I  thought,  to  have  told  you  all  she  said  ;  but  I  feel 
my  spirits  overthrown  and  sunk  by  the  melancholy  thought 
that  a  whole  family  of  my  neighbors  have  been  swept  away.* 

"T.  C." 


As  the  spring  advanced  his  winter  malady  took  flight,  and 
Campbell  was  enabled  to  resume  his  literary  engagements  in 
town.  Conversations  with  his  fellow-passengers  in  the  Syden- 
ham coach — generally  of  a  private  or  political  character — are 
frequent  topics  in  his  letters.  The  "  most  interesting  traveller," 
he  says,  **  I  have  met  for  many  a  day,  in  these  journeys  to  and 
fro,  is  a  Glasgow-man,  who  gives  me  a  splendid  account  of  my 
native  city  :  the  improvements  it  has  undergone ;  the  state  of 
its  raw  muslins  and  manufactures ;  and  the  mercantile  houses 
that  have  made  their  fortunes  in  the  muslin  way  since  I  left — 
all  of  which  I  felt  very  interested  and  curious  to  know."    An- 

*  This  letter  is  misdated. — See  Epitaph,  page  46,  vol  IL 
Vol.  I.— 24. 


"■'  "f  homing  otZ7^^'  "P""- 
M  KMtof..?  .J^  ■  present,     flivri.      ® 
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for  a  boy  not  being  rapid  at  languages.  The  great  Dr.  Reid 
told  me  himself,  that  he  was  one  of  the  slowest  at  such  learn- 
ing ;  and  he,  in  the  moral  world,  has  always  seemed  to  me  to 
be  of  the  same  order  of  minds  as  Newton  in  material  philoso- 
phy. Thomas's  remarks  are  often  very  sagacious :  this  morning, 
after  finishing  his  reading  in  Roman  history,  he  said,  *  I  like  this 
Roman  history  better  than  the  G^eek  which  we  read  last.'  I 
asked  him  the  reason.  He  thought  some  time — dear  little  fel- 
low— and  said,  *  I  see  a  progress  in  the  Roman  history ;  they 
always  take  advantage  of  their  victories,  and  grow  greater  after 
themT 

**  I  spent  a  day  or  two  with  Madame  de  Stael  this  spring,  and 
read  her  my  lectures— one  of  them  against  her  own  doctrines 
on  poetry.  She  battled  hard  with  me ;  but  was  very  good-na- 
tured and  complimentary.  Every  now  and  then  she  said,  *  When 
you  publish  more  lectures,  they  will  make  a  great  impression 
over  all  Europe.  I  know  nothing  in  English  but  Burke's  writ- 
ings so  striking.'  This  she  said  before  Lord  Harrowby  and  a 
large  party  ;  and  if  her  praise  was  flattery,  she  at  least  commit- 
ted herself.  It  is  because  you  are  my  sister,  that  I  dare  to  send 
you  this  account — not,  I  assure  you,  from  vanity.  .  .  God  bless 
you,  my  dear  Mary.  T.  C." 

His  second  Course  of  Lectures,  at  the  Royal  Listitution,  was 
applauded  to  the  echo.  ..."  You  have  been  lecturing  on 
poetry  with  great  eclat^'*  writes  an  eminent  classic  then  at  the 
Bar ;  "  and  as  your  head  must  be  full  of  speculations  and  bril- 
liant sentences,  I  hope  you  will  not  disdain  to  string  a  few  of 
them  together  for  our  use." 

%  It  %  *  %  * 

In  allusion  to  the  strong  mihtary  reinforcements,  which  the 
critical  state  of  affairs  abroad  had  rendered  imperative,  the  fol- 
lowing jeu  d'esprit,  or  "  suggestions,"  by  Campbell,  appeared  in 
the  columns  of  a  morning  paper.  The  lines  evince  a  strong 
party  spirit,  but  are  very  characteristic  of  that  vein  of  pleasantry, 
by  which  he  often  turned  the  rancor  of  political  prejudice  into 
^  harmless  jest : — 

**  As  recniita,  in  these  times,  are  not  easily  eot, 
And  the  Marshal  mao^  have  them,  pray  why  should  we  iiot» 
As  the  last — and  I  grant  yon  the  worstr— of  our  loans  to  him, 
Ship  off  the  whole  Ministry,  body  and  bones,  to  him  t 
There's  not  in  all  England,  Fll  venture  to  swear, 
Any  men  we  could  ludf  so  oonvcniently  spare ; 
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And,  thoi^  they've  been  hdipmg  the  Fnmh  for  yean  past^ 
We  may  thus  inkke  them  ueefiil  to  England  at  last : — 

G gh,  in  our  aiegee,  might  saye  some  disgraces, 

Being  versed  in  the  tiudng,  ud  keeping,  of  places ; 
And  Chancellor  E — - — n,  still  canting  and  whining, 
Hight  show  off  his  talentSi  in  dy  midermining ; 
Could  the  Household  bat  spare  us  its  gkMrv  and  pide, 
Old  H — f— t  at  hcm-worka^  again  mi^t  be  triea. 
And  the  Chief-Justice  make  a  Dold  dbaige  at  his  side ; 

While  y rt  might  victaal  the  troops  ixpaa  tick, 

And  the  Doctor  kx>k  after  the  baggage  and  sick. 


Nay,  I  do  not  see  why  the  great  Rr 


-nt  himself 


Should,  in  times  sudi  aa  these,  Be  at  home  on  the  shelf; 
Though  in  narrow  defiles  he's  not  fitted  to  pass, 
Tet,  who  ooold  resist^  if  he  bore  down  en  matte  f 
And  though,  of  an  eyeninff,  he  sometimes  mi^t  prove. 
Like  our  brave  Spanish  Allies, '  unable  to  move  1* 
Yet  one  thing  there  is,  of  advantage  unbounded, 
Which  is— that  he  could  not  with  ease  be  surrounded. — 

"  In  my  next,  I  shall  sing  of  their  anns  and  equipment ; 
At  present  no  more — bat  good  lock  to  the  ahifmiait  T 
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